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BOOK  III. 

COMTIKnZS. 


"  The  very  sole  o'  that  lady's  foot 
Than  thy  face  is  far  mair  white:" 

"  But,  nevertheless,  now,  Erl  Richard, 
Ye  wiU  bide  in  my  bower  a'  night  ?  " 

She  birled  him  with  the  ale  and  wute. 

As  tliey  Eat  down  to  sup : 
A  living  man  he  laid  liim  down, 

But  I  wot  he  ne'er  rose  up. 

Then  up  and  spoke  the  popinjay, 

That  (lew  aboun  her  head  ; 
"  Lady !  keep  weel  your  green  cleiding 

Frae  gude  Erl  Richard's  bleid." — 

«  O  better  PU  keep  my  green  cleiding 
Frae  gude  Erl  Kit-hard's  bleid, 

Than  thou  canst  keep  thy  clattering  Mung, 
That  trattles  in  thy  head." 

She  has  call'd  upon  her  bower  maidens, 
She  has  call'd  Uiem  ane  by  ane  ; 

"  There  lies  a  dead  miin  in  my  hour : 
I  wish  that  he  were  gane  1 " 

They  hae  booted  him,  and  spurred  him, 

As  he  was  wont  lo  ride ; — 
A  hunting-horn  tied  round  hU  w^ft, 

A  sliarpe  swoi-d  by  his  side  ; 


BAKL  BICHARD.  i 

Anil  they  bae  lind  hina  to  the  wan  water, 
For  a'  men  call  it  Clyde.^ 

Then  up  and  spoke  the  popinjaj 

That  sat  upon  the  tree — 
-  What  hae  ye  done  wi'  Erl  Richard  ? 

Ye  were  his  gay  ladye." — 

"Come  down,  come  down,  my  bonny  bird, 

And  sit  upon  my  hand ; 
And  thou  sail  hae  a  cage  o'  gowd, 

Where  Uiou  hast  hut  tlie  wand."— 

"  Aira  I  awa  I  ye  ill  woman  ! 

Nae  cage  o'  gowd  for  me  ; 
As  ye  hqe  done  to  Erl  Richard, 

Sae  wad  ye  do  to  me." 

She  hadna  crosa'd  a  rigg  o'  land, 

A  rigg  but  barely  ane. 
When  she  met  wi'  bis  niilJ  futhi;r. 

Came  riding  all  alane. 

"  Where  hae  ye  been,  now,  lady*  fair, 

Where  hae  ye  been  sae  late  ? 
We  hoe  been  seeking  Erl  Richard. 

fiat  him  we  caniu  get." — 


"  Etl  Riclinrd  kens  a"  ihe  fonls  in  Clyde, 

Hell  ride  them  ane  by  anc  ; 
iad  lliougU  the  night  was  ne'er  sae  mirk, 

Erl  Richard  will  be  hnuie." 

0  it  fell  anes,  upon  a  day. 

The  King  was  boun  to  ride  ; 
And  he  hm  mist  him,  Erl  Richard, 

Should  liae  ridden  on  bis  right  side. 

The  ladye  tum'd  her  round  about, 

Wi'  mickle  mounifu'  din — 
"  It  fears  me  sair  o'  Clyde  water, 

That  he  is  drown'd  therein." — 

•  Gar  douk,  gar  douk,"  the  King  lie  cried, 

"  Gar  douk  for  gold  and  fee  ; 
0  wha  will  douk  for  Erl  Richard's  sake. 

Or  wlift  will  douk  for  me  ?" 

Thry  douked  in  at  ae  weil-heid, 

And  out  aye  at  the  other  ; 
-  We  win  douk  nao  mair  for  Eri  Ridmrd, 

Although  he  were  our  brother." 

Il  fell  that,  in  tliat  ladye's  castle, 

The  Kbg  waa  boun  to  bed  ; 
And  up  and  spake  the  i>opinjay, 

Thai  flew  abune  his  head. 


KAIll.   ttlCtlARD.  7 

"  Iicave  off  your  doukiDg  on  tbc  day. 

And  riouk  upon  the  nieht ; 
Aad  where  that  liacklegg  knight  lies  lU'a, 

Tlie  candles  will  bum  bright." — 

"0  there's  a  bird  within  thia  bower, 

That  sings  baith  £ad  and  sweel ; 
0  there's  a  bird  within  jour  bower, 

Keeps  me  Irae  my  niglit's  sleep." 

They  lefi  the  doukiog  on  the  day, 

And  douk'd  upon  the  night ; 
And  where  tliat  sackle.js  kniglit  lay  slain. 

The  candles  burned  bright.' 

The  deepest  pot  iu  a'  the  linn,' 
They  fand  Erl  Richard  in  ; 

■  ThrM  ire  itn<;nealioii»hlT  tlie  ocrpw-Jigliti,  culled  ■■ 
WrIu  OaiticjUiB  C>r7>A,  nhieii  are  MmelJinei  >eeu  \o  illu 
udnnle  tbs  spot  whers  a  dgnd  body  laooucoaled.  TUe  EdituT 
il  intlmiMd,  ihat,  tome  ; ran  ngo,  1hi>  Oorpra  oTr  man.  dm wned 
in  llM  Kttrick,  below  Selkirk,  «u  dlicovereil  by  meiini  of 
tbBK  C]Uidli».  Such  llgbtl  an  commoD  Iu  cburcbyardi.  ntid 
am  [JrobBbly  of  n  phosplioric  imture.     But  ruitic  •upetiiiilon 

M  aoini  as  Ufa  baa  doporWd,  a  pale  Hame  appsan  el  Ilie  win- 
dow or  die  boiue,  in  which  the  peiion  had  died,  aiu)  glldei 
townrda  the  rhnrchynrd,  Cracing  ibrough  every  wlmllng  the 
raace  of  the  Iblure  ftmeral,  and  pauiltijt  where  tb>  bier  i>  to 

ftai.    Thia  and  other  opinioni,  relating  lo  tbo  "  inTnti-flrei'  

livid  Eleam,"  lAeiD  to  be  of  Rniilo  exmivtliin.    Sfarr.  ^^H 

^_  Arm,  are  calleil  poU ;  tba  aiotion  of  tlie  w.iloi  hiTviiig  llier*  ^™ 

L    : 


EABT.   RICQARD. 

A  green  luif  tyed  across  his  breast, 
To  keep  that  glide  lord  down. 

Then  up  and  spake  the  King  himsell, 

When  he  saw  Ihe  deadly  wound — 

"  0  »'ha  has  shun  my  righL-hand  man, 

That  held  my  hawk  and  hound  ?  " — 

Then  up  and  spake  the  popinjay, 
Says — "  What  needs  a'  this  din  ? 

It  was  his  light  leman  took  his  Ufe, 
And  hided  him  in  the  iinn." 

She  swore  her  by  the  grass  sae  greae, 

Sae  did  she  by  the  com. 
She  badna  seen  liim,  Erl  ^chard, 

Since  Moninday  at  mora. 

"  Pat  na  the  wile  on  me,"  she  sfud, 
"It  was  my  may  Catherine :" 

Then  they  hae  cut  baith  fern  and  thorn. 
To  bum  that  maiden  in. 

It  wadna  take  upon  her  cheik. 

Nor  yet  upon  her  chin  ; 
Nor  yet  upon  her  yellow  bair. 

To  cleanse  the  deadly  sin. 


e  reumblsDoa  to  k  boiling  OBldroa.    Lint,  mean*  tl 
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The  mai'k'ii  toueii''!  the  clay-cauld  corpse, 

A  drnp  it  iievihr  bletl ; 
The  laJye  laid  her  liand  on  him, 

And  Btxin  Ihi;  ground  was  red. 

Out  tliey  hae  laV-n  her,  may  Gatlierine, 

And  pill  her  mislre-'s  in  ; 
Tlie  flame  Inik  fast  upon  her  cheik, 

Tuik  last  u|>on  her  chin  ; 
Tuik  fast  upon  her  fuire  body — 

She  burn'd  like  hullin-green. ' 

iwiiBtely  prweile,  "  The  niBi'lcn 
[onehed,"  fto.,  anil  wbich  nre  rcMorad  riom  mdlllon,  ret^r 
Id  ».  nipargtitioa  (brmerly  Kcsivod  in  mmt  pirta  of  Europe, 
■nd  tnn  resorted  to  by  jndiciHl  autlionlf ,  for  Iha  dJHOTery 
of  iDunlet.  In  Germnnj,  thia  experimetil  wu  called  bahr- 
ndU,  or  the  U«  of  the  bier;  becaasa,  the  murdered  body 
being  (tratched  upon  &  bier,  the  aiupected  penon  iru  obliged 
Ut  pat  ana  band  opon  the  vonnd  >nd  tba  otbec  oiioii  tha 
nunitli  of  the  decamed,  and.  In  that  [xiature,  call  upon  henven 
M  alleil  hl>  Innocence.  If,  duriug  Ihli  ceremony,  the  blood 
giuhed  from  the  mciutli,  nose,  or  wonnd,  i 
onllluly  to  happen  hi  tba  ooaraa  of  abiftiug  or  itlrTlni;  Che 
bod]',  it  nag  held  suffioieat  efldeaBa  of  tha  gaiit  Of  the  pitrty. 


EABL  RICQABD. 

Obtainkd  &om  redudon  hy  Motherwell,  and  printed  i 
in  hit  ATuutrehi,  p.  S18. 

Eabl  Richabd  is  a  hanting  gone, 

As  fast  as  be  couliJ  ride ; 
His  huatiug-honi  hung  about  his  neck. 

And  e.  sm^  Kword  by  his  side. 

When  he  come  to  raj  lody'e  gate. 

He  lirled  at  the  pin  ; 
And  wha  was  sae  ready  as  the  lady  hersell 

Tb  ojien  and  let  him  iu  ? 

"  0  light,  0  light,  Emt\  Richard,"  she  saye, 

"  0  light  and  stay  a'  night ; 
You  shnll  have  clieer  wi'  charcoal  clear,      ' 
And  candies  burning  brigliL" 


KABL    U1CH4UD. 

"  I  will  nol  ligLi,  I  cannot  light, 

I  cannot  light  at  all ; 
A  fairer  lad^  llian  ten  of  thee 

Is  waiting  at  Richard's-w&lL" 

He  stooped  from  his  milk-white  steed, 

To  kiss  her  rosy  cheek ; 
She  had  a  penknife  in  her  hand, 

And  wounded  him  so  deep. 

*  0  lie  ye  there,  Estil  Richard,"  she  says, 
"  O  lie  ye  there  tiU  morn  ; 
A  fairer  lady  than  ten  of  me 

Will  think  lang  of  your  coming  home.'* 


She  called  her  servai 

Its  ane  by  ane, 

She  called  them  tw 

■a  by  twa : 

-I  have  got  a  dead  n 

lan  in  my  bower. 

I  wish  he  were  aw 

a," 

The  ane  has  ta'en  him  by  the  hand. 

And  the  other  by  the  feet ; 
And  they've  thrown  him  in  a  deep  draw  well. 

Full  fifty  fathoms  deep. 


Then  up  bespake  a  little  bird, 

Thai  eat  upon  a  tree  : 
"  Gae  huine,  gae  bame,  ye  fause  lady. 

And  pay  your  maids  their  fee." 


"  Come  down,  come  down,  my  prelty  bird. 

That  siia  upon  the  tree  ; 
I  Lave  n  cage  of  beaten  gold, 

I  '11  ^e  it  unU)  thee."  * 

"  Gae  hame,  gae  home,  ye  fause  lady, 
And  pay  your  muds  their  fee ; 

Ah  ye  have  done  to  Earl  Richard, 
Sae  wud  ye  do  to  me." 

"  If  I  had  an  arrow  in  ray  hand, 

And  a  bow  bent  on  a  string ; 
I  'd  ahuot  a  dart  at  thy  proud  heart. 

Among  the  leaves  sae  green." 


YOUNG  BEDIN. 


■•  From  the  recitation  of  Miia  E.  Beattie,  of  Edin- 
burgb.  a  native  of  Mearnisbire,  vrlio  singt  it  tti  n 
pUintive,  though  samevrbU  niunotoiious  ^lir  o[  ana 
■neuare."  —  Knn.0CB,  Ancient  Seotiiih  Balla<I»,p- 1. 

Toiwa  Redin's  til  the  hnntin  gane, 

Wi'  tberty  lords  mid  three  ; 
And  be  has  til  his  true-love  gane, 

As  fiut  as  lie  could  hie. 

"  Ye're  welcome  here,  my  youug  Redin. 
For  coal  and  candle  licht; 
And  sae  are  ye,  my  young  Rediu, 
To  bide  wi'  me  the  nicht." 

"I  thank  ye  for  your  Hcht,  Iftdie, 
Sae  do  1  for  your  con! ; 
Bui  there's  thrice  as  fair  n  Indie  Bs  thee 
Meets  me  at  Braiidie's  well." 
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Wlan  ihej  were  at  their  supper  sei, 

And  merrily  drinking  wine, 
This  ladie  has  lane  a  sair  sieknesa, 

And  til  her  bed  has  gane. 

Young  Redin  he  baa  followed  her, 

And  a  dowJe  man  was  be  ; 
He  fund  his  Inte-love  in  her  bouer, 

And  the  tear  was  in  her  ee. 

Whan  he  was  in  her  anna  kid, 

And  gieing  her  kisses  sweet, 
Then  out  she's  lane  a  little  penknife, 

And  wounded  him  sae  deep. 

"  U  lang,  lang.  is  the  winter  nicht. 

And  slawly  daws  ihe  day; 
There  is  a  elain  knicht  in  my  bouer, 

And  I  wish  he  war  away." 

Then  up  bet^pak  her  bouer- worn  an, 

And  she  spak  ae  wi'  spile  : — 
"  An  there  be  a  elain  kniubt  in  your  boat.T, 

It'a  yoursel  that  lias  the  wyte." 

"  0  heal  ihis  deed  on  me,  Meggy, 

0  beal  this  deed  on  me  ; 
The  silka  that  war  ^hiipeu  for  me  gen  Fascbe, 

They  sail  be  sewed  for  thee." 


TOUNG    KGDIM.  19 

"01  hfte  heol'd  or  my  raistress 

A  iwalmonlh  and  a  Jay, 
And  I  line  heal'd  on  mj  mistress, 

Hair  ihan  I  can  say." 

TheyVebootedhim.andlliey'veapurredhira, 

As  be  waa  woni  to  ride  : — 
A  hunlin  bom  round  Lis  neck, 

And  a  sliaq)  sword  by  his  side ; 
In  the  deepest  place  o'  Clyde's  water. 

It's  there  they  Ve  made  bis  bed. 

Sioe  op  bespak  the  wylie  parrot. 

As  he  Bat  on  tlie  tree, — 
"And  hae  ye  kill'd  bini  young  Redin, 

Wha  ne'er  had  love  but  tbee  ! " 

"  Come  doun,  come  doun,  ye  wylie  parrot, 

Come  doun  into  my  hand  ; 
Tour  cage  sail  be  o'  the  beaten  gowd. 

When  now  it's  but  tlie  wand." 


"  I  winna  come  doun,  I  canna  come  doun, 

I  winna  come  doun  to  thee  ; 
For  as  ye  've  dune  to  young  Redin, 

Ye'll  do  the  like  to  me  : 
Te'U  tbraw  my  head  off  my  hause-bane. 

And  throw  me  in  the  sea." 


0  (here  cam  seekin  young  Redin, 
Monie  a  lord  and  knicht ; 

And  there  cam  aeckin  yuung  Redin, 
Monie  a  ladie  hricliL 

And  they  liae  til  his  tme-love  gane. 
Thinking  he  was  wi'  licr ; 


"  I  faae  na  seen  him,  young  Redin, 

Sin  yesterday  at  noon  ; 
He  tum'd  his  stately  sleed  aboul. 

And  hied  him  through  the  toun< 

"  But  ye'H  seek  Clyde's  water  up  and  dotm, 

Ye'U  aeek  it  out  and  in — 
I  hae  na  seen  him,  young  Redin, 
Kin  yeaierday  at  noon." 

Then  up  liespak  young  Rcdin's  mither, 
And  II  dowie  woman  was  scho  ; — 

"There's  na  a  place  in  a  Clyde's  water, 
But  my  son  wad  gae  through." 


They've  sought  Clyde's  water  up  and  doon, 

They've  sought  it  out  and  in, 
And  the  deepest  place  o'  Clyde's  water 

They  fund  young  Redm  in. 


TOUHO  BEDIN. 

0  while,  wliite,  war  bia  wounils  waeheii, 
As  wliite  as  a  linen  clout ; 

But  as  ibe  irailor  abe  ciun  near, 
His  wounds  iliej  gushed  out  I 

"  It's  surelj  been  my  bouer-woman, 
0  ill  may  Uer  beiide ; 

1  ne'er  wad  slain  Iiim  young  Rediti, 
And  tlirown  bim  in  ibe  Clyde." 

Then  they've  made  a  big  bnne-fire, 

The  bouer-woman  lo  brin  ; 
It  tuke  na  on  her  cheek,  her  cheek, 

It  lulie  na  on  her  chin, 
But  it  tuke  on  the  cruel  hands 

That  put  young  Redin  in. 


Hi^ji  they've  tane  out  the  bouer-woma 

And  put  llic  Indic  in  : 
It  tuke  na  on  Iter  cheek,  her  cheek, 

It  tuke  na  on  her  cliin, 
But  it  tuke  on  the  Cause,  fituse  arms, 

That  young  R«din  lay  in. 


LORD  WILLIAM. 

miutrd$i  of  At  ScoUiA  Border,  IK.  38. 


tiy  Air.  Jamea  Hogg,  i 


li  to  Sir  Waller  Soott'S 
,paiue<]  with  thti  foUowing 


■'  I  am  fully  tonvinced  of  the  antiquity  of  thi.'^  song ; 
lor.  itltliougli  much  of  the  lauguage  geems  aomenhal 
luoilpmizeJ.  this  must  be  attributed  b]  its  currency, 
liciiig  much  liked,  and  very  muvh  sung  in  this  neigh- 
bourhood. I  can  trace  it  back  several  generadoiu,  but 
cHiinot  hear  of  its  ever  having  been  in  print  I  have 
never  heard  it  with  any  conaderable  variation,  save 
tliat  one  reciter  called  the  dwelling  of  the  fcigntnl 
■weel-heart,  CosiUsko.^ 

Lord  "William  was  the  bravest  knigbt 

That  dwalt  in  fair  Scotland, 
And  though  renown'd  in  France  and  Spain,    ' 

Pell  by  a  ladie'e  hand. 


As  she  was  walking  maid  alone, 
Down  by  yon  shady  wood. 

She  heard  a  «mil  o'  bridle  reins,  . 
She  wish'd  midil  be  fur  good. 


"  Come  to  mj  amis,  my  ik'ur  Willie, 
You're  welcome  home  to  rae  ; 

To  best  o'  cheer  and  cliarcoal  red, ' 
And  candle  burning  free." — 

■'  I  winna  light.  I  dnrena  light. 
Nor  come  lo  your  tirnis  at  a' ; 

A  fairer  raaid  than  len  o'  you 
I'll  meet  at  Ctwlle-law." — 

"A  fairer  maid  than  me,  WUlie  ! 

A  fairer  raaid  than  me ! 
A  fairer  maid  than  ten  o'  me 

Your  eyes  did  never  see."— 

He  iouted  ower  his  saddle  lap, 

To  kiss  lier  ere  tliey  part. 
And  wi'  a  little  keen  bodkin, 
She  pierced  liim  to  the  heart 

"  Itide  on,  ride  on,  Lord  Williarn  now, 

As  fast  as  ye  can  dree  1 
Your  boDny  lass  at  Ca^lle-law 

Will  weary  you  lo  see." — 


'  Clareoal   rtd.     This  circiiin=rnnce  Tiiark«  the  »litlquily 
[    or  llw  pMin.     WbUs  wood  WDS  plenl;  In  Scotl&nJ,  cliiircaiil 
ttM  Diul  Itaal  Id  ths  Dhaniben  of  ths  waalthjr.     Sdote 


•  ^  <^  *M  ka  liM  ^ik  brf  r 


»^M  — a%  tat  ^  «^-— 


ruTNCE  ROBERT 

Was  fint  published  in  the  MtutreUy  of  the  SeotHik 
Border,  iii.  269,  ojid  yaa  obtaiDetl  from  the  recilatioii 
of  Miss  Cbristian  Rutbciford.  Acollier  copj,  i 
from  recitation,  is  subjoined. 

Fbinoe  Robert  baa  wedded  a  gay  ladye, 
He  has  wedded  her  willi  a  ring  : 

Prince  Robert  has  wedded  a  gay  ladye, 
But  he  darna  bring  her  hame. 

"  Your  blessing,  your  blessing,  my  mother  dei 
Your  blesiiing  now  grant  lo  me  ! " — 

"  Instead  of  a  ble^ing  ye  sail  bare  my  eurse 
And  you'll  gel  nae  blessing  frae  me." — ■ 


She  bos  call'd  upon  her  waiting-maid, 

To  fill  a  glass  of  wine  ; 
She  has  call'd  upon  her  faose  steward, 

To  put  rank  poison  in. 


She  has  put  it  to  her  roudes  lip, 

And  lo  her  roudes  chin  ; 
She  has  put  it  to  her  fauae,  fause  mouth. 

But  the  never  a  drap  gu«d  in. 

lie  has  put  it  to  his  bonny  mouth, 

Aud  to  his  bonny  chin, 
Ue'd  put  it  to  hie  cherry  lip, 

Aud  aae  fast  the  rank  poison  ran  in. 

"  O  ye  hae  poison'd  your  ae  sou,  mother. 

Tour  ae  son  and  your  heir  ; 
0  yt!  hue  poison'd  your  ae  son,  mother, 

And  BOiis  you'll  never  hoe  mtur. 


To 


0  where  will  I  get  a  little  boy. 

That  will  win  hose  and  Bboon, 

ist  to  Darlinton, 
And  bid  fair  Eleanor  come  ?"— 


Then  up  and  spake  a  little  boy, 
That  wad  wid  hose  and  shoon,— 

"  0  m  away  to  Darlinlou, 
And  bid  fwr  £leanor  como." — 

0  he  has  mn  to  Darlinton, 

And  lirled  al  the  pin  ; 
And  wha  wa;i  sae  ready  na  Eleaiic 

To  let  the  bouny  boy  in. 


J 


"  Your  g;U(le-motLer  han  made  ye  a  rare  diujur, 
Slie'^  mnde  ii  baitfa  gude  mid  line  ; 

Your  gude-inoUier  has  made  yc  a  gay  dinoupj 
Aiiil  ye  maun  cum  lill  liur  aud  dine." — 


Il's  twenty  long  miles  to  SiUerlouii  U. 

The  longest  that  ever  were  gnne  : 
But  ilie  i^teed  it  was  wight,  and  the  ladye  wa^ 
light, 

And  ehe  cam  linkin'  in. 

But  when  she  came  to  Sillertoun  town, 

And  into  Sillerioun  ha", 
The    torches   were   burning,   the   ladies  wei 
mourning, 

And  they  were  weeping  a'> 

"  0  where  is  now  my  wedded  lord, 

And  where  now  can  he  be  ? 
O  where  is  now  my  wedded  lord  ? 

For  him  I  conoa  see." — 

"  Your  wedded  lord  is  dead,"  she  says, 
"And  juat  gane  lo  be  laid  in  the  day. 

Tour  wedded  lord  is  dead,"  she  Bays, 
"  And  just  giiiie  lo  b«  buried  the  day. 


1 

I 


"  Ye'se  get  nwie  o*  his  gowd,  ye'se  get  nane  o 


i 


Te'se  get  iiue  lliiiig  frao  me  ; 
Te'ee  no  got  mi  inch  o'  his  gude  braid  land, 
Thongh  your  heart  suld  burst  in  three." — 

"Iwaot  oaaeo'faisgDwd,  I  want  naneo' bis  gea 

I  want  nae  land  Frae  thee ; 
Bat  I'll  hne  [he  rings  tlml's  on  bis  finger, 

For  lliem  he  did  promise  to  me," — 

"Te'se  no  get  the  rings  [bat's  on  hia  finger, 

Te'se  DO  get  ihem  ftatf  me  ; 
Te'ee  no  get  (he  rings  that's  on  hi^  finger, 

An  four  heart  suld  burst  in  tliree." — 

She's  tum'd  her  back  unto  the  wa', 

And  lier  face  unto  a  rotk  ; 
And  there,  before  the  moilier'a  face, 

Her  verf  heart  it  broke. 

The  lane  was  buried  in  Marie's  kirk, 

The  tolher  in  Marie's  (jualr  ; 
And  out  o'  the  tane  there  tipmng  a  birk, 

And  out  o'  the  lother  a  brier. 

And  thae  Iwa  met,  and  IliRe  twa  plat, 

The  birk  but  and  the  brier  j 
And  by  that  ye  mny  very  weel  ken 

They  were  Ina  lovers  dear. 


; 


EARL  ROBERT. 

"  Given,"  says  Motlienreil,  "  from  the  ret'itation  <^ 
■n  old  woman,  a  native  of  KouhiU,  iu  DumbartoD' 
■hire ;  and  it  is  one  of  the  oorlieat  songs  sbe  remem- 
bers of  having  heard  chanted  on  the  ulnaiii:  banks  of 
the  Water  of  Leaven."— jVin.lreisy,  p.  200. 

Another  copy  b  noted  by  the  same  editor  aa  cod- 
talnlng  Cbu  follotving  stanzas: — 


Lord  Itobirt  and  Uiuy  FtorBuoa, 

ThoT  war  twa  children  ylng; 
They  wbto  tctice  Kven  yeara  of*) 

Till  love  beftan  to  spring. 
Lord  Robert  lov*d  Jlnry  Florence, 

Anii  she  lov'd  him  uliove  power; 
Bnt  fas  dont  ool  for  hi>  cruel  mlUi 

Briag  ber  jntill  hi»  bower. 


It's  Rhy  miles  to  Siltingcii's  rocks, 

As  ever  waa  ridden  or  gnne ; 
And  Eail  Robert  has  wedded  a  wiTe, 

But  he  dare  na  bring  her  liuue. 

And  Earl  Sobert  has  wedded  a  vnfa,  te 


I 


J 


AKL    KUllKLr.  'i 

Ilji  iDoilier,  she  uilt'il  to  lier  wiiiting-maid : 
■■  U  bring  me  a  pint  uf  wine, 
I  Kor  I  Jinna  weel  ken  wliai  hour  of  Uiis  tlaj 
Thai  my  son  Earl  Robert  shall  diiie." 

She's  put  it  to  her  fause,  iaa^e  cheek, 
But  an'  tier  fauee,  fau^e  uliin  ; 
rfilic'd  put  it  lo  her  fau»(^,  fause  lips  ; 
But  never  a  drap  weut  in. 

I  But  Ws  put  it  to  Ills  bonn;  cheek, 

Aye  and  Ills  bonnj  cbiu ; 
I  He'£  put  it  lo  bis  red  rosy  lips, 

Aiiil  the  poison  went  merrily  down. 

"  0  where  will  I  get  a  bouny  boy, 
.      Th»i  will  win  hose  and  shoon, — 
I  That  will  gang  quickly  lo  Sillingeii's  rodu, 
And  bid  my  lady  come  ?  " 

I  Ifs  out  then  speaks  n  bonny  boy, 

To  Earl  Robert  was  somelliing  akin  : 
"  Many  a  time  hare  I  run  thy  eniind, 
Bui  ihis  day  with  the  leara  I'll  i-in." 

0  when  he  cam  to  Siltingcn'a  I'wks, 

To  rhe  middle  of  a'  the  ha'. 
There  wei'e  bellj  a  ringing,  and  music  phiying 

And  ludicii  dancing  n'. 


^H        And  Indicii 


"  Whnt  news,  wliat  news,  my  bonny  boy, 

What  news  have  ye  lo  me  ? 
Is  Earl  Hoberl  in  very  good  benllh. 

And  the  ladies  of  your  countrie  ?  " 

"  O  Earl  Robert's  in  very  good  beallb, 

And  as  weel  as  a  man  can  be  ; 
But  bis  mother  this  ntgbt  has  a  drink  t 

druken, 
And  at  it  you  must  be." 

She  called  to  her  waiting-maid, 

To  bring  her  a  riding  weed ; 
And  she  called  to  her  stable  groom, 

To  saddle  her  milk-white  steed. 

But  when  she  came  lo  Earl  Robert's  boutr,  , 

To  the  middle  of  a'  the  ha'. 
There  were  bells  a  ringing  and  sheets  i 
hinging, 

And  ladies  muming  a'. 

"  I've  come  for  none  of  his  gold,"  she  aald,  1 
"  Nor  none  of  his  white  monie  ; 

Excepting  a  ring  of  his  smallest  finger, 
If  that  yoa  will  grant  me." 

"  Thou'U  no  get  none  of  his  gold,"  she  w 
■*  Nor  none  of  his  while  monie ; 


EABL   ROBEBT. 

Thou'll  no  get  a  ring  of  his  smallest  finger, 
Tbo*  thy  heart  should  break  in  three." 

She  set  faer  foot  unto  a  stone, 

Her  back  unto  a  tree  ; 
She  ^t  her  foot  unto  a  glone, 

And  her  heart  did  break  in  three ! 

The  one  was  buried  in  Mary's  kirk, 

The  other  ia  Mary's  quier  ; 
Out  of  the  one  there  grew  a  bush. 

From  the  other  a  bonnie  brier. 

And  thir  twa  grew,  and  tliir  Iwa  threw. 
Till  this  twa  craps  drew  near  ; 

So  all  the  world  miiy  plainly  »ee 
That  ihey  lov'd  each  other  dear. 


THE  WEARY  COBLE  O'  CARGILL. 

From  Uothetoell's  Himlrrbs,  p.  230. 

"  Tbis  local  ballad,  wliich  commeinorates  « 
event,  is  given  from  the  recitation  of  ai 
residing  in  tbe  neighbourhood  of  Cnmbiis  Michael, 
Purtliahire.  It  possesses  the  elemetils  of  good  poetry, 
and,  had  it  fallen  into  the  hands  of  those  who  luake  no 
scruple  of  interpolftting  and  corrupting  the  text  of  oral 
song,  it  might  have  been  made,  with  littJe  trouble,  a 
verj  iotereeting  and  pathetic  composition. 

"  KercDck  and  Balalby  are  h*o  soiall  lillnges  on  the 
banka  of  the  Taj ;  the  latter  is  nearly  opposite  StobhalL 
Aucording  lo  Inulition,  the  iU-taled  hereof  the  ballad 
had  a  leioan  in  each  of  these  places ;  and  it  was  on 
the  occa^ou  of  his  paying  a  visit  to  his  Keri'0<.-k  love, 
that  the  jealous  dttroe  in  Balathy  Toun,  from  a  revenge- 
ful feeling,  scuttled  the  boat  in  wjik^b  be  was  to  recroM 
the  Tay  to  Stobhall."    Motherwell. 

David  Druhmond'b  destinie. 

Glide  man  o'  appeurance  o'  Cargill ; 

I  wat  hU  btude  rins  in  the  flude, 
Sae  sair  ngiiinst  his  parents'  wilL 


TQE   WEART   COBLK   O'  OABOILL. 

She  was  the  lass  o'  Balalhy  toun. 
And  he  the  butler  o'  Slobhall ; 

And  monj  a  time  she  wauked  late, 
To  bore  the  coble  o"  Cai^ill. 

His  bed  was  made  in  Kercock  ha', 
or  gude  clean  sheets  and  of  the  haj ; 

He  wuilna  rest  ae  nicbC  therein, 
But  on  the  prude  waters  he  wud  gae. 

HtB  bed  was  maile  in  Balathy  toun, 
Of  the  clean  sheets  and  of  the  atrse ; 

But  I  wat  it  was  fur  better  made, 
Into  the  bollom  o'  boonie  Tay. 

She  bored  the  coble  in  ?even  pairts, 
I  wat  her  heart  migbt  liae  been  sne  sair ; 

For  there  she  got  the  bonnie  lud  lost, 
Wi'  the  curly  locks  and  the  yellow  hair. 

He  put  his  foot  into  ilie  boat, 

He  little  thocht  o'  ony  ill : 
But  before  thnt  he  was  mid  waters, 

The  weary  coble  began  to  fill. 

"  Woe  be  to  the  laas  o'  Balathy  toun, 

I  wat  an  ill  dealb  may  $he  die  ; 
For  she  bored  ihe  wbk'  in  seven  palrti, 

And  let  the  waters  peri:ih  me  1 


}2  TBE   WKAST   COBLE 

"  0  help,  0  help  I  can  get  nane, 
Nae  help  o'  man  i-an  to  me  come  I " 

This  was  about  his  lining  words, 

M'lien  lie  was  choaked  up  to  the  chin. 

"  Gae  tell  my  father  anil  my  mother. 
It  was  naebody  did  me  this  ill ; 

I  was  a-goltig  my  ain  errands, 

Lost  at  the  coble  o'  boniiie  CargilL" 

H\ie  bored  the  boat  in  seven  pairtA, 
I  wRi  she  bored  it  wi'  gude  will ; 

And  there  ihey  got  the  bonnie  lad's  corp««tB 
In  the  kirk-fihot  o'  bonnie  CargilL 

O  a'  the  kejB  o'  bonnie  Stoblm', 
I  wal  ibey  at  liis  belt  did  hing ; 

But  a'  the  keys  of  bonnie  Stobha', 
They  now  ly  low  into  the  stream. 

A  braver  page  into  his  age 

Ne'er  set  a  foot  upon  the  plain  t 

His  father  to  his  mother  said, 

"O  sae  sune  as  we've  wanted  him  I 

"  I  wa(  they  had  mair  luve  than  this, 

When  they  were  young  and  at  the  scuIaH 

But  for  his  eake  she  wauked  kte. 
And  bored  the  coble  o'  bonnie  CargilL 


THK   WEARY   COULb 


aa 


"  There's  ne'er  a  clean  siirk  guu  on  my  batkj 
Nor  yet  a  kame  gae  iu  my  bnlr ; 

There's  neilLer  coul  nur  uundle  liitlit 
Shall  ;<hine  in  my  boner  lor  ever  mair. 

"  At  kirt  nor  market  I'se  ne'er  be  at, 
Nor  yet  a  blythe  biink  iu  my  ee  ; 

There'«  ne'er  a  ane  ^liall  Miy  to  luiitlicr. 
That's  the  lassie  gar'ii  the  yuung  man  die." 


Between  the  yetts  o'  boiinic  Slobbrt', 
And  ilie  kirkstyle  o'  bonnie  Csrgill. 

There  is  mony  a  man  and  mother's  wm 
Tbtit  was  at  my  luve's  buriaL 


OLD  BOBIN  OP  POETINGALE. 

Percy's  RiUipttM  af  EngSA  Potlrg,  iii.  £A, 

"  From  an  ajicicnt  copy  :n  tbo  Editor's  folio  HS^ 
wbieh  was  juil^ud  to  require  (.-onitiJerniilH  tin-rei^tioiis. 

"  In  the  tbrmer  eJition  the  hero  of  tJiis  jiieee  had 
been  oa1lo<l  Sir  Robia,  but  ihat  title  not  being  in  tha 
MS.  Is  now  omilLed. 

"  Giles,  Btewnril  to  a  rich  oil)  merchant  trading  to 
Portu)^!,  is  qualified  with  the  title  of  Sir,  not  as  being 
ft  knight,  but  rather,  I  conceive,  as  baring  receivod  an 
inferior  order  of  piioAhood."     Percy. 

Let  DEver  again  soe  old  a  man 

Marrye  soe  yonge  a  wife, 
As  did  otd  Robin  of  Portingute ; 

Wlio  may  ruu  all  the  dayes  of  his  life. 


For  the  mayors  daughter  of  Lin,  God  woU. 

He  chose  her  lo  hii  wife, 
And  iliought  wiili  h<^r  lo  have  lived  in  love, 

But  lliey  fell  to  Imle  iind  strife. 


OLD   HOBIK  OF  POBTrUGALE. 

They  i!car<.-e  were  in  ilieir  wed-biJ  lui^i, 

And  ecarue  urns  hee  asleepe, 
Bui  iipp  shee  rose,  anj  forth  slme  gOKS, 

To  the  slenard,  and  gan  lo  iveei^e. 

■*  Sle«pe  you,  wake  you,  faire  Sir  Gyles  ' 

Or  ha  you  not  wilhin  ? 
Sleepe  you.  wake  you,  falre  Sir  G}  W, 

Arise  and  let  me  iniL." 

"01  am  waking,  Bweete,"  lie  said, 
"  SwL-ete  ladye,  wha,[  ia  your  will  ?  " 

"  I  have  onbethought '  rne  of  a  wile 
How  ray  wed  lord  weel  s[)lU. 

"  Twenty-four  good  knights,"  shee  saycs 
"  That  dweU  about  Lhi^i  lownc. 

Even  twtaily-four  of  my  next  cozens 
Will  hclpe  to  dinge  liim  dowtie." 


All  that  beheard  hie  litle  footepage, 
As  he  watered  his  masters  steed  ; 

And  for  his  masters  nul  perils 
His  verry  heart  did  bk-ed. 


Hen 


umed,  sighed  and  wept  full  Bore ; 
eare  by  Uie  holy  rooile. 


)<>  OLD    KOBIN    OF  FOBTIHOALIL 

Tlie  leares  he  for  bis  maxler  wept 
Wem  blent'  water  aiid  bloude. 

Ad(1  tlial  beheard  bis  deare  iiiaal«r 

Aa  he  stood  at  his  garden  pale : 
Sayes,  "  Ever  alaclie,  my  litle  foot-page, 
Wliat  causes  thee  to  wail  P 

"  Ualb  any  one  done  lo  ihee  wrongs, 

Any  of  thy  fellowe^  liere  ? 
Or  is  any  of  thy  good  friends  dead, 

That  thou  shedi^t  manye  a  leareP 

"  Or,  if  it  be  my  head  bookea-man, 

Aggrieved  he  shal  bee  : 
For  no  man  here  within  my  bowse 

Sball  doe  wrong  unto  thee." 

"  0  it  is  not  your  head  bookea-man, 

Nor  none  of  his  degree  : 
llul,  on  lo-raorrow'  ere  it  be  noone 

All  deemed  lo  die  are  yee : 
"And  of  that  bethank  your  head  >tuward. 

And  thank  your  gay  ladje." 

"  If  this  be  true,  my  lille  foot-fiiigu, 
The  heyre  of  my  land  iboust  bee:" 


OLI>    ROBIN    OP   FORTIMGALB. 

"  If  it  be  not  true,  my  dear  master 
No  guod  dentil  let  nie  die :  " 

"If  it  be  not  true,  lliou  lille  foot-page, 
A  dead  corse  sbalt  lliou  bee. 

"  0  call  now  downe  my  faire  ladye, 

0  call  her  downe  lo  mee  ; 
And  tell  my  lailye  gay  liow  sicke. 

And  like  to  die  I  bee." 

Downe  then  came  his  ladye  faire, 
All  clud  in  purple  and  pall : 

Tfie  rings  thnt  were  on  Iier  fingers, 
Cast  light  Ihorrow  the  liall. 

"  What  is  your  will,  ray  own  wed-lord  ? 

What  is  your  will  with  meei'" 
"  0  see,  my  Indye  deere,  how  sicke, 

And  like  to  die  I  bee." 

"  And  thou  be  fii-'ke,  my  own  wed-lord, 

Soe  sore  it  grieveth  me  : 
But  my  live  maydens  and  myselfe 

Will  make  the  bedde  for  thee. 


"And  at  the  waking  of  your  first  sleepe. 
We  will  a  holt  drinke  make  ; 

And  at  the  waking  of  your  next'  sleepe 
Your  sorrowea  we  will  slake." 


)8  OLD   BOBIN   OF   POHILVOALB. 

He  put  a  eilk  cole  on  liis  butke, 

And  mail  of  raanye  a  fold  j 
And  hee  putt  a  Steele  cngi  on  his  bead, 

Waa  gill  n-iih  good  red  gold. 

He  layd  a.  bright  browne  sword  by  his  ^ide. 

And  another  att  his  feeie  : 
[And  Iwentje  good  knights  he  placed  at  ban 

To  watch  him  in  bii  eleepe.] 

And  nboui  the  middle  time  of  the  nighu 
Came  twentye-four  traiioura  ina  j 

Sir  Giles  be  was  the  foremost  man. 
The  leader  of  that  ginn. 

Old  Robin  with  his  bright  browne  sword, 

Sir  Gyles  head  soon  did  wimt ; 
And  scant  of  all  tlinse  twenty-four 

Went  out  one  quick  agenn. 

None  eavc  only  a  litle  fool-page, 
Crept  forth  at  a  window  of  stone  ; 

And  he  had  two  armca  when  he  came  in. 
And  he  went  back  with  one. 

Upp  then  came  that  ladie  gaye, 

With  torches  burning  bright ; 
8ho  thought  to   have   brought    Sir    Gylea  i 
drinke. 

Butt  she  found  her  ow-ne  wedd  kiiiglii. 


The  £rs(  thinge  timl  slie  elumbled  oq 

It  was  Sir  Gyles  his  foole ; 
Snyei,  "  liver  ahicke,  und  woe  i^  mee  1 

ilcre  lyes  ray  sweete  Ijart-rooie," 

The  DiuEt  tliiugti  that  ehe  stumbled  on 

It  was  Sir  Gyle*  his  lieudc  ; 
Saye*,  "  Ever  alackc,  and  wob  i*  me  I 

llecre  lyes  ray  irue  love  deade," 

Hec  cutt  llie  pappes  hegide  her  bi-e^t, 

And  didd  ht-T  body  S|>ill<: ; 
He  cutt  the  eurc»  beside  her  lieade, 

Aiid  bade  lier  love  Ler  fillc. 

lie  eiiiled  up  then  up  hJs  lille  fuoi-piigc, 

Aiid  made  him  there  his  heyre  : 
Aiid  Myd,"  Heneefonb  ray  worldlye  goodes, 

And  countric  I  foraweum." 

He  aliope  the  crosse  on  hiij  right  ^huuldcr. ' 
Of  the  white  cLothe  and  the  reddc, 

And  went  bim  into  the  hoty  land, 
Wheras  Christ  was  quickc  and  dead. 

1  Every  pmwin  who  went  on  n  Croisade  (o  the  Holy  Lind 
UOftlly  wore  B  erou  on  Ii]b  upper  gsnoenl,  cm  Iha  right 
■  bndgo  of  hi«  profeuion.      UlUbront  nuiinii! 
^    war*  dlttingaidictl  by  croawa  at  diOarsal  colorai  tlic  Eii|cl'*>i 
Wirt  wlitte,  the  French  red,  Sm,    TIiib  olrcumalalioe  •mia! 
to  b*  oanfaunded  lu  the  bnlUd.     Pkkct. 


FAUSE  FOODRAGE. 

rint  publlibed  in  ifuufriiis  □/  the  Scouiih  Anirr,  iil 

"  Tliia  ballad  has  been  popuJar  in  many  parts  d 
BixttlanJ.  It  U  chiefly  giTea  from  filra.  Brown  e 
Falklamra  MSS.     The  expresdoo, 

"  Ttio  iMJy  alnrad  wild  lilte  a  gray  goss-liawk,"  ».  81 
sirangly  resembles  that  in  Hanli/knule, 

"  Nurse  e'en  like  grny  Eoss-hawk  Btiired  wild  j " 
■  circumstance  vhicb  led  the  Eiliior  to  make  tfan 
tlriclcM  inquiry  into  the  authenticity  gf  the  song.  But 
ev«ry  doubt  was  removed  by  the  evidence  of  a  laiiy 
of  higli  rank,  who  nol  only  recollected  the  ballad,  as 
having  amused  her  inlani'y,  but  could  repeat  uiany  of 
the  versus,  particularly  those  beautiful  stanzas  Irom  the 
iOth  to  the  aaih.  The  Editor  is,  therefore,  coiupellud 
(o  believe,  lliat  the  autlior  of  Hanlghiuie  copied  tliu 
old  biillad,  if  the  coincidence  be  nol  allogctliei 
dnnlaL"    Scott. 


Kino  Easteh  fans  courted  her  for  her  laodj 

King  Wester  for  her  fee, 
King  Honour  for  her  comely  faco, 

And  for  her  fair  bodie. 


FALBK    FOODRAOK. 

Tliey  liiid  not  been  four  mcmlhe  married, 

A^  I  have  heard  lliem  l°11. 
Until  the  aobies  of  the  Inud 

Against  tliem  did  rebel. 

And  ibey  cast  kcvils  them  itinang, 

And  keTils  them  betne«ir; 
And  tbej  caat  kevils  them  aroang, 

\Vlia  Buld  gae  kill  llie  kini;. 

O  Mine  said  yea,  and  eome  aiiid  nay, 

Their  words  did  not  agree  ; 
Till  up  and  got  him,  Pause  Foodrage, 

And  swore  it  auld  be  he. 

When  hells  were  rung,  and  mass  was  sung 

And  a"  men  bound  to  bed. 
King  Honour  and  his  g-.iy  lodye 

In  a  high  chamber  were  laid. 

Then  up  and  raise  him,  Fause  Foodrage, 

When  a'  were  fast  asleep. 
And  slew  the  {lorter  in  his  lodge, 

That  watch  and  ward  did  keep. 

0  four  and  twenty  silver  keys 

Hang  hie  upon  a  pin  i 
And  aye  as  ae  door  he  did  unlock, 

He  bus  f]L«ten'd  ii  him  behind. 


J 


FADSE  FOODBAGE. 

Then  up  »nd  raise  him,  King  Honour, 
Saya — "  What  means  a'  this  din  ? 

Or  whflt'a  the  matter,  Fause  Foodn^, 
Or  wha  haa  loot  you  in  ?  " — 

"  O  ye  my  errand  wee!  sail  leam. 

Before  that  I  depart." — 
Then  drew  a  knife,  baith  lang  and  sharp. 

And  pierced  him  to  the  heart. 

Then  ap  and  got  the  Queen  hersell. 

And  fell  low  down  on  lii>r  knee, 
"  0  «pare  my  life,  now,  Fause  Fooihiige !    , 

For  I  never  injured  thee. 

"  0  spare  my  life,  now,  Fause  Foodrage  I 

Until  I  lighter  be  I 
And  see  gin  it  he  Ind  or  lass, 

King  Honour  has  left  me  wi'." — 

"  0  gin  it  be  a  \afs,"  he  aays, 

"  Weel  nursed  it  sail  be  i 
But  gin  it  be  a  lad  baim. 

He  *all  be  hanged  hie. 


"  I  wiana  spare  for  his  lender  t 
Nor  yet  for  hia  hie,  hie  kin ; 

But  soon  8^  e'er  he  bom  is. 

He  gall  mount  the  gallows  pin,"— I 


^AUSE    KOODRAGE. 

O  ibur-and-t»~euty  valiant  knigbls 
Were  set  the  Queen  to  guard ; 

And  four  slood  aye  at  her  bour  door, 
To  keep  both  watch  and  wai;d. 

But  when  lite  time  drew  near  an  end. 

That  she  suld  lighter  be, 
She  cadt  about  to  find  a  wile. 

To  set  ber  body  free, 

O  she  has  birled  these  merry  young  men 
With  the  ale  but  and  the  wine, 

Unlil  they  were  a'  deadly  drunk 
As  any  wild-wood  swine. 

"  O  narrow,  narrow  is  this  window, 
And  big,  big  am  I  grown  1 " — 

Tet  iLrouDih  iho  might  of  Our  Ladye, 
Out  at  it  she  is  gone. 

She  vander'd  up,  eho  wandcr'd  down, 

She  wander'd  out  and  in  ; 
And,  ]tt  last,  into  the  very  swine's  Btyth», 

The  Queen  brought  forth  a  son. 

Then  they  coal  keviU  them  araang, 
Which  tuld  gno  seek  the  Qui-en  ; 
And  tlje  kevil  fell  upon  Wise  William, 

And  be  sent  bis  wife  for  blin. 


0  when  she  saw  Wise  William's  wife. 

The  Queeo  lull  on  her  knee  : 
"  Win  up,  win  up,  madam  I "  she  s&ya : 

■'  What  needs  this  eourlesie?" — 

"  0  out  a'  this  I  winna  rise, 

Till  a  boon  je  grant  to  me ; 
To  cliange  your  laaa  for  this  lad  bum. 

King  Honour  left  me  wi'. 

•"And  ye  maun  leani  my  gay  goss-hawk 

Right  weel  lo  breast  a  sieed ; 
And  I  sail  learn  your  turtle  dow 

As  weel  to  write  and  read. 

"  And  jre  maun  learn  my  gay  go»s-hawk 
To  wielJ  boih  bow  and  brand ; 

And  I  sail  learn  your  tuille  dow 
To  lay  gowd  wi'  her  hand. 

"  At  kirk  and  market  when  we  meet, 

Well  dare  tnake  nae  avowe, 
Bui — '  Dame,  how  does  ray  giiy  goss-hawkfj 

' Madame,  how  does  my  dow ?'" 


When  days  were  gone,  and  years  camfl  aii|4 

Wise  William  he  thought  lang ; 
And  he  has  la'en  King  Honour's  eon 

A-hunting  for  to  '{""g' 


7AITSR    POODKAQP^ 

It  eae  fell  out,  at  this  hunting, 

Upon  a  ainuner's  day, 
Thai  they  came  by  a  Iwnny  caatell, 

Stood  on  a  euiiDy  bi'ae. 

"  0  dinna  ye  see  that  bonny  castell, 
Wi'  halls  anil  lowers  sae  lair  ? 
'   Gin  ilka  man  had  back  his  ain, 
Of  it  you  BuM  be  heir.** 


iiell, 


**  How  I  suld  be  heir  of  itint 

In  Eooth,  I  cnnna  see  ; 
For  it  belangs  to  Pause  FooJrnge, 

And  be  is  ua  kin  to  me." — 


"  0  gin  ye  suld  kill  him,  Pau^e  Foodrnge, 
You  would  do  bill  what  whs  riplii ; 

For  I  wot  he  kill'd  your  father  livnr. 
Or  ever  ye  saw  the  light 

"  And  gin  ye  said  kill  him,  Fauce  Foodrnge, 
There  is  no  man  durat  you  bliime  ; 

For  he  keeps  your  mother  a  prisoner. 
And  she  dama  take  ye  hame." — 

Tlie  boy  stared  wild  like  a  gray  goss-hawk, 
Says, — "  What  may  a'  iliis  mean  ?  " 

"  My  boy,  ye  are  King  Honour's  son, 
And  your  mother's  our  lawful  queen." 


FAD8E   yo OUR A OK 

"  0  gin  I  be  King  Honoui'a  son, 

By  our  Ladye  I  swear. 
This  night  I  will  thnt  ti-oiior  sluy. 

And  relieve  my  mothpi'  dear ! " — 

He  has  set  hia  bent  bow  to  hia  breast, 

And  leaped  the  caslelt  via' ; 
And  Mwn  he  bas  seized  on  Fanse  Foe 

Wha  loud  for  help  'gan  en', 

"  0  hftud  your  tongue,  now,  Fause  Foo 

Frne  me  ye  shanna  flee  ;" — 
Syne  pierced  him  through  the  fause,  fan 

And  set  his  mother  free. 


And  he  has  rewarded  Wh^e  Willian 

Wi'  the  best  half  o'  his  iand  ; 
And  sae  has  he  the  turtle  dow 
Wi'  the  truth  o'  hb  right  hand. 


BONNIE  ANNIE. 


I  SrolHA  Batladi,  p.  lUJ. 


"  Tliere  ii  A  prevalent  belief  among  wjilaring  people, 
iLat  if  a  pcrwn  vlio  has  conunilteil  any  heinous  crime 
be  on  ship-board,  the  vessel,  a»  if  conscious  of  its  guilty 
bunion,  becomes  □nmanageable,  aud  will  not  toil  till 
llie  otTcndor  be  removed  :  k>  discover  whom,  lhc;r 
nsQckll}'  resort  to  tbe  trial  of  those  on  board,  b_v  casting 
lota;  and  the  individual  upon  nhom  the  lot  falls,  ia 
dochired  the  criminal,  it  being  believed  that  Divine 
Frovidunctf  interpoaea  in  this  manner  to  point  out  the 
guilty  person." — Kinlocq. 

Uotlierwell  b  int'lincd  lo  think  Ibis  an  Iri«h  ballad. 
thoi^  popular  in  Scotland. 

With  Bonniti  Annie  may  btt  compared  Jon  H'tmaard- 
lin$  Skrifltmaal,  Danske  Vutr,  ii.  230;  or,  Uerr  Pe- 
iltTi  SjSreta,  SveixKka  Folt-Vi-or,  ii.  31,  ArwiiUlsoii,  ii. 
0  (translated  in  UitriUare  and  Romance  o/" Northern 
Europe,  S7S). 

TuiCRE  was  a  rich  lord,  and  he  Uved  in  Forfw, 
He  had  a  ftiir  hidy,  and  one  only  dochler, 
0  she  \fas  fair,  0  dear!  she  was  bonnie, 

A  ship's  captuiii  courted  her  to  be  his  honej. 


BONHIE   XSKIK. 


There  cam  a  ship'a   captain   out   owi'< 

sailing, 
He  courted  this  young  tiling  till  he  got  lier  H 

"  Te'l!  eteel  jour  father's  gowd,  and  your  moilu 

money, 
Aud  I'll  unk  ye  a  Ifldy  in  Ireland  bonnie." 

She's  stown  lier  father's  gowd  and  her  mc 

money. 
But  she  was  never  a  lady  in  Ireland  bonnie. 

•  •  •  ■ 

"  There's  fey  fowk  in  our  ship,  she  innna  h3J| 

There's  fey  fowk  in  our  ship,  she  wini 

They've  casten  black  bullets  twice  six  and  fori 
And  ae  the  black  bullet  fell  on  bonnie  Annie. 

"  Ye'll  tak  me  in  your  arras  twa,  lo,  lifl  me  cannis^  J 
Throw  me  out  owre  board,  your  ain  dear  Annie." 
He  has  tane  lier  in  his  arms  twa,  la,  lillcd  her 

cannie, 
He  has  laid  her  on  a  bed  of  down,  hia 


"  What  can  a  woman  do,  love,  I'll  do  for  ye  ;" 
"  Mu<^kle  can  a  woman  do,  ye  canna  do  for  □ 
Lay  niKiuI,  steer  about,  lay  our  ship  ciinnie, 
Do  all  you  can  lo  save  my  dear  Ajiuie." 


BONNIK  ANNIE. 


I 


"Pve  laid  abo'il.sieer'd  about,  laid  about  i/annie, 
But  all  I  can  do,  nhe  winna  sail  for  me. 
Tell  tak  her  in  your  amis  twa.  lo,  lifl  ber  cannie, 
And  throw  her  out  owre  boai-d,  your  ain  iear 


Anni 


twn,  lo.  lifted   lier 


He  has  lane  her  in  1 
cannie. 

i  thrown  her  out  owre  board,  bis  ain  dear 

A»  the  ship  sailed,  bonnie  Annie  she  iiivnm. 
And  she  was  at  Ireland  as  soon  aa  them. 

Theyma'le  hii?  love  a  coffin  ofllieynrtd  site  yellow,' 
I  And  they  buried  her  deep  on  the  high  banks  of 
Tarrow. 


Insl   twn  Ym't  nn>  derived  ft 
[t  In  Kinloch  la  cormpl,  and  ■tandi  tbiu: — 
He  made  hi*  Iot«  ■  coffin  off  Ifaa  GosM  of  T«mn>, 
And  burled  hia  bonnie  lore  doun  in  n  lea  vnllej. 


J 


Froni  Kinloob'B  Jnciait  Scoltiik  BnUadt,  p.  1GB 

"  Ht  name  is  William  Guls^naii, 

In  LonJon  I  do  dwd! ; 
I  have  commilied  murder, 

And  thai  is  knowu  right  weU; 
I  have  committed  murder. 

And  tliat  is  known  right  well, 
And  it's  for  mine  oiTence  I  must  die. 

"  I  lov'd  a  neighbour's  dochLer,  , 

And  witli  her  I  did  lie ; 
I  did  dissemtile  with  her 

Myself  (0  satisfy ; 
I  did  dissemble  with  her 

Myself  to  satisfy, 
And  it's  for  mine  offence  I  mast  die. 

"  8ae  cunningly's  I  kept  her, 
Until  the  fields  war  looi 


WILLIAM   GD13E1UX. 

"O  Up  bespiik  ilic  i-kipper-boy, 
I  wat  he  fpak  loo  high; 

'There's  sinful  men  amongst  ns. 
The  seai  will  not  obey  ;  * 

O  up  bespak  the  nkipper-boj, 
I  wnt  be  spak  too  high, 
And  it'^  for  mine  offence  I 


die. 


"  O  we  cuist  carelj  us  amang. 

The  cavel  fell  on  me  ; 
O  we  cnist  cavcU  ua  amaog. 

The  cavel  fell  on  me  ; 
O  we  cuist  caveU  us  amang, 

The  cave!  fell  on  me, 
And  it's  for  mine  offence  I  must  die. 

*'  I  had  a  loving  molhcr 

Who  of  me  look  gret  care; 
She  wad  hae  gien  tlie  gold  sae  red. 

To  have  bought  me  fi-ora  itint  snuref 
But  the  gold  could  not  be  granted. 
The  gallows  pays  a  share, 
And  it's  for  mine  offence  I  must  die." 


THE  ENCHANTED  RISG 

Bochan'a  Balladi  of  tht  North  of  Scotland,  J.  168. 
Annexed  is  a  Ira^ent  publisbsd  b;  Jamieson,  nniler 
tiie  title  of  Bonny  Bte-Ho'm. 


In  Lauderdale  I  chanc'd  to 
And  lieard  a  lady's  moao, 

Lsmenting  for  her  dearest  dear, 
Aiid  aye  she  cried,  ohon  I 


'alk, 


"  Sam  nerer  a  maid  that  e'er  drew  brealh 

Had  harder  fate  than  me  ; 
I'd  never  a  lad  bui  one  on  earth, 

Ttiey  fore'd  him  lu  tlte  Bea. 


"  The  ale  shall  ne'er  be  brewin  o'  unit. 

Neither  by  aea  nor  land, 
Thai  ever  mair  shall  crass  my  huu^e. 

Till  my  loye  comes  to  liarid. 


( 


THE    ENCBANTEU   ElKO. 

A  Imndsome  lad  wi'  slioulders  broad, 

Gold  yellow  was  his  liair ; 
None  of  oiir  Scollish  youths  on  eanh 

That  with  him  could  compare. 

She  lliouglit  her  love  wiis  gone  to  uea, 

Anil  landed  in  Bahome  ; 
But  he  was  in  a  quiet  chamber, 

Hearing  his  lady's  moan. 

"  Why  make  ye  all  this  moan,  lady  ? 

Why  make  ye  all  this  moan  F 
For  I'm  deep  sworn  on  a  book, 

I  raust  go  to  Bahome. 

"  Troilore  false  for  to  subdue. 
O'er  seas  I'll  make  me  boun'. 

Thai  have  trepan'd  our  kind  ScotohmcD, 
Like  dogd  to  ding  them  down." 

"  Weeil,  take  this  ring,  litis  royal  tlun^ 

Whose  virtue  is  unknown  ; 
Aa  ting's  this  ring's  your  body  on, 

Your  blood  shall  ne'er  be  drawn. 

"  But  if  thia  ring  shall  fade  or  etaln. 

Or  change  to  other  hue. 
Come  never  mair  to  fair  Scotland, 

If  ye're  a  lover  true." 


Then  tLh  rauple  iJic;  did  pan 

Willi  a  sad  heavy  moan  ; 
The  wind  was  fair,  ibe  eliip  waa  rnre, 

Titej  landed  i&  Uatiome. 

Itul  in  Ihut  place  lhi:y  liud  not  bcea 

A  monlli  but  barely  one. 
Till  he  look'd'  on  his  gay  gold  ring. 

Add  riven  was  the  stoue. 

Time  after  this  wag  not  expir'd 
A  month  but  scarcely  three, 

Till  hlack  and  ugly  was  tlie  ring, 
And  Lbe  stone'  vrae  bui^at  in  three. 

"  Fi^t  on,  fight  on,  you  merry  men  all, 
Willi  you  I'll  fight  no  more ; 

I  will  gang  Ui  soirie  holy  place, 
Pray  to  the  King  of  Glore." 

Then  to  the  cha^iel  he  is  gone, 

And  kneh  most  piicouslie, 
J'or  seven  days  and  aeveD  nighta, 

Till  blood  ran  frae  hie  knee. 

"  Yell  take  my  jewels  that's  in  Bohome, 
And  deal  them  libemllie, 


TUK    KNCHANTED    BINa. 

To  ^Dutig  ibiit  cannot,  and  old  tlia 
The  blind  that  doea  not  see. 

"  Givfi  maist  to  women  in  child-be 

Can  neither  feclit  nor  flee  : 
I  ho]>e  ehe's  in  the  heavens  liigh, 

That  died  for  love  of  tae." 

The  knights  thej  wrang  their  white  fingt 

The  ladles  tore  their  hair; 
The  womeD  that  ne'er  had  children  boni)fl 

In  swoon  they  down  fell  there. 

But  in  what  way  the  kniglit  expir'd, 

No  tongue  will  e'er  declare  j 
So  Uiia  doth  end  my  mournful  song, 

From  me  ye'U  get  mie  majr. 


BONNY  BEE-HO'M. 

JamieBOn'i  Popular  Balladi,  i.  184,  froin  Mr*. 
Brown's  MS.,  the  inI«q>o1atioQfl  of  tho  cdUor  be'iDg 
uDiittcd. 

Br  Arthar's  dale  as  Ute  I  went, 

I  beard  a  heavy  moan  ; 
I  heard  a  lady  Inmenling  sair, 
y  ahe  cried  "  ohon  1 " 

"Ohon,  alas  1  what  sball  I  do, 
Tormenied  night  mid  day  ? 
r  loTcd  8  love  but  ane, 
And  now  he's  gone  away. 

**  Bat  I  will  do  for  my  true  love 

What  iRdies  would  think  eair; 
For  seven  years  sb«il  come  and  gae. 

Ere  a  kaime  gae  in  my  hair. 

"  There  shall  neither  a  shoe  gae  on  my  foot, 

Nor  a  kaime  gae  in  my  hair, 
Mot  ever  a  ooal  or  candle  light 

Shine  in  my  boner  nae  mair." 


Bhe  thought  her  love  had  been  on  spa. 
Fast  sailing  to  Bee-Ho'm ; 


BONXT   BEE~HO  X. 

But  he  was  slill  in  a  quiet  cliambei% 
Henring  his  lad/s  monn. 

"  Be  liosh'd,  be  hasli'd,  my  lady  dear, 

I  pray  tliee  moan  not  so  ; 
For  I  am  deep  sworn  on  a  book 

To  Bee-Ho'm  for  to  go." 

She's  gien  him  a  chain  o'  ihe  beaten  gond, 
And  a  ring  willi  a  ruby  slone : 

"  As  lang  as  this  cliain  your  body  bindsi 
Your  blood  can  never  be  drawn, 

"  But  gin  this  ling  should  fade  or  fail, 
Or  ihe  eione  should  change  its  hue, 

Be  sure  your  love  is  dead  and  gone, 
Or  she  has  proved  untrue." 

He  had  not  been  at  bonny  Bee-Ho'm 

A  twelvemouih  and  a  day, 
Till  looking  on  his  gay  gold  ring, 

The  slone  grew  dark  and  gray- 

'■  0  ye  tak  my  riches  to  Bee-Ho'm, 

And  dt'al  ihem  presrntlie. 
To  the  young  that  canna,  the  old  that  mi 

The  blind  that  downa  see." 

Now  Peaih  has  come  intill  his  bower, 

And  split  his  heart  in  twain  : 
Sae  their  iwa  eauls  flew  up  to  heaven,  ' 

And  there  shall  ever  it^inain. 


fm. 


I 


THE  THEEE  RAVENS. 

From  Ritson'a  Ancimit  Engtah  Song»,  n.  BS.  It  i* 
Ibera  rupnmeti  from  RavenBcroft'B  Meliemala,  ISU, 
Anolbei  copy  fallows,  taken  from  Scott'i  iliniilret»g, 
Motherivvll  has  rccoet  the  ballad  in  moileru  stylo,  p.  T 
Elf  bil  i-oltection. 

There  were  three  ravens  sal  on  a  tree, 
SMBne,  a  downe,  keig  dovme,  hay  downe, 

There  were  three  ravens  sal  on  a  tree, 
WiOi  a  downe. 

There  were  three  ravena  aat  on  a  tree. 

The}'  were  as  blacke  as  tliey  might  be. 

With  a  downe,  derrie,  derrie,  derrie,  downe, 
dovme. 

The  one  of  them  said  to  his  mate. 

"  Where  shall  we  our  breakefnst  lake  ?"— 


»--: 


THE   THREE  BAVES3. 


"  His  hounds  they  lie  downe  at  lus  feete, 
So  well  thej  their  master  keepe. 


"  His  baukes  they  flie  so  eagerly, 
There's  no  fowie  dare  him  uom  sic 


Downe  there  comes  a  fallow  doe, 
As  great  with  yong  as  she  might  goe. 


She  lift  up  his  bloudy  hed, 

And  kist  his  wounds  that  were  so  red. 


She  got  him  up  upon  her  backe, 
And  carried  him  lo  earthen  lake. 


She  buried  him  before  the  prime, 
She  was  dead  herselfe  ere  even-song  d 


God  send  every  gentleman, 

Such  haukes,  auch  houndes,  and  such  a  le 


THE  TWA  CORBIES. 

fttou  Mirulreliy  of  the  Scouinh  Border,  a  8S9. 
«u  wmmutiic^alcd  to  Scoti  by  Mr.  Shorpe,  M  writt 
'  down,  from  tradition,  by  a  lady. 

As  I  was  walking  all  alane, 

I  heard  twa  corbies  making  a  mane ; 

Tlie  tane  unto  the  t'other  say, 

"Where  sail  we  gang  and  dine  to-day?"— 

"  In  behmt  yon  aiild  fail  dyke, 
I  wot  there  lies  a  new-slain  knight ; 
And  naebody  kens  that  he  lies  there, 
But  his  hawk,  his  hound,  and  lady  fair. 

"  His  bound  is  to  the  hunting  gane, 
Hia  hawk,  lo  fetch  the  wild-i'owl  hame, 
His  lady's  ta'en  another  male. 
So  we  uiuy  mak  our  dinner  sweet. 


THE   TWA    CORBIES. 

"  Te'll  ah  on  his  white  hause-bane, 
Anil  I'll  pick  out  hie  bonnj'blue  een; 
Wi'  ae  locJt  o'  his  gowden  hair. 
We'll  tlieet  our  nest  when  it  grows  b 

"  Monj  a  ODe  for  him  makes  mane. 
But  nane  sail  ken  where  he  is  gane  : 
O'er  hia  whi(«  banes,  when  they  are  b 
'  The  wind  eall  blaw  for  o 


THE  DOWIE  DENS  OP  YARROW. 

JOwtrdif  sf  Ik*  ScaOuk  Border,  lii.  lU. 

"  This  iMlliid,  wlui'h  is  ■  veij  gra&t  favourite  among 
the  inhabitants  of  Ettrii^k  Forest,  is  udversdly  believed 
to  be  Ibunded  in  fkot.  I  found  it  easy  to  collect  a  va- 
riety of  copies ;  but  vety  difGcult  indued  to  select  fkmi 
Biein  such  a  coUated  edition  as  might,  in  any  degree, 
wit  tlie  lAsle  of  '  these  more  light  and  ^ddy-paced 

"  Tradition  places  the  event,  recorded  in  Iha  song, 
wry  early ;  and  it  is  probable  that  the  ballad  iraa  com- 
posed soon  afterwanU,  although  the  language  boa  been 
gndoally  modernized,  in  the  coune  of  ils  transmisiion 
lo  us,  through  the  inaccurate  channel  of  oral  tradition. 
The  bard  does  not  relate  partii'ulars,  but  barely  the 
striking  outlittos  of  a  (act,  apparently  so  well  knovn 
whan  he  wrote,  as  to  render  minntc  dolail  as  unncces- 
lary  as  it  is  always  tedious  and  unpoedtaL 

"  The  hero  of  the  ballad  was  a  knight  of  great 
brai-cry.  tailed  Scolt,  vho  a  said  Id  have  resiilvd  at 
Kirkhopc,  or  Oakwood  Castle,  and  is,  in  tradition, 
lenui^d  (he  Baron  of  Oal[woo<l.  The  estate  of  Kirlt- 
bope   bclingcd  anciently   to   the   Scotta  of  Hanlon  ; 


u 


THB   DOWIE  DENS   OF  TABBOIT. 


Oakwood  u  «till  their  proporty,  and  has  bee 
lime  immeaorial.  The  Editor  was,  therefo 
suppose  thai  the  hero  r>f  the  buUad  might  have  been 
identified  with  John  Si^otl,  sixth  son  of  the  Laird  of 
Hsrdi'n.  murdered  in  Ettrii^k  Forest  by  hia  Itinsmen, 
the  Scotts  of  CiilmBDBcleugh.  (See  notes  to  Jainit 
Tel/er.)  This  apiwared  the  more  probable,  as  the  com- 
DiOD  people  always  alHnn  that  this  young  man  was 
treaeherously  shiin,  and  that,  in  evidence  thereof,  hit 
body  remdned  uneorruptcd  for  many  years;  so  that 
even  the  roses  on  hia  shoes  seemed  as  tresh  as  when  he 
was  firat  l^d  in  the  family  vault  at  Haaaendean,  But 
from  a  passage  in  Niabet's  Heraldry,  he  now  believes 
the  ballad  refers  to  a  duel  fought  at  Deucharswyre,  of 
■which  Annan's  Traat  is  n  part,  bclwixt  John  Bt-olt  of 
Tushielaw  and  bis  hroCber-in-law,  Walter  Scott,  thitd 
son  of  Robert  of  Thirk'stane,  in  which  the  latter  waa 

"  In  ploughing  Annan's  Treat,  a  huge  monumental 
stone,  with  an  inscription,  was  discovered ;  but  being 
rather  suralched  than  engmved,  and  the  lines  being 
run  through  each  other,  it  is  only  posHiblo  to  read  ona 
or  two  Latin  words.  It  probably  reixirds  the  event  ol 
the  combat.  The  person  slain  was  the  male  ancestor 
of  the  present  I^rd  Napier. 

"  Tradition  aiErma,  that  the  hero  of  the  song  (be 
he  who  he  may)  was  murdered  by  the  brother,  either 
of  his  wile  or  betrothed  bride.  The  alleged  cause  of 
malice  was  the  lady's  father  having  proposed  to  endow 
her  with  half  of  Ms  property,  upon  her  marriage  with 
ft  warrior  of  such  renown.  The  name  of  the  murdei'cr 
IS  said  to  have  been  Annan,  and  the  place  of  combat  is 
iliU  called  Annan's  Treat.    It  is  a  low  muir,  on 


THK   DOWIE   I 


'  TABROW. 
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tttnlct  of  the  Yarrow,  lying  to  the  west  of  Yarrow  Kirk. 
Two  tall  unhewn  masses  of  sUine  are  erected,  about 
dghty  yards  distant  from  eat^h  other;  and  Ihe  least 
child,  that  can  herd  A  cow,  will  tell  the  passenger,  that 
diere  lie  '  the  two  lords,  who  were  slun  in  mngle 
cntnbot.' 

"  It  will  be,  mth  aumy  readers,  the  greatest  recom- 
mendation of  these  verses,  that  ihey  are  supposed  to 
have  suggested  to  Mr.  Hamilton  of  Bangour,  the  mod- 
em ballad,  bediming, 

'  Bosk  je,  biuk  ye,  my  bonny  lianQy  bntlo/ 

"  A  fhigineiit,  apparently'  regarding  the  story  of  the 
fidlowing  ballad,  but  in  a  dill'erent  measure,  occurs  in 
I   Ur.  Herd's  MS.,  and  runs  thus:— 

'  When  I  look  eist,  my  heart  ii  (sir, 
Bat  whea  1  look  west,  it's  malt  ond  malr; 
For  then  1  s«  the  bma  o'  Yarrow, 
And  there,  for  >ye,  1  loet  my  mnrrow.' " 

We  have  added  an  uncollated  L-opy  from  Buchan'i 
BaUait*  o/fhe  NarA  of  Scotland.  Anotlier  is  furnished 
bj  Molherwell,  Mimtrelsy,  p.  252.  Some  of  Scotfs 
Tcrses  are  also  found  in  Herd's  tVngnicnt,  (ScollitA 
Song!;  1.  302,)  and  Buthan's  Hmighi  o'  Yarrow,  ii.  II 1. 
The  Dowg  Xkn,  in  Evans's  coUeiutinn,  iii.  843,  is  the 
n  of  this  spirited  ballad. 


T.A.TK  at  e'en,  drinking  the  wine, 
And  ere  they  paid  the  lawing;, 

lliey  eet  a  combut  thum  between, 
To  tight  it  in  the  diiwing. 


1 


THK  Down   DEWS    OF  TAKHOIT. 

"  0  Stay  «t  hnme,  my  noble  lord, 

0  Elay  Bt  Lame,  my  marrow  ! 
My  cruel  brolher  will  you  betray 

On  Ihe  dowie  hounts  of  Yarrow." — ■ 

"  O  fare  ye  weel,  my  ladye  gaye  I 

0  fiire  ye  weel,  my  Sarah  ! 
For  I  maun  gae,  tliou(;b  I  ne'er  return 

Frae  the  dowie  banks  o'  Yarrow." 

She  kiss'd  his  cheek,  ehe  kum'd  his  luui; 

As  oft  she  had  done  before,  O ; 
Slie  belled  him  wiib  his  noble  brand, 

And  he's  away  lo  Yarrow. 

As  he  gaed  up  ihe  Tennies '  bank, 

1  wot  he  gaed  wi'  sorrow, 

Till,  down  in  a  den,  he  spied  nine  avra'd  men, 
On  thii  dowie  houms  of  Yarrow. 


"  0  come  ye  here  to  part  your  land, 
The  bounie  Forest  thorough  ? 

Or  come  ye  here  to  wield  )-our  brand. 
On  the  dowie  houms  of  Yarrow?  "- 

"  I  come  not  here  to  part  my  Itud, 
And  neither  to  beg  uor  borrow  ; 


i 


I    Tht    Tt'uUt  K  Ihe  Tiniii^   .,r  a  fiirm  of    du  t>i:ke  of 
Bnccleucli's,  a  liltle  lieloit  V 
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I  coioB  lo  wielil  my  noble  brand, 
Ob  the  boame  banks  of  Yturav. 


"  If  I  see  all.  yo're  nine  to  ane  ; 

And  thal'a  an  unequal  marrow  j 
Yel  will  I  figli(,  while  lasts  my  brand, 

On  ihe  bonnie  banks  of  Yarrow." 

Four  has  he  hurl,  and  five  lias  slain, 
On  ihe  bloody  braes  of  Yarrow, 

Tili  that  stubborn  knigbt  came  )iim  behind, 
And  ran  his  body  thorough. 

"  Gae  bame,  gae  hame,  good-brother  John, 

And  tel!  your  sister  Sai-ah, 
To  come  and  llfl  her  teafit'  lord ; 
He's  sleepin  sound  on  Yarrow."-^ 

"  Yestreen  I  dream'd  a  dolefu'  dreaa  ; 

I  fear  there  will  be  sorrow  ! 
I  dream'd  I  pu'd  the  Leather  green, 

Wi'  my  true  love,  on  Yarrow. 

"  O  gentle  wind,  that  bloweih  south, 
From  where  my  love  repaireth, 

Ccmvcy  a  kiss  from  hia  dear  mouth, 
And  tell  me  how  he  fareth  I 
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"  But  in  the  glen  stiive  armed  mea  ;          ^H 
They've  wrought  me  dole  and  Borrow; 

They've  slun — the  comeliest  knight  they've 
shun — 
He  bleeding  lies  on  Yarrow."                ^m 

Ab  she  sped  domi  yon  high  high  hill,  ^M 
She  gaed  wi'  dole  and  sorrow,                 ^M 

And  in  the  den  spied  ten  slain  men,  ^H 
On  the  dowie  hanks  of  Yarrow.           '   ^H 

She  kissed  his  cheek,  she  kaim'd  his  hur, 
She  searched  his  wounds  all  thorougli,    . 

She  kiss'd  them,  till  her  lips  grew  red,      ^H 
On  the  dowie  houms  of  Yarrow.            ^^M 

"  Now  hand  your  tongue,  my  daughter  dear  I 

For  a'  this  breeds  but  wrrow  ; 
I'U  wed  ye  to  a  better  hird. 

Than  him  ye  lost  on  Yarrow."—           ^m 

**  0  baud  your  tongue,  my  father  dear  I  ^^M 
Ye  mind  me  but  of  sorrow  ;                    ^| 

A  fairer  rose  did  never  bloom  ^^M 
Than  now  lies  cropp'd  on  Yarrow."       ^^M 

THE  BEAES  O'  YARROW. 


Fbom  Buehan's  Batiadt  of  the  North  of  ScolUmdt 
i.  20S.  Repeated  in  the  xviitb  volume  of  the  Perc^ 
Bocietjr  Fablicatiati& 


Ten  lords  sot  drinking  at  the  wine, 

Intill  a  morning  early  ; 
There  fell  a  combat  ihem  among, 

It  muBt  be  fought, — nae  parly. 

"  0  Blay  at  hame,  my  ain  gude  lord, 
0  atay,  my  aiu  dear  marrow." 

"  Sweetest  min',  I  will  be  thine, 
And  dine  wi'  you  to-morrow." 

She's  ki^'d  his  lips,  and  comb'd  his  bair. 

As  she  had  done  before,  0  j 
Gied  turn  a  brand  down  by  his  side, 

And  he  is  on  to  Tarrow. 


J 
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THE   BRAES   O'    lABBOW. 

As  lie  gaed  ower  yon  dowie  knowe, 

As  atY  he'd  dune  befora,  O ; 
Nine  armed  men  laj  in  a  den, 

Upo'  the  hraea  o'  Yarrow. 

•*  O  came  ye  here  to  bunt  or  hawk, 

As  ye  hae  dune  before,  O  ? 
Or  came  ye  here  to  wiel'  your  brand, 

Upo'  the  braea  o'  Yairow  ? " 

"  I  came  na  here  lo  hunt  nor  hawk, 

As  I  bae  dune  before.  O  : 
But  I  <«me  here  to  viiel'  my  brand, 

Upon  the  braes  o'  Ynrrow." 

Four  he  burl,  and  five  he  £lew. 

Till  down  il  fell  himsell,  O  ; 
There  stood  a  fause  lord  him  behin*, 

Wbo  llirust  biin  thro'  body  and  mell,  0. 

"  Gae  hame,  gae  harae,  my  brother  Job 

And  tell  your  sister  sonoit ; 
Your  mother  to  come  take  up  her  w 

Aff  o'  the  braea  o'  Yarrow," 

As  he  gaed  ower  yon  high,  high  bill, 

As  he  had  dune  before.  O  ; 
There  he  met  his  sister  dear. 

Came  rinnin  fast  lo  Yarrow. 


"  I  dreanit  a  dream  last  night,"  she  aajtt, 

"  I  wish  it  biaiia  sorrow  ; 
I  UreaiDl  I  was  pu'ing  the  heatlier  green, ' 

Upo'  the  braes  o'  Yarrow," 

"I'U  read  ^ur  dream,  sister,"  he  eay^ 

"  111  read  it  into  sorrow  ; 
Ye'ro  bidden  gae  taku  up  your  bre. 

He's  sleeping  sound  on  Yhttow," 

She'«  torn  the  ril>boD3  frae  her  head, 
They  were  baith  thick  and  narrow ; 

She's  kilted  up  her  green  claithing, 
And  she'B  awn'  to  Yarrow. 

She's  taen  him  in  her  arms  twa, 
And  gien  him  kisses  tliorough. 

And  wi'  her  tears  she  bath'd  his  wounds, 
tJpo'  the  braes  o*  Yarrow. 

Her  father  looking  ower  his  castle  wa', 
Beheld  his  daughter's  sorrow; 

"  0  had  your  tongue,  daughter,"  he  says, 
"And  let  be  a'  your  sorrow, 

m  wed  you  wi'  a  better  lord, 
^^L^&K  he  that  died  on  Ynrrow." 

t 
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"  0  had  jour  tongue,  father,"  ehe  saya,  1 

"  And  let  be  till  to-raoiTow  ; 
A  better  lord  there  cou'dna  be 

Than  he  that  died  on  Yarrow." 


She  kiaa'd  his  lips,  and  comb'd  his  h 
As  ehe  had  dune  before,  0 ; 

Then  wi'  a  crack  her  heart  did  brad^ 
Upon  the  braes  o'  Yarrow. 


Sm  JAMES  THE  BOSE. 


FiHKERTON  first  publiabed  thia  piece  Id  bis  Scoltith 
Tragic  BailaiU,  p.  61.  la  a  note,  it  ia  said  to  have 
been  taken  "from  a  modem  edition  inoneeheet,  12mo. 
lAei  the  old  copy."  Motherwell  gives  another  verwon 
"•sit  Dccun  in  early  stall  prints,"  {Mii»lreltg,  p.  321,) 
and  nitpecU  a  few  conjectural  emendations  in  t^nker- 
ton'i  text.  The  paange  from  t.  SI  to  v.  5S  is  appar- 
ently defective,  and  has,  probably,  been  tampered 
mlh ;  but  Pinkcrton'i  copy  is  on  the  whole  muth 
better  than  Motherwell's,  or  than  Whitclaw's,  (^or/iVA 
BnUorf*,  33,)  which  professes  to  be  pven  chiefly  irom 
oral  recitations. 

Michael  Broce's  Sir  Jama  the  Rote  will  be  found  in 
Mother  part  of  this  collection.  In  Caw's  Musemn 
(p.  900)  is  a  ballad  in  the  worst  possible  Ijiato,  styled 

L  .Sl^^cbi  and  Sir  Jamet  of  Perth,  which  eecnis  to  be  a 

Kaare  diafigunvtion  of  Bnice's. 

O  BEABD  ye  o'  Sir  James  the  Rose, 
The  young  heir  o'  liuleiglian  ? 

For  he  has  kill'd  a  gallnnt  sijuirc, 
Whase  frienda  are  out  to  lak  Uira. 


SIR   JAMES   THE    B09E. 

Now  he.  has  gane  to  the  house  o'  Mar,  ; 

Wh»r  none  aiight  seik  lo  find  him; 
To  see  his  dear  he  did  repair, 

Weining  slie  wold  befreind  him. 

"  Wbai  are  ye  gaing  Sir  James,'  she  said, 
"  0  whar  awa  are  ye  riding  ?  " 

"  I  maun  be  bound  to  a  foreign  land, 
And  now  I'm  under  hiding. 

"  Whar  sail  I  gae,  whar  sail  I  rin, 

Wbar  sail  I  rin  lo  lay  roe  ? 
For  I  ha  Itili'U  a  gallant  squire, 

And  his  iriende  eeik  to  day  me." 

"  O  gae  ye  down  to  yon  laigh  honee, 
I  sail  pay  there  your  lawing; 

And  as  I  am  your  leman  trew, 
m  meet  ye  at  the  dawing." 

Be  turned  him  richt  and  round  abou^ 
And  rowd  him  in  his  brecbon ; 

And  laid  him  doun  lo  tak  a  sleip, 
Li  the  lawlanda  o'  Buleighan. 

He  was  nae  weil  gane  out  o'  sicht. 
Nor  was  he  past  Militretben, 

Whan  four  and  twenty  belted  knichtS 
Cam  riding  owr  (be  Lealhen. 
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"  0  hn  ye  seen  Sir  Jamea  the  Rose, 

The  young  heir  o'  Buleighan  ? 
For  be  has  kill'd  a  gallant  ^iquire, 

And  we  are  sent  to  tnk  him." 

"  Tea,  I  ha  seen  Sir  James,"  she  said, 
"  He  past  by  here  on  Monday ; 

Gio  the  steed  be  swifl  that  be  ride^  oa. 
He's  past  the  Hicbis  of  Lundie." 

But  as  wi  epeid  they  rade  awa, 

She  leudly  oryd  behind  ihem  ; 
"  Gin  ye'll  gie  me  a  worthy  meid, 

ril  tell  ye  whar  to  find  him." 

"  0  [ell  fair  mnid,  and  on  our  band, 
Te'se  get  his  purse  and  brechan." 

"  lie's  in  the  bank  aboon  the  mill, 
In  the  lawlanda  o"  Biikighan." 

Than  out  and  gpak  Sir  John  the  Graham, 
Who  had  the  charge  a  kelping, 

"  It's  neer  be  said,  my  sialwarl  feres, 
We  kill'd  him  whan  a  sleiping." 

They  seized  his  braid  ^word  and  his  targe, 

And  closely  him  surrounded  : 
"0  pardon  I  mercy  I  genllemen," 

He  then  tbu  loudly  sounded. 


"  Sic  US  je  gae,  sic  ye  sail  hae, 
Nae  grace  we  sbaw  to  ifiee  cnn." 

"  Donald  my  man,  wait  till  I  fa, 
And  je  sail  liae  my  brccbtui ; 

Ye'll  get  my  purse  tbouch  fou  o"  gowd 
To  tak  me  to  Locli  Lagau." 

Syne  tliey  tuke  out  liis  bleiding  heart, 

And  set  it  ou  a  speir ; 
Then  luke  it  to  tLe  liouse  o'  Mar, 

And  shawd  it  to  his  deir. 

"  Wo  cold  nae  gie  Sir  James's  purse, 
We  cold  nae  gie  his  brechan  ; 

But  ye  shII  ha  his  bleeding  heart, 
Bot  and  bis  bleeding  lartan." 

"  Sir  James  tbe  Rose,  O  for  thy  sake 
My  beart  is  now  a  breaking, 

Curs'd  be  the  day  I  wrocht  thy  wae, 
Thou  brare  heir  of  Buleighan ! " 

Then  up  she  raise,  and  furth  she  goes, 

And,  in  tlini  hour  o'  tein, 
She  wanderd  to  the  dowie  glen, 

And  nevir  mair  was  aein. 


GRfiME  AND  BE\V1CK. 


From  Aflnitreliis  of  the  ScoitUk  Border,  iii.  6n.  A 
■ng^e  improved  reailing  a  adopted  frout  a  Newcastle 
clup-book. 

"  Given,  in  the  first  edition.  Trom  the  rei^itation  of  a 
pMitleman.  who  profeaaed  to  havu  rorgoituii  some  veraea. 
These  have,  in  the  present  edition,  been  partly  re- 
ftored,  from  a  «>py  obtained  by  the  retitation  of  an 

'  tt  in  Cartialc,  whiuli  baa  also  rumiahed  some  slight 
itterations." 

"  The  ballad  is  remarkable,  as  containing,  probably, 
IJie  very  laliat  allusion  to  the  instilul.ion  of  brother- 
hno<l  ill  Arms,  which  was  held  bo  sacred  in  the  days  of 
chivalry,  and  whose  origin  may  be  traeed  up  lo  the 
S('}-thian  ancestors  of  Odin."     Scott. 


GuDR  Lord  Grtcme  is  to  Carlisle  gnne, 
Sir  R<^.ber[  Bewick  ibere  met  he, 

And  arm  in  arm  to  the  wine  thej  did  go, 
Aiid  they  drank  till  they  were  baith  merrie. 


OR^UE   AND   BEWICK. 


Glide  Lord  Gneme  hna  ta'en  up  the  cup, 
"  Sir  Robert  Bewick,  and  bere'f  to  tbee  I 

Add  here's  to  our  twae  sons  al  tame  3 

For  they  like  us  beat  in  our  ain  counlrie." — 

"  0  were  your  son  a  lad  like  mine. 

And  leam'd  some  books  that  he  could  read, 

They  might  hae  been  twae  bretlireo  bauld. 
And  they  might  hae  bragged  the  Border  side. 

"  But  your  eon's  a  lad,  and  he  is  but  bad, 
And  billje  to  my  son  be  canna  be ; " 


"I  sent'him  totlieBchool9,and  he  wadnaleam; 

I  bought'  liim  book.s,  and  he  wadna  read  ; 
But  my  blessing  eliall  he  never  earn, 

Till  I  see  how  his  arm  can  defend  his  hettd."- 

Gude  Lord  Grtcme  haa  a  reckoning  coll'd, 

A  reckoning  then  called  he  ; 
And  he  paid  a  crown,  and  it  went  roun'. 

It  was  all  for  the  gude  wine  and  Iree. " 

And  he  has  lo  the  stable  gnne, 
Where  there  stude  thirty  steeds  and  tbtee  ; 


Ye  bouglit. 
C.  B.,  niid  liny. 
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He\-  taVn  his  ain  lior^e  amang  tliein  a', 
And  hame  he  rade  sae  manfullie. 

*^  Welcome^  mj  aold  father  I "  said  Christie  GnBme, 
^  But  where  sae  lang  frae  hame  were  je?^ — 

<*  Ks  I  hae  been  at  Carlisle  town. 
And  m  baffled  man  bj  thee  I  be. 

^  I  hae  been  at  Carlisle  town. 

Where  Sir  Robert  Bewick  he  met  me ; 

He  sajs  je're  a  lad,  and  ye  are  but  bad. 
And  billie  to  his  son  je  canna  be. 


''I  sent  je  to  the  schools,  and  je  wadna  leam ; 

I  bought  je  books,  and  je  wadna  read ; 
Therefore  mj  blessing  je  shall  never  earn, 

TBI  I  see  with  Bewick  thou  save  thj  head.** 

^Now,  God  forbid,  mj  auld  fiither. 

That  ever  sic  a  thing  suld  be  I 
Billie  BewidL  was  mj  master,  and  I  was  his 
scholar, 

And  aje  sae  wed  as  he  learned  me.**^ 

*  0  hald  thj  tongue,  thou  limmer  loon, 
And  of  thj  talking  let  me  be  I 

1  Shdl  I  venture  my  body  in  field  to  fight 
With  a  man  that's  faith  and  troth  to  me? 

N.  C.  & 


so  GB£HE   ASO   BEWICK. 

If  ihou  does  na  end  me  this  quarrel  sood, 
There  is  my  glove,  I'll  fight  wi'  thee  " 

Then  Chrislie  Gneme  he  slooped  low 

UnU)  ihe  ground,  you  shall  understood  ;— 

**  0  father,  put  on  your  glove  again, 

The  wind  lias  blown  it  from  your  hand  ?  " 

"  What's  that  ihou  says,  thou  limmer  loon  ? 

How  dares  thou  stand  to  speak  to  me  ? 
If  thou  do  not  end  this  quarrel  soon, 

There's  my  right  hand  thou  shall  fight  witlf.l 


Then  Christie  Gneme's  to  hts  chamber  gane, 
To  consider  wed  what  then  should  be ; 

Whether  he  should  fight  with  his  autd  father, 
Or  with  his  billie  Bewick,  he. 

"in  suld  kill  my  billie  dear, 
God's  blessing  I  shall  never  win  ; 

But  it'  I  strike  at  my  rtuld  father, 
I  think  'iwald  be  a  morEal  sin. 


"  But  if  I  kill  my  billie  dear. 
It  is  God's  will,  so  let  it  be  ; 

But  I  make  a  vow,  ere  I  gang  frae  haoi 
That  I  shall  be  the  next  man's  die."- 


AND    BEWICK. 

he's  put  on's  back  a  gude  auld  jack, 
And  on  liU  head  a  cap  of  steel, 
.And  sword  and  buckler  by  hia  Bide  ; 

0  gin  he  did  not  become  them  weel  I 

"Well  leave  off  talking  of  ChrisUe  Grteme, 
And  lalk  of  him  again  bcHve  ; 

And  we  will  talk  of  bonnj  Bewick, 

Where  he  was  teaching  bis  scholars  five. 

Wh€ai  he  had  taught  them  well  to  fence, 
And  handle  swords  without  any  doubt, 

He  took  his  sword  under  bis  arm, 

And  he  walk'd  his  father's  close  about. 

He  look'd  atwecn  him  and  the  sun. 

And  a'  to  see  what  there  might  he, 

Till  he  spied  a  man  in  nrraour  bright, 

Was  riding  that  way  most  hastilie. 

"  0  wha  is  yon,  that  came  this  way, 

Sae  hastilie  that  hither  came  ? 
1  lliink  it  be  my  brother  dear, 

1  think  it  be  young  Christie  Grteme. 

"Te're  welcome  here,  my  billie  dear, 
And  thrice  ye're  welcome  iinio  me  ! " — 

"  But  I'm  wae  lo  say,  I've  seen  the  day, 
When  I  nm  come  10  light  wi'  thee. 
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**  M;  father's  gttae  to  Carlisle  town, 
Wi'  your  father  Bewick  there  met  he) 

He  Ukfs  Tin  a  lad,  lud  I  am  but  bad, 
And  a  bafSed  nuui  I  trow  1  be. 

"  He  Beat  me  to  schools,  and  I  wadna  leun  ; 

He  gae  me  books,  and  I  wadna  read ; 
Sae  my  father's  blessing  I'll  never  earn, 

Till  he  see  how  my  arm  can  guard  my  heuiJf  1 

"  0  God  forbid,  my  billie  dear. 

That  ever  Buuh  a  thing  suld  be  ! 
We'll  lake  three  men  on  either  side. 

And  see  if  we  can  our  fathers  agree." 

"  0  hald  thy  tongue,  now,  billie  Bewick, 

And  of  thy  talking  let  me  be  I 
Bui  if  thou'rt  a  man,  as  I'm  sure  ihou  art. 

Come  o'er  the  dyke,  and  fight  wi'  me." 

"  But  I  hae  nae  hamuss,  billie,  on  my  back,' 
As  weel  1  see  there  is  ou  thine."— 


Ha  Swi|!  liii  otoBk  rrom  off  his  nhonldan, 

Hli  puilm-book  rrom  hli  pouch  Banfr  b«, 
Be  clapped  bis  haii<l  upon  Ilie  he<tge, 
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*'*  But  as  little  harness  as  is  on  thy  back, 
As  little,  billie,  shall  be  on  mine." — 

Then  he's  thrown  aff  his  coat  o'  mail. 

His  cap  of  steel  awaj  flung  he ; 
He  stuck  his  spear  into  the*gn>und, 

And  he  tied  his  horse  unto  a  tree. 

Then  Bewick  has  thrown  aff  his  cloak, 
And's  psalter-book  frae's  hand  flung  he ; 

He  laid  his  hand  upon  the  djke. 
And  ower  he  lap  most  manfuUi^^. 

0  thof  hae  fought  for  twae  lang  hours ; 

When  twae  lang  hours  were  come  and  gaiie, 
The  sweat  drapp'd  fast  frae  aff  them  baith, 

But  a  drap  of  blude  could  not  be  seen. 


When  Graham  did  see  his  bnlly  come, 
The  salt  tears  stood  long  in  his  ee; 

"  Now  needs  mast  I  say  thou  art  a  man, 
That  dare  venture  thy  body  to  fight  with 

**  Nay,  I  have  a  harness  on  my  back ; 

I  know  that  thou  hast  none  on  thine; 
Bat  as  little  as  thoa  hast  on  thy  bacl^ 

As  little  shall  there  be  on  mine.*' 

He  flaog  his  jacket  fVom  off  his  back. 
His  cap  of  steel  from  his  head  fiang  he; 

He*s  taken  his  spear  into  his  hand, 
He*a  tjr*d  his  horse  anto  a  tree. 
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Till  Greerae  gae  Bewick  an  ackward  stroke, 
Ane  ackward  siruke  sirucken  eickerlie  ; 

He  has  Lit  him  under  the  lefl  breast, 
And  dead-wounded  to  the  ground  fell  he. 

r,  billie  dear, 
Arise  and  apeak  three  words  to  me  I 
Whether  thou'a  gotten  thy  deadly  wound, 

Or  if  God  and  good  leechingmay  succour  thee  7^ 

"  O  horeo,  0  horse,  now,  billie  Gra 

And  gel  thee  far  from  hence  with  speed ; 

And  get  thee  out  of  this  country. 
That  none  may  know  who  has  done  the  deed."-^ 

"01  have  slain  thee,  billie  Bewick, 

If  thi^  be  true  thou  teller!  to  me  ; 
But  I  made  a  vuw,  ere  I  came  frae  hame, 

That  aye  the  next  man  I  wad  be." 

He  has  pitch'd  his  sword  in  a  moodie-hill,  . 

And  he  has  leap'd  twenty  lang  feet  and  ihree^  j 
And  on  his  ain  sword's  point  he  lap, 

And  dead  upon  the  ground  fell  he. 


Twas  then  came  up  Sir  Robert  Bewick, 
And  his  brave  son  alive  ?aw  be  ; 

"  Rise  up,  rise  up,  my  son,"  he  said, 
"  Fo»  I  tliink  ye  hae  gollen  the  viclorie." 
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^^    liald  voiir  toii^zue,  my  fatluT  dear, 
Of  your  prideiul  talking  let  me  be ! 
^  ^    xnight  hae  drunken  your  wine  in  peace* 
-^nd  let  me  and  mj  billie  be. 

O^te  dig  a  grave,  baith  wide  and  deep, 
-And  a  grave  to  bald  baith  him  and  me ; 
^^t  lay  Christie  Graeme  on  the  sunnj  side, 
f*or  Fm  sure  he  wan  the  victorie." 

*^  <AJack !  a  wae !  **  auld  Bewick  cried, 
*<  Alack !  was  I  not  much  to  blame  ? 

^m  sure  Fve  lost  the  liveliest  lad 
That  e'er  was^m  mito  mj  name." 

^  Alack !  a  wae  I "  quo'  gude  Lord  Grsemey 
*^  Pm  sure  I  hae  lost  the  deeper  lack  I 

I  durst  hae  ridden  the  Border  through, 
Had  Christie  Graeme  been  at  mj  back. 

*  Had  I  been  led  through  Liddesdale, 
And  thirty  horsemen  guarding  me. 
And  Christie  Graeme  been  at  mj  back, 
«  Sae  soon  as  he  had  set  me  free  I 

"  I've  lost  my  hopes,  Tve  lost  my  joy, 
Fve  lost  the  key  but  and  the  lock  ; 

f  durst  hae  ridden  the  world  round. 
Had  Christie  Graeme  been  at  my  back." 


THE  LAMENT  OF  THE  BORDER  WIDO; 
iSmtrdif  ^  At  ScclUih  Sordtr,  iii.  94. 

Thib  fragment  wsa  obtained  from  recitation  in 
EttritL  ForpBt,  where  it  is  (aid  to  refer  to  the  exe- 
culioa  of  Cockburne,  of  Henderlanil.  a  Ireebooler, 
hanged  by  JnineB  V.  over  the  gate  of  his  orni  tower. 
There  is  another  version  in  Johnson's  Mufeum,  (0* 
Ono  Chrio,  p.  90,)  which,  Dr-  Blai'klock  informed 
Buma,  was  composed  on  the  massacre  of  Glencoe. 
But  in  fact,  (hoae  verses  «eem  to  be,  oa  Motherwell  hu 
remarked,  only  a  portion  (eipanded,  indeed,)  of  TTte 
Famota  Ftintrer  of  Serving  Men:  see  vol.  iv.  p.  I'i. 

There  are  some  verbal  difference*  bolweon  ScoH^ 
copy  and  the  one  in  Chambers's  ScoUuh  Songi,  i.  174 

Ml  love  he  built  me  a  bonny  bower. 

And  clad  it  a'  wi'  lilje  floor, 

A  brawer  boveer  ye  tw'er  did  see, 

Than  my  true  love  be  bnill  for  me.         1| 
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Tliere  came  a  man,  hy  middle  duy. 
He  spied  hia  eport,  and  went  awa^  ; 
And  brought  ihe  Eing  that  very  oiglit, 
Who  broke  my  boner,  and  ;]ew  my  knighti 

He  slew  my  knlghl,  lo  mc  ^e  dear ; 
He  slew  my  knight,  and  poin'd  bia  gear ; 
My  eervante  all  for  life  did  flee, 
And  lefl  me  in  extremitic. 

I  aew'd  bis  sheet,  making  my  mane ; 
I  watch'd  the  corpse,  myself  alane  ; 
I  watch'd  his  body,  night  and  dayj 
No  living  creature  carae  tUnt  way. 

1  Ink  his  body  on  my  back, 
And  whiles  I  gaed,  and  whiles  I  eat ; 
1  digg'd  8  grave,  and  laid  him  in, 
Andbapp'd  him  with  the  sod  sue  green. 

But  think  na  ye  my  heart  was  suir. 
When  I  laid  the  moul'  on  bis  yellow  hair  i 
O  think  na  ye  mj  heart  was  woe. 
When  I  tum'd  about,  away  to  gae  ? 


Nae  living  man  Til  love  again, 
Smce  that  my  lovely  knight  is  slain; 
Wi'  ae  lock  of  his  yellow  hair 
m  chain  my  heart  for  ever  miur. 


roUNG  WATERS. 


First  published  on  an  octavo  sheet,  by  Lady  Jena 
Home,  about  the  middle  of  the  last  century,  and  from 
this  copy  reprinted  in  Percy's  Reliquei,  (ii.  827.) 
Buchan  baa  a  version  (L  IB)  twenty-live  slanuu 
longer  than  the  present,  nbich  is  given  in  our  Ap- 
pendix. This  ballad  haa  been  supposed  lo  refer  U 
the  fate  of  the  Earl  of  Murray,  (see  fosl.  The  Bonni/ 
Earl  of  Muirat/.)  The  additional  circumstances  fat- 
nished  by  Buchan's  copy,  however,  have  led  Chambers 
to  suggest  that  the  unfortunate  hero  was  Walter  Stuart, 
second  son  of  the  Duke  of  Albany.  In  support  of  his 
conjecture,  he  adduces  "  the  name,  which  may  be  a 
corruption  of  Walter;  the  mention  of  the  Heading 
(beheading)  Hill  of  Stirling,  which  is  known  to  have 
been  the  ve:y  scene  of  Walter  Stuart's  exec^ution ;  the 
relationship  which  Young  Waters  cbiims  with  the  king; 
and  the  sympathy  expressed  by  the  people,  in  the  lost 
verse,  for  the  fate  of  the  young  knight,  wliich  exactly 
tallica  with  wiuit  is  told  us  by  the  Scottish  historians, 


regarding  the  popular  feeling  expressed  in  favour 


i 


TODNfi 

'"^  immaroiu  nobles  ami   prioccs  of  iiis  own  Wood, 
"lioiii  tbo  king  saw  it  neoiasary  to  Bacrifice."     We  do 

""'   conader  these  colDL'ldencus  salficiout  to  cttabtish 

"^  historical  character  of  the  piece. 


About  Zulc,  quhen  the  wind  blew  cnle, 
Aiid  the  round  tables  began, 

A*  I  there  is  cum  to  our  kings  court 
Monj  a  well-&vounl  man. 

The  ({ueen  luikt  ovire  itie  castle  wa'. 
Beheld  baitli  dale  and  down. 

And  then  she  saw  zoung  Wiitere 
Cum  riding  to  the  town. 

His  footmen  they  did  rin  belbre, 

Hia  horsemen  rude  behind  ; 
Ane  mantel  of  the  bm-ning  gowd 

Did  keip  him  fnie  llie  wind. 

Gowden  graith'd  his  horso  betbre. 

And  silkr  shod  behind ; 
The  horse  zoung  Waters  rnde  upon 

Was  fleeter  than  the  wind. 


But  then  spake  a  wylie  lord. 
Unto  llie  (jueen  said  he  : 

"  O  tell  ma  quha  'a  the  fairest  face 
Bides  in  tlie  company  ?  " 
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"  I've  sene  lord,  and  I've  sene  laird. 
And  knighU  of  high  degree, 

Bol  a  fairer  face  than  zoung  Waters 
Mine  eyne  did  never  see." 

Out  then  Bpaek  ihe  jealous  king 
(And  an  aiigry  man  was  he)  ; 

"  O  if  he  had  been  twice  as  fair, 
Zou  micht  Iiave  excepted  me." 

"  Zou're  neither  laird  nor  lord."  she  sajrs, 
"  Bol  the  king  tliat  weors  the  crown  ; 

There  is  not  a  knight  in  fair  Scotland, 
Bot  Ui  ihee  maun  bow  dowu." 

For  a'  that  she  could  do  or  say, 

Appeaad  he  wade  nae  bee  ; 
Bot  for  the  words  which  she  bad  said) 

Zoung  Waters  he  roaun  dee. 

They  hae  taen  zonng  Watera,  and 

Put  fetters  to  his  feet ; 
They  hae  taen  zoung  Waters,  and 

Thrown  him  in  dungeon  deep. 

"Aft  I  have  ridden  thro'  Stirling  town, 
In  the  wind  bot  and  the  welt ; 

Bot  I  neir  rade  Ihro'  Stirling  town 
Wi'  fetters  at  my  feeU 
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"  Aft  have  I  ridden  thro'  Slirling  town, 
In  the  wind  bot  and  the  rain  ; 

Bot  I  neir  mde  ihro'  Stirling  (own 
Neir  to  return  again." 

They  hae  taen  to  the  beiding-hill 
His  zoung  soa  in  bis  craddle  ; 

And  they  hae  taen  to  the  beiding-hill 
His  horse  bot  and  hi.s  saddle. 

They  bae  taen  to  the  beidiag-hill 

His  lady  fair  lo  see ; 
And  for  the  wonU  the  queen  bad  spoke 

Zoung  Waters  be  did  dee. 


fBONWIE  GEORGE  CAMPBELL. 

Motberwell'B  J/iutrcby,  p.  M. 

Tiiifl,  savB  MothemoU, "  is  prabablv  a  lament  (or 
bue  of  ihe  adberauta  of  tlie  house  of  Argj'le,  who  fell 
in  the  battle  of  Ulenlivat,  sCricJien  on  Thuniday,  the 
third  da}'  of  Oi-lolwr,  1394  years."  It  >»  printed. 
•omenUal  JiffKrvnllj-,  in  Hmilb'a  Scoliixh  MiTistnl,  v. 
*2.  Finlay  pvea  'eight  ilnes  of  this  ballad  in  Uk^ 
Frutavc  lo  hts  first  volume,  p.  xsKiii. 

Hie  upon  Hielnnds, 

And  low  upon  Taj, 
Bonnie  George  Campbell 

Bnde  out  on  a  day. 
Snrf.llecl  and  bridled 

And  gallant  rade  he  j 
Hnme  fiim  his  giide  boree, 


Bui  n 


ibel 


]  his  Huld  mither 
ting  fu'  SBir, 
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And  out  cam  his  boanie  biide 

Rivin'  her  hnir. 
Sftddlf^d  aod  bridled 

And  bool«d  mUe  be ; 
TooiD  bame  cam  the  saddle. 

But  never  cam  be  ! 


"  My  meadow  lies  green, 

And  my  corn  \a  unsboni ; 
ily  bam  is  to  big. 

And  my  hnl)ie  's  unboni." 
Sutdled  and  bridled 

Add  booted  iwle  he  ; 
Toom  hnme  cam  tbe  fcoildla, 

But  never  cam  he  1 


LAMKIN. 


The  following  a  believed  to  be  a  correut  account 
of  the  various  printed  forma  of  ibis  oxtremelj  popular 
ballad.  Id  ibc  second  edition  of  Herd's  Scolluh  Song$ 
(1776)  appeared  a  fragnient  of  eighteen  Blanzsa,  called 
Lammiiin,  embellished  in  a  puerile  style  by  some  mod- 
ern hand.  Jamieson  published  the  story  in  a  compleW 
and  authentic  shape  in  bis  Popular  Ballndt,  in  180S, 
FiDlay's  collection  (1808)  fiimisfaes  us  with  two  more 
copies,  the  first  of  which  (ii.  4  7)  is  made  up  in  part  of 
Herd's  rrngmenl.  and  the  second  (ii.  57)  takeo  from 
a  MS.  "  written  by  an  old  lady."  Another  was  given, 
from  recitation,  in  Motherwoll's  Miiialrelsy,  (1S87,) 
with  the  more  intelligible  title  of  Lomiierl  Liiikin.  An 
English  fragment,  called  Long  Lont'ui,  taken  down 
from  the  recitation  of  an  old  woman,  is  said  to  have 
been  Inserted  by  Miss  I.andon,  in  the  Draieing-Room 
Scrap-Boot:,  for  1837.  This  was  republished  in  Birh- 
aidson's  Borderer's  Table-Boot,  1846,  vol.  viii.  410,  and 
the  editor  of  that  imscellany.  who  ought  to  have  learned 


to  be  skeptical  iusucb  m 


urges 


the  c 


character  of  local  tradition  a^  strong  evidence  (bat  ^^A 

0  of  the  cruel  history  was  in  Northumberl 


LAUKIK.  95 

Lastly,  we  hnvo  to  note  a  version  resembling  Mother- 
well'i,  styled  B"'d  Rantin,  printed  in  A  JVeio  Boolr  of 
Old  Ballad!,  (p.  73.)  and  in  Whilelaw'a  Book  of  Scot- 
tuh  Ballad*,  (p.  34fi,)  and  &n  imperfeut  ballad  {Lo'ig 
I^<J;yfij  in  Note*  and  Qam'w,  New  Series,  ii.  SH. 

We  have  printed  JamieBon'B,Motberwfir9,ihu  longer 
of  Finlay'B  ver^ng,  and  tliB  English  frngmcnl  .  (be 
last  two  in  the  Appendix.  The  following  is  from 
JamteMn'a  Popular  Ballad*,  \.  176.  "  This  piece  was 
tntoamicted  to  the  Editor  by  Mrs.  Brown." 


"  O  PAT  me  now,  Ixird  Weftrie ; 

Come,  pay  me  out  o'  hand," 
"  I  canna  pay  you.  Lomkin, 

Unless  I  sell  my  land." 

"  0  gin  ye  witma  pay  met 

I  her«  sail  mak  a  tov. 
Before  thai  ye  come  home  again, 

Ye  sail  ba'e  cause  to  rue." 

Lord  Wearie  got  a  bonny  ship, 
To  eail  the  eaut  sea  faem  ; 

Bode  hia  lady  weel  the  castle  keep, 
Ay  tiU  be  should  come  luune. 

Bnt  the  nourice  was  a  fause  limmer 

As  e'er  bung  on  a  tree  ; 
Sbe  laid  a  plot  wi'  Lamkin, 

Wban  ber  lorij  was  o'er  the  sea. 


She  laid  a  plot  wi'  Lamkin, 
Wlien  ihe  serrants  were  awa*; 

Loot  him  in  ut  a  lillle  shot  window, 
And  brought  him  to  the  ba*. 

"O  wharc's  a'lliemeno'thiBhoua^   ( 

That  ca'  me  Lamkin  ?  " 
"  They're  at  the  bam  well  ihnuhing, 

TwUI  be  lang  ere  they  come  in." 

"And  whare'B  the  women  o'  this  hous 

That  ca'  me  Lamkin  ?  " 
"They're  at  the  far  well  washiDg; 

Twill  bi  lang  ere  they  come  in." 

"And  whare'a  the  baims  o'  this  honsq 

That  ca'  me  Larakin?" 
"  They're  at  the  school  reading ; 

'Twill  be  night  or  they  come  hama 

0  wharo's  the  lady  o'  thi§  house, 

Tliat  ca's  me  Lamkin  ?  " 
*  Bhe's  up  in  her  bower  sewing. 

But  we  soon  can  bring  her  down.** 

Then  LamkJn's  tane  a  sharp  knife, 

That  hang  down  by  his  gaJre, 
And  lie  has  gi'en  the  bonny  babe 

A  deep  wound  and  a  swr.  ^m 


LAMXIH. 

'*e  fause  nourice  sang, 
c!  t>ore  o'  the  crudle 
sprang. 

"^en  om  it  spak  the  lady, 
*s  she  Btood  on  the  stair, 

bat  aiU  my  bairn,  nourico, 
*  hai  he's  greeting  si 

O  etitl  my  bai 
O  still  him  n 
"  He  winn.  still,  laiiy. 
For  this,  nor  for  that." 

"  O  grill  my  baim,  nounce ; 

"  0  still  bim  wi'  the  wand  I " 
"  He  winna  still,  lady, 

For  ft'  his  falher'a  land." 


"0  (till  my  bnirn,  nourice. 

0  still  him  wi'  the  bell !  " 
"  He  winnH  still,  lady, 

Till  ye  come  down  yourseL" 


0  the  firslen  itep  she  eleppit, 
She  -ileppit  on  n  siAne  t 

But  the  neiateo  8i«p  alie  steppH, 
She  met  him,  Lninkin. 


"  0  mercy,  mercy,  Lamkin ! 

Ha'e  mercy  upon  mo  1 
Tliough  you've  ta'en  my  young  son's  lifb) 

Ye  may  let  mysel  be." 

"  0  sail  I  kill, her,  nourice  7 

Or  sail  I  lather  be?" 
"  O  kill  her,  kill  her,  Lamkin, 

For  she  ne'er  vrm  good  U>  me." 

"  0  floour  the  ba»on,  nourice, 

And  mak  it  fair  and  clean, 
For  to  keep  this  lady's  heart's  blood, 

For  she's  come  o'  nobie  kin." 

**  There  need  nae  bason,  Lamkin  ; 

Lat  it  run  through  the  Hoor ; 
What  better  is  the  heart's  blood 

0'  the  rich  than  o"  the  poor?  " 

13ut  ere  three  months  were  at  an  end, 

Lord  Wearie  came  again  ; 
But  dowie  dowie  was  his  heart 

When  first  he  came  hame. 

"  0  wba's  blood  is  this,"  he  says, 
"Thai  lies  in  ilie  cbamer?" 

"  II.  is  your  lady's  heart's  blood  ; 
'Tid  &i  cleiir  ui  ibe  lamer." 


LAUKIN. 

-  ■^''^  '*''*■*.»»■*  blood  is  thW  be  says, 

"  .  '**»-l  !iea  in  my  lia'  ?  " 
•*  ^\^    >our  young  son's  beuil's  blood  i 
'^'^   Ite  cleaiesl  avii." 

O  **eetlj  sang  tlie  bluck-bird 

"^^ai  sat  upon  the  tree  ; 
B"^  s^rer  grot  Lomkin, 

"'heii  be  was  coiiJenui'd  to  die. 

Anfl  bonny  sang  the  mavis 
Oui  o'  (he  thorny  brake  ! 

But  gairer  grat  the  nourice, 
^en  she  nus  tied  to  the  stoke. 


LAMBERT  LINKIN. 

"  Thk  present  copy  is  given  from  recitation,  and 

though  it  could  have  received  additioas.  and  piirhnpi 
injpraveiiiL'iitG,  from  anotfa<^r  copy,  obtnined  from  x. 
niuilar  wjurci',  and  of  e<]U!vl  autkeiiti(.-ity,  in  bia  posws- 
eioQ,  the  Editor  did  not  like  to  itae  a  liberty  which  ii 
liable  to  much  iibuse.  To  souie,  the  present  set  uf  the 
ballad  may  be  valuable,  &b  handing  dawn  both  name 
Hud  nickuHiue  of  the  revengeful  builder  of  Prime 
Caftlo;  for  ihtre  can  he.  little  doubt  that  the  epithet 
LirJcin  Mr.  Lambert  acquired  from  the  tecrecy  and 
address  with  which  he  inMnuated  himsdf  into  that 
notable  atrength.  Indued,  nil  the  niLniesof  Lamner- 
linkiu,  Lam  tuik  in,  Lam  kill,  Luukin,  Liiikin,  Belinkin, 
can  easily  be  traced  out  as  abbreviations  of  Lambvrt 
Linkin.  I[i  the  present  set  of  the  ballad,  Lambert 
Linkin  and  Belinkin  are  used  indifferently,  aa  the 
measure  of  the  verse  may  require;  in  the  other  recited 
copy,  to  whiuh  refurenoe  has  Ijeen  made,  it  is  T^m- 
mrrliukin  and  Lamkin ;  and  the  nobleman  for  whom 
lie  "  built  a  house  "  i»  stated  to  be  "  I-ord  Arran."  No 
allusion,  hovever,  is  made  here  to  the  n 


:  Dins  of  I^H 
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o.uicr  of  ViTiiie  CasUe.  Anliijuaries,  peniilvcDtura, 
m.iy  6ml  it  M  difficull  to  »etUe  the  precise  locality  of 
tliis  furtiili>:«)  as  they  have  found  it  to  fix  the  lopo^ 
raphy  of  Troy,"    ;Uoiherw«tra  Atinslrth^,  p.  2yi. 

In  Finby'i  second  copy,  tie  murderer'a  name  ia  Bal- 
oanqu&li  "  vlilch,"  observes  the  editor,  "  ia  on  anticnt 
Si'oliiiJi  turnnme,  and  h  somctiinea  I'orruptiHl,  for  tlie 
more  agreeable  wum),  inlo  Belani^n."  It  is  uiore 
likely  thai  Belinkin  has  luggeBled  Ba1caiH|aiJ,  iUad 
Ikat  BalcAnfjual  has  been  comipletl  into  Luuldu. 


Beltnkin  waa  as  gude  a  mason 
As  e'er  pickl  a  Btane  ; 

He  built  up  Prime  Castle, 
But  payment  gnt  nane. 

The  lord  said  to  his  lady, 
When  he  was  going  iibroad, 

"  0  beware  of  Belinkin, 
For  he  lyes  in  the  wood." 

The  gates  they  were  boiled, 

Bailli  outside  and  in  j 
At  the  ama*  peep  of  a  windoif 

Bel  ink  ia  crap  in. 

"  Gude  morrow,  gude  morrow," 
Said  Lambert  Link  in. 

"  Gude  morrow  to  youi^ell,  eir," 
Said  the  fauee  nurie  lo  hiou 


LAMBEKT   LIKBm. 

''  O  wliara  is  your  gude  lord  ?  " 
Said  Lambert  Lin  kin. 

"  He's  awn  to  New  England, 
To  meet  wiih  his  king." 

"  0  where  ie  liis  auld  son  ?  " 
Said  Lambert  Linkin. 

"  He's  awa  to  buy  pear  lings, 
Gin  our  lady  ly  in." 

"  Tlien  she'll  never  wear  them," 
Said  Lambert  Linkin. 

"  And  that  h  nae  pily," 

Said  the  Pause  nurse  to  him. 

"  O  where  is  your  lady  ?  " 
Said  Lambert  Linkin. 

"  She's  in  her  bouir  sleepin'," 
Siud  the  fauiie  nurse  to  him, 

"  How  can  we  get  at  her  ?  " 
Sud  Lambert  Linkin. 

"Stab  the  babe  to  the  heart 
Wi'  a  silver  bo'kin." 

"  That  wud  be  a  pity," 
Said  Lambert  Linkin. 

"  Nae  pily,  nae  pity," 

Said  the  fause  nur^e  to  bio.  4 


tielinkin  be  rocked, 

And  tlte  fauee  nurse  she  umg, 
Till  a'  ihe  lores '  o'  the  cradle 

Wi'  the  red  blude  dowQ  ran. 

"  0  Blill  my  babe,  nurice, 
O  still  him  wi'  ibe  kuife." 

•  Hell  no  be  slill,  ludy, 
Tbo"  I  lay  down  my  life." 

"0  still  my  babe,  nurice, 
0  still  him  wi'  the  kame." 

«  He'll  DO  be  stiU,  tady, 

Till  his  daddy  come  hame." 

"O  still  my  babe,  nurice, 
O  still  him  wi'  the  bell." 

"  He'll  no  be  edll,  tady, 

Till  yo  come  down  youraell." 

"  It's  how  can  I  come  douti, 
ThiB  cauld  (rosty  nicht, 

Without  e'er  a  coal 
Or  a  dear  candle  licht  ? " 


•rt.  The  projectiDna  or  knobs  nt  tbe  comera  of  old- 
111  orndlM,  and  tha  oniHinenlad  b«lli  ooramDnly 
•nrmoiintliig   tba   book*   of  old    ohtin.    MothbB' 
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"  Thei-e's  twa  nmocks  in  your  coffer,  | 

As  white  as  a  swan  ; 
Put  ane  o'  ihem  about  jou, 

It  will  aliew  you  lichi  doun." 

Slie  took  ane  o'  them  about  her, 
And  came  tripping  douD ;  ' 

But  as  soon  as  she  viewed, 
Belinkin  was  in. 


"  Glide  morrow,  gudi 

Said  Lambert  Lid  kin. 
"  Gude  morrow  to  youraell,  bit," 

Said  ihe  lady  to  him. 

"  0  save  my  life,  Belinkin, 

Till  my  husband  come  back, 
And  I'll  gie  ye  as  much  red  gold 

As  ye'll  hflud  in  your  haL" 

"I'll  not  save  your  lift,  lady. 
Till  your  husband  come  back, 

Tbo'  you  wud  gie  me  as  much  red  gold 
As  I  could  hand  in  a  sack. 

"  Will  I  kill  her?"  quo'  Belinliin, 
"  Will  I  kill  her,  or  let  her  be  ?  " 
"  You  may  kill  her."  said  the  fause  onn^ 


"  She  was  ne'er  gude  to  me 


^M 


'^"^HERT   LINK  IN. 

An^F"^^  \>e  kirJ  o'  the  Castle, 
*-'"^'^'U  be  ladye." 

Thente  cut  aff  her  head 

Fra  lier  lily  breast  bane, 
And  he  hung  't  up  in  the  kitchen, 
It  made  a'  tlie  ha'  shine. 

The  lord  sat  in  England 

A^drinkiug  llie  wine : 
"  I  wish  a'  may  be  weet 

Wi'  my  lady  at  home  ; 
for  the  ririgfl  o'  my  fingers 

They're  now  buret  in  twain !  " 

lie  saddled  his  horse, 
And  he  came  riding  doun ; 

But  as  soon  as  be  viewed, 
Uelinkiu  was  in. 

He  hadna  weel  stepped 
Twa  steps  up  the  stair. 

Till  be  saw  his  pretty  young  son 
Lying  dead  on  the  floor. 

He  hadna  weel  stepped 
Other  twa  up  ihe  stair. 

Till  he  saw  his  pi-elty  lady 
Lying  dead  in  despair. 


lOG 


He  hanged  Belinkin 
lUegnle; 


Oui 


And  he  burnt  llie  faiiae 
Being  tuiiler  the 


nurioe, 
grate. 


^^E  LAIRD  OF  WARISTOUN. 

Jaiiiksos  and  Kialoch  have  each  published  a  blgUlj 
ilraMlic  fr^pm  pf  yj,  ,g„iy„  gto^.  Both  of  these 
ire  here  ^vcd,  and  in  the  Appendix  may  be  aeen 
Diictians  more  eiteoaive,  but  far  lepa  poelital  vnv 
"<*-  Willi  this  last,  we  have  printert  ^^r.  Chanibera'a 
»^«nl  of  the  events  on  wliic-h  these  ballads  are 
Mwnded. 

JaouKMn'a  copy  wm  taken   down   by   Sir  Walter 
°^^,  (nm  the  recitatiou  of  im  niotbor.      Popular 
'   ^*lA,  i.  109. 


Dow»  by  yort  garden  green 
Sae  merrily  as  alie  gaea  : 

She  has  iwa  weel-made  teet, 
And  the  iripd  upon  her  tae<i 

She  bus  twa  w  eel-ID  tide  feett 

F&r  belter  is  her  hand  ; 
Sbe'a  as  jimp  in  the  middle 

As  ony  willow-wmid. 


THE    LAIRD    OF    WARrSTODN. 

"  Gif  ye  will  do  my  bidding, 
At  my  bidding  for  to  ha, 

It's  I  will  mnke  you  lady 
Of  a'  the  lands  you  see." 

He  Bpak  a  woi'd  in  jeat ; 

Her  answer  wasna  good ; 
He  threw  a  plate  at  her  face, 

Made  it  a'  gush  out  o'  blood. 

She  wasna  frae  her  chamber 
A  Biep  but  barely  three, 

When  up  anJ  at  her  richl  hand 
There  alood  Han's  Enemy. 

"  Gif  ye  will  do  my  bidding. 
At  my  bidding  for  to-be  j 

m  leam  you  a  wile 
Avenged  for  to  be." 

The  Foul  Thief  knotted  the  tether; 

She  lifted  his  bead  on  hie  ; 
The  nourice  drew  the  knot 

That  gor'd  lord  Waristoun  die. 

Then  word  is  gone  lo  Leith, 

Also  to  Edinburgh  town, 
Tbat  the  lady  hiid  kiU'd  the  laird, 
The  lair.]  o'  Waristouu. 


THE    LAISD   or   WARISTODK. 

"  Tuk  off,  tak  aff  ray  hood, 
But  lat  my  pellicont  be  ; 

Put  my  mauile  o'er  my  head ; 
For  the  fire  I  Joivna  see. 

"  Now,  a'  ye  gentle  maids, 
T^  warning  now  by  me, 

And  never  marry  ane 

But  wha  pleases  your  e'e. 


"  For  he  married  me  for  love, 
But  I  married  him  tor  f™  ; 

And  sae  brak  out  the  teud 
Thai  gar'd  my  dearie  die." 


WABMSTOim. 


I  ScaOuh  BnUaiU,  p.  68. 


It  was  at  dinner  as  the;  eat, 
And  when  they  drank  the  wine, 

How  h»ppy  were  Ihe  Inird  and  lady 
Of  bunnie  Wariestoun. 

The  lady  spak  but  ae  word, 

The  matter  to  conclude  ; 
The  laird  strak  her  on  the  mouth. 

Till  she  apat  out  o'  blude. 

She  did  not  know  the  way 

Her  min<i  to  aaligfy, 
Till  evil  cam  into  her  head 

All  by  the  Enemy. 


LAIIID    OF   WARIRSTOCM. 

"  Al  pvening  n-lien  re  ?it 
Aiid  wliun  ye  ilrink  the  wine, 

See  llial  ^c  fill  tlie  glass  well  up 
To  the  laii-d  o'  Waiitslouu." 

So  at  (able  aa  thuy  ^iii. 

And  when  they  ili-ank  tlic  wine, 
Sbe  mitde  the  glass  al^  gne  round 

To  the  laird  o'  Waric-Mouti. 

Tbe  DDrice  she  knet  the  knot. 

And  0  she  knet  it  sirker  ; 
Tlie  ladle  did  gie  it  a  twig, 

Till  ii  began  to  wicker. 

But  word  has  gane  doiin  lo  Leiili, 

And  up  to  Embro  toun, 
Tlmt  ilie  lady  ?he  has  slain  Ihe  laird, 

The  laird  o'  Wariestoun. 

Word's  gane  to  her  father,  the  great  I 
pace. 

And  an  angry  man  was  he  ; 
Cries,  "  Fy !  gar  niak  a  barrel  o'  (jikes 

And  row  her  doun  some  brae," 

She  said,  "Wae  be  to  ye,  Wariestoun, 

I  wish  ye  may  sink  for  ain  ; 
For  I  bae  been  your  gudwife 


!  LAlliD    OF   WARIESTODK. 

Theae  oioe  years,  running  len ; 
And  I  never  lored  ye  sae  weill 
As  now  when  you're  lying  slain." 

"  But  lak  aff  this  gowd  brocade, 

And  let  my  peilicoat  be, 
And  tie  a  handkerchief  round  my  ^ace^  1 

Tbat  the  [leople  may  not  see," 


THE  QUEEN'S  MARIE. 


Ov  ihis&SeL'tiog  balliid  iliiTerent  eilllioni  liave  ajJ- 
penrediu  &i:ott'bM'nitrelig,Sharpe'iB'illair Bmih.p.l'i, 
Kinloch'a  Scottuh  Baiiad',  and  Motherwell'i  Min*lrel- 
ty.  There  is  aim  a  Ira^ent  in  Maidment'a  North 
Counlrie  Oarlnnd,  which  has  been  reprinted  in  Bu- 
ehan's  GUanitigs,  p.  164,  and  a  very  inferiar  verBion. 
with  a  dilTerenl  cataatrophe,  ia  Buchan'a  larger  i^olleo 
lion,  (ii.  180.)  called  fVareiielon  and  the  Duke  of 
YarVi  Daaffhter.  Kinloch'a  I'opy  may  Iw  found  with 
Hu'dmunt'R  fragment,  in  the  Appendix  lo  tJiJs  volume ; 
Hotberwetl'a  immediately  after  the  prexent. 

Sir  Wiilter  Scott  conceives  the  bnlliuj  to  have  hitd 
its  foundatiou  in  an  event  nhich  took  plaeu  early  in 
ihe  reign  of  Mary  Stuart,  described  by  Knos  as  (al 
lows  ;  "  Id  the  very  time  of  the  General  Asiembly, 
Ihere  comes  to  public  knowledge  a  haynous  nmr- 
Iher,  comnutted  in  the  court  ;  yea,  not  fkr  Iroui  the 
Queen's  lap ;  fir  a  French  woman,  that  served  in  ilie 
Queen'*  chunber,  had  phiycd  the  whoro  with  tha 
Queen's  own  apothet-ary.  The  woman  conceived  and 
hare  a  childe,  whom,  with  common  consent,  the  falher 
I^Ud  mother  murthert^d ;  y<.'t  were  tJie  cries  of  a  new- 
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borne  cliilde  hcirdsi  sean'he  was  made,  the  thililc  aud 
tlie  motber  nvr?  both  apprehended,  and  so  ncre  the 
man  and  the  iroman  coodeiuned  to  be  lianged  in  tho 
publicke  street  of  Edinburgh.  The  puabhrnent  wu 
Buiialile,  because  thu  crime  was  baynous.  But  yei  wu 
not  the  court  purged  of  whores  aud  whorcdoum,  whiih 
was  the  fountaine  of  sui'h  enormities :  for  It  was  well 
known  thai  shame  basled  mamage  betwist  John  Sem- 
piil,  called  the  Dancer,  and  Muiy  Levingiitoa,  sir- 
nained  the  Luaty.  VtliM  bruit  tlio  Marii.-s  and  lie 
rest  of  the  dancers  of  the  court  had,  llie  hiiUniln  of  thai 
age  doe  witnesse,  nhit-h  we  for  modeatie'i  sake  omit 
KkoX's  ffwiori/  o/tht  Re/ormalion.  p.  S73. 

"  Such,"  Sir  WalUr  goes  on  to  say,  ■'  seems  to  be 
Ibe  subJuL*!  of  the  rollowing  ballad,  aa  carratud  by  the 
stem  apostle  of  Presbytery.  It  will  readily  strike  the 
reailer,  that  the  tale  has  sufTurod  great  altentiona,  h 
handed  down  by  tradition  ;  the  French  waiting  wo- 
man being  changed  into  Mary  Uamiltoa,  and  tin 
'»  apothecary  into  Henry  Darnloy.  Yet  thi*  Is 
less  surprising,  when  vre  recollect,  that  one  of  Ibe 
heaviest  of  the  Queen's  complaints  against  her  iltAtU 
husband,  was  his  infidelity,  and  that  even  with  ber 
pcnional  attendants." 

Saii^actorily  as  the  circnmstances  of  Knox's  ttny 
may  agree  with  those  of  the  ballads,  a  cdncidcnce  no 
less  striking,  aiid  extending  even  to  the  name,  is  pity 
•enled  by  an  inddent  wliich  occurred  at  the  court  of 
Peter  llie  Great.  "  During  the  reign  of  the  Cut 
I'dcr."  observes  Mr.  C,  K.  Sharpc,  "  one  of  his  Em- 
press's  attendants,  a  Miss  Hamilton,  was  executed  Ua 
inter  of  a  natural  child,— not  her  fiirt  crime  in 
that  way,  as  was  mispected  :  and  the  Emperor,  whoM 
admiratian  of  her  beauty  did  not  preserve  her  lift, 
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•Mod  upon  Cbe  scaffold  till  her  bead  was  struck  ofT, 
wtuch  be  lifted  by  the  ears  and  Icused  on  the  lipa.  I 
cannot  help  tlunking  ibac  tlie  two  stories  have  bcca 
confiisod  in  tlio  bnlind ;  (or,  if  Marie  Hamilton  was  cxe- 
gated  in  Scotland,  It  \a  not  likely  that  her  n-lationa 
Kaded  beyond  sea»;  and  we  linvi;  no  pi'ool'lhat  Ham- 
iliOQ  was  rcallj  the  name  of  the  woman  wbo  luada 
the  alip  with  the  Queen's  apotlieiary." 

Scotft  ediiioa  of  Slain  llamitlon,  (tlie  ttr«t  eivx 
pablished,)  was  made  up  by  bim,  from  Tsrioua  copiei. 
See  Minttreli^  of  the  ScoUith  Border,  iii.  291 


UlBiB  Hauilton's  lo  the  kirk  gtine, 

Wi'  ribbon'  in  her  hair ; 
The  King  thought  mair  o'  Marie  Hamilton, 

Than  ony  that  were  there. 

Uarie  Uomillon'^  to  the  kirk  gone, 

Wi*  ribbons  on  her  brenst ; 
Tlie  King  ibonghl  mair  o'  Marie  Hamilton, 

Than  ho  listfn*d  to  the  priest. 

'   Uarie  Homillon's  to  the  kirk  gane, 
Wi'  gloves  upon  her  bands ; 
The  King  thought  mair  o'  Marie  Flamilton, 
Tban  the  Queen  and  a'  her  lands. 

She  hadna  hem  about  the  King's  court 

A  month,  but  hnrely  one, 
!KU  ahe  was  beloved  by  a'  the  King's  ooort, 

And  the  King  the  only  man. 


k 


116 


THE    queen's   UARIE. 


She  hadna  been  about  the  Kiog's  court 

A  month,  but  barely  three, 
Till  frac  the  King's  court  Mnrie  HamiltoDif 

Marie  Hamilton  diirslna  be. 

The  King  is  to  the  Abbey  gane, 

To  pu'  the  Abbey  tree, 
To  scale  the  babe  frac  Marie's  heart ; 

But  (he  thing  it  wadna  be. 

0  she  has  row'd  it  in  her  apron, 

And  set  it  on  the  sea, — 
"  Gae  sink  ye,  or  swim  ye,  bonny  babe^ 

Ye's  get  nac  mair  o"  me." — 

Word  is  to  the  kitchen  ganc, 

And  word  is  lo  the  ha', 
And  word  is  to  the  noble  room, 

Amang  the  Indyes  a'. 
That  Marie  Hamitlon'a  brought  to  bed. 

And  the  bonny  babe's  mist  and  awa'. 

Scarcely  had  she  lain  down  again. 

And  scarcely  fa'en  asleep, 
When  up  then  started  our  gude  Queen, 

Just  at  her  bed-feel ; 
Saying — "Marie  Haraillon,  where'ayonrbi 

For  I  am  sure  I  heard  it  greet,"- 

),  0  no,  my  noble  Queen  I 


Think  no  such  thing  to  be 


THB   QCREn's  UABIE. 

,  Twas  bat  a  stitch  into  my  side. 
And  sair  it  troublea  me." — 

"  Get  up,  get  up,  Marie  Haraihon  ; 
Get  np  and  follow  me  ; 
I  For  I  am  going  lo  Edinburgh  Iflwn, 


^ 
^ 


A  rich  wedding  for  (( 
0  slowly,  slowly  r 


raise  she  up, 
And  slowly  put  she  on  ; 
And  Blowly  rwle  ahe  out  ihe  way, 
Wi'  mony  a  weary  groan. 

The  Queen  was  clad  in  scarlet, 

merry  maids  all  Id  green ; 
And  every  town  that  they  cam  to, 
They  took  Marie  for  the  Queen. 


Ride  hooly,  hooly,  gentli 

Bide  hooly  now  wi'  me 

Fornever,  I  am  sur 

Bade  in  your  cum 


I  Bat  little  wist  Mnrie  Hamilton, 
When  she  rade  on  the  brown, 

wThat  she  was  ga'en  lo  Edinburgh  town. 
And  a'  to  be  put  down. 

*  Why  weep  ye  so,  ye  hurgt-sa  wives, 
Why  look  ye  so  on  me  ? 
|0  I  am  going  to  Edinburgh  town, 
A  rich  wedding  for  to  see." — 
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When  «lie  gaed  up  the  tulbooth  sliurs. 
The  corks  frae  Imr  lieeU  did  llee; 

And  lang  or  e'er  she  cam  down  again, 
Slie  was  coiideran'd  Lu  die. 

Wlien  slie  cam  lo  the  Netberbow  port, » 
Slib  laughed  loud  Jauglitera  three  ; 

But  when  iilie  cam  to  the  gidlows  foot, 
The  tears  blinded  her  ee. 

»  Yestreen  the  Queen  had  four  Slarie?,' 
The  night  she'll  hne  but  three  j 

There  was  Marie  Seaion,  and  Marie  Bestoi 
And  Maria  Carmichael,  and  me. 


'  Tha  Netherhow  port  wm  the  (ptto  which  divided  tl 
of  Edlnborgh  from  ths  sabnrb,  oalled  the  Ciaangale. 

»  Tbs  Qneen'.  Mnriei  were  four  young  l»die»  of  riio  liiflf 
B"t  frimlliM  in  SootlsHd,  *ho  wore  wot  lo  |fran™  In  li" 
train,  and  ratumcd  irith  her  to  Scotland.  Keith  gim  u 
their  name*,  p.  56.    "  The  younf;  Queen,  Uiry,  embirkeJ 

U  Danharton  Tor  France, and  with  her  went 

and  Tour  yoong  virgin*,  all  of  the  name  of 

Mary,  Til.  Livin)pilon,  Fleming,  tienlnun,  and  Bcatoim." 
Neither  Mary  LiTingHtoii,  nor  ftfary  FJeming,  ore  raantioued 
Id  the  ballad ;  nor  are  tlie  Uarjr  Hmnlltua,  mid  Uury  Cuiui- 
cbnei,  or  the  twUlad,  montianed  by  Koith.  Bot  if  ihia  eorp* 
oontinuod  to  conaiit  of  young  vindc*,  lu  when  oritciiol't 
niicd,  it  could  hardly  have  Bubnisleil  williout  occasionol  re 
enillnl  eapeciiklly  if  vre  tnutoar  old  burd,  aud  Jolia  Knox. 

Tbe  Queen'*  Maries  are  neaiioned  in  mnay  balludt,  iii> 
the  name  nem*  to  tiave  pnsieJ  into  u  general  deiiomlnatioi 
hr  female  attendantB.— Soott. 


i 


THE   QCEES  3   SrAIlIE. 

"  0  uden  Imve  T  dress' il  my  Queen, 
And  put  gold  upon  her  hair ; 

Bui  iiow  I've  goUen  for  ray  reward 
The  giillows  lo  be  my  share. 

"  Ofleii  have  I  di-eis'd  my  Quean, 
And  often  mnile  her  bed  : 

But  now  I've  goiten  for  my  reward 
The  gnllows  tree  lo  tread. 


^  "I  charge  ye  all,  ye  n 

Whi:n  yu  fiul  gwer  the  liiein. 
Let  luiiilier  my  fiithei-  nor  inolher  get  wit, 
But  that  I'm  uimiiig  hume. 


"  I  charge  ye  all,  ye 

That  Nuil  upon  ihu  ^^a, 
Let  neither  my  finliur  nor  mother  get  wi 

rWii  dog'j  death  I'm  to  die. 

"  For  if  my  father  and  mother  got  wii^ 
Ati<I  tny  bold  brettiren  three, 

0  mifkle  wad  be  the  gude  red  blude 
Thid  day  wad  be  spilt  for  me  ! 

"  0  little  did  my  mother  ken, 
Tluu  day  iihe  tMudlcd  me. 
I   The  l«iidj  I  was  to  travel  in, 
Oi'  the  death  I  wan  lo  die  I  ' 


UABS  HAMILTON.  ■ 

From  Uotherwell'i  HUalreltfi,  p.  311.  ' 

"  Is  thia  set  of  the  ballad,  from  its  direct  allusion  lo 
the  UBO  of  the  Savin-tree,  a  clue  ia,  perhaps,  aSbicIed 
tor  tracing  bow  the  poor  mediciacr  moutioncd  fay  Knox 
should  be  implicated  in  the  criue  of  Mary  Hamiltca. 
It  may  also  be  noted  aa  a  feature  iu  this  vcrnon  of  the 
ballad,  which  does  not  occur  in  any  heretofore  printed, 
the  unfortunate  heroine's  proud  and  indignant  spum- 
ing at  life  after  her  character  had  been  laiuted  by  tlie 
inJamy  of  a  aentence  of  condemnation.  In  another 
copy  of  the  ballad,  also  obtained  from  recitation,  Ihit 
sentiment  ia,  perhaps,  still  more  forcibly  expressed  1  at 
any  rate,  it  is  more  appropriate  aa  being  addressed  to 
the  King.  The  whole  concluding  vetoes  of  this  copy, 
diflering  as  they  soniuwhat  do  from  tlie  version  adopted 
for  a  text,  it  has  bceii  thought  worth  while  to  preserre. 

"  Bat  bring  to  ina  >  cup,"  ah«  uyl,  M 

^  A  cup  bat  and  ■  can,  ^ 

And  I  will  drink  tu  al!  m;  (Heads,  ^M 

And  they'll  drink  to  ma  again.  '  ^H 

Here's  to  you,  kII  inkTelleri,  ^^^^^^| 

Vha  tniTel  by  Isnd  or  soai  ^^^^^^^| 

Lat  nn  wit  to  my  tMiitr  not  mother  ^^^^^^H 

The  death  that  I  inost  dlo.  ^^^^^^H 

Here's  to  j-tiu,  nil  travellers,  ^^^^^^H 


HART    H4H1LT0N. 


Th«I  travel  on  Jry  laud  i 
LM  n>  irlt  to  m;  Tutbcr  or  molber 


Or  wbal  dentil  1  would  ilie. 
0  llttts  did  my  mothar  Uiiuk, 

Flnt  Uma  the  tied  my  lieut, 
Wtuit  luid  I  wu  to  tr«ad  upon, 

Or  whftra  I  would  win  my  bread. 
Teatreen  Qaeea  U>ry  b&d  ftaur  MBriet) 

Thit  cjgbt  she'll  bie  bul  thrm; 
Bho  bid  Mary  Seaton,  sml  Mnry  Beaton, 

And  Mary  CnrmichMl,  and  mo. 
YeBtreeo  1  wmb  Qoeen  Marc'*  TmC, 

Aad  bora  Iwr  till  bar  bed; 
This  day  she's  given  lue  my  rBnnrd, 


Catt  air,  cast  aff  m 


And  lye  a  napkin  oa  toy  face, 


Tfaia  da.v  thou  wilt  dine  with  me." 
Hold  yanr  tongw,  my  (Dveraigu  liege, 


Te  (huuld  lilt  hue  ahamcd  me  bure ! ' 

"  The  copy  of  the  ballad  from  which 
^ven,  begiiu  with  this  Terse  : 

"  There  warn  ibrce  ladiea.  th^y  lived  in  a 

And  U  but  they  wera  bir; 
The  yunngaal  a'  [liem  Is  lo  the  King's  cot 

Tu  leurti  some  onco  iair." 


122  MARY  HAailLTOIT. 

"  TLere  is  aootber  Terdon  in  whieli  die  heroine  ii 
named  Mary  Mylea,  or  Myle ;  but  ]Uyl«  is  probabi/ 
B  cormptioii  of  the  epithet  '  mild,'  which  occurs  in 
the  A^ment  given  in  the  Nurth  Countrie  Garland." 
Moth  Kit  WELL. 

Thi^ri:  lived  a  kiiigbt  into  iha  North, 

And  lie  had  duuglilers  three : 
Tlie  line  of  them  wa.s  a  Ijurbec's  wife, 

The  other  a  gay  ladic  ; 

And  the  youngest  o'  them  to  Scotland  u 

The  Queen's  Mary  to  be  ; 
And  for  a*  that  they  could  say  or  do. 

Forbidden  she  wouldoa  be. 


The  prince'd  bed  it  was  sae  saft. 
The  spices  they  were  sae  fine. 

That  out  of  it  she  could  not  lye 
While  she  was  scarce  fitlecn. 

She's  gane  to  the  garden  gay 

To  pu'  of  the  savin  tree ; 
But  for  a'  that  she  could  say  or  So, 

The  babie  it  would  not  die. 

She's  rowed  it  in  her  handkerchief, 

She  threw  it  in  the  sea : 
Says, — "  Sink  ye,  Bwira  ye,  my  bonnie  b 


For  ye'll  get  nac  raair  of  me." 


i 
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'  Quc«n  Mary  came  trippiog  down  the  etalr, 
Wi'  the  gold  strings  in  lier  hair: 
"  O  whare's  the  liltle  babie,"  she  says, 
"  That  I  beard  greei  sae  6air  ?  " 

"  0  hald  your  tongue,  Queen  Mary,  my  dame, 

Let  all  tho^e  words  go  free  ; 
[t  was  mysell  wi'  a  fit  o'  the  sair  colic, 

1  was  sick  Just  like  lo  die." 

"  O  hald  your  tongue,  Mary  Hamilton, 
L«I  all  those  words  go  free ; 

0  where  is  the  little  babie 
Thai  I  heard  weep  by  thee  ?  " 

"I  rowed  it  in  my  handkerchief, 
And  threw  it  in  the  see  ; 

1  bode  it  sink,  1  bade  it  swim, 
It  would  get  nae  mair  o'  me." 

"  O  wae  be  lo  ihee,  Mary  Hamilton, 

And  an  ill  deid  may  you  die ; 
For  if  you  had  saved  the  habie'a  life, 

It  might  hae  been  on  honour  to  thee. 

"  Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  Mary  Hamilton, 

O  busk  ye  to  be  a  bride ) 
For  1  am  going  to  Edinburgh  town 

Your  gay  wedding  lo  bide. 


^_  lour  gay  wed 


I  HAJtY   HAHILTOII. 

"  You  must  not  put  on  your  robes  of  black, 
Nor  yet  your  robes  of  brown  ; 

But  you  must  put  on  your  yellow  gold  stuS», 
To  shine  thro'  Edinburgh  lown." 

"  I  wilJ  not  put  on  my  robes  of  black, 

Nor  yet  my  robes  of  brown  j 
But  I  will  put  on  my  yellow  gold  stufi^fl 

To  shine  tbro'  EtUnburgh  town." 

As  she  went  up  the  Parliament  CIos^   j 

A  riding  on  her  horse, 
Tbere  she  saw  many  a  burgess'  lady 

Sit  greeting  at  the  cross. 

"  0  what  means  a'  ihia  greeting  ? 

I'm  sure  it's  nae  for  me ; 
For  Tm  come  rhk  day  to  Edinburgh  town, 

W^el  wedded  for  lo  be." 

^Vhen  she  gade  up  tlie  Parliament  si 
She  gied  loud  lauchters  three ; 

But  ere  that  she  had  come  down  Bgtii%  I 
She  wi»  condemned  to  die. 

"  0  little  did  my  mother  think, 
The  day  she  prinned  ray  gown, 

That  I  was  to  come  sae  far  irae  hara« 
To  be  hanged  in  Edinburgh  town. 


HABI  HAUtLTON. 
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"  0  wfaatll  my  poor  father  think, 
Aa  he  comes  through  the  town, 

To  see  the  face  of  his  Molly  fair 
Hanging  on  the  gallows  pin  ? 


"  Here's  a  health  to  the  it 

That  plough  the  mging  main  ; 
Let  neither  my  mother  nor  Iktber  ken 

But  I'm  coming  hame  again. 

*  Here's  a  liealih  to  ilic  sailors 

That  sail  upon  the  seit ; 
Let  neither  my  mollier  nor  father  ken 

That  I  came  here  lo  die. 

"Testreen  the  Queen  liuJ  four  Maries, 
This  night  she'll  hae  but  three  ; 

There  was  Mnry  Bealon,  and  Mury  Sealon, 
And  Miiry  Ciirmichael  and  me." 

"  0  hald  your  tongue,  Mary  Hamilton, 

Let  all  iho-se  words  go  free  ; 
This  night  t-re  ye  be  hanged 

Ye  shall  gang  hame  wi'  me." 

"O  hald  your  tongue.  Queen  Mary,  my  dume, 

Let  all  those  words  go  free  ; 
e  I  have  come  to  Edinburgh  town, 

It's  hanged  1  shall  be  i 
For  it  shall  ne'er  be  said  llial  In  your  court 

I  waa  condemned  to  die," 


BESSIE  BELL  AND  MART  QBAT. 

From  Lyle'a  AncimC  Ballaili  and  Sonffn,  p,  160, 
iclipre  it  was  printed  as  collated  "  Irom  the  singing  of 
two  aged  persona,  one  of  them  a  uative  of  Perthshire." 
There  are  two  veraions  slightly  diflering  from  the  pres- 
ent ; — one  in  Cunninghuu's  iSiin^a  of  Scotland,  iii. 
GO,  obtAined  Iroiti  Sir  Walter  S<:o[t,  and  another  b 
Mr.  Kirkpatrick  Sharpe's  Ballad  Book,  p.  62. 

Allan  Ramsav  wrote  a  song  with  the  same  title,  be- 
ginning with  the  lirst  stanza  of  tbe  ballad,  (  Tta  7'aUr 
MiiceUany,  i.  70.) 

The  Gtory  of  the  nnfortanale  hercnnes  is  thus  giren 
hj  Chambers :  "  Bcaaie  Bell  and  M&ry  Gray  were  th« 
daughters  of  two  country  gentlemen  in  the  neighbor 
hood  of  Perth ;  and  an  intimate  inendsliip  mbnsted 
between  them.  Bessie  Bell,  daughter  of  the  Lainl  of 
Kinnaird,  happening  to  be  on  a  risit  to  Mary  Gray,  at 
her  father's  house  of  Lynedoch,  when  the  plague  of 
1666  brofae  out,  to  avoid  tbe  infection,  the  two  young 
ladies  built  themselves  a  bower  in  a  very  retired  and 
romantic  apot,  called  the  Burn-braes,  about  three  (luai^ 
ters  of  a  mile  westward  from  Lynedoch  House ;  where 
the}^  resided  for  gome  time,  supplied  irith  fbod,  it  if 
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lid,  bj  a  young  gentleman  of  Pertfa,  who  rrnx  In  love 
li  tbeta  both.  The  digeaso  was  nnrortnnaiely  com- 
nicaled  to  thctti  by  lUeir  lover,  and  prorcnJ  fatal ; 
1,  according  to  custom  in  cases  of  the  pliigue,  they 
wre  not  burieJ  in  the  ordinary  parochial  plai'e  of 
■opulture,  but  in  a  sequestered  spot,  oaUed  the  Dronach 
Hangh,  at  the  foot  of  a  brae  of  the  same  name,  upon 
tbe  banks  of  the  River  Almond." 


O  Bes&t  Bell  an'  Mary  Gray, 
They  wore  twu  bonnie  lassies  ; 

Tbej  biggil  k  house  on  yon  burn-bi'sc, 
An*  theekit  it  o'er  wi'  rashes. 

They  Iheekil  it  o'er  wi'  birk  and  brume. 
They  theekit  it  o'er  wi'  heather, 

Till  the  pest  «»m  fme  the  neib'rin  loivn 
An'  gtreekil  them  baith  thegither. 

They  were  na'  buried  in  Meffun  kirk-yaiil, 

Amang  the  rest  o'  tlieir  kin  ; 
Bat  they  were  buried  by  Dornoch  haugh, 

On  tbe  bent  before  the  sun. 

Sing,  Beasy  Bell  an'  Mary  Gray, 
They  were  twa  bonnie  Usses, 

Wlia'  biggit  a  bower  on  yon  burn-brae, 
Att'  theekit  it  o'er  wi'  thrashes. 


THE  CHILDKEN  IN  THE  1 

The  CkUdren  in  Ihe  Wood  is  perlifipa  the  moit  pop- 
ular of  all  English  ballads.  Its  merit  ia  attested  by  the 
favor  it  baa  enjoyed  with  bo  ninny  generatunis,  and 
iTa9  vindicated  to  a  cold  and  RrtiHcial  a^  by  tbo 
kindly  pen  of  Addison.  Tbe  viHtar  of  tbc  Relieves 
thought  that  the  subject  was  taken  (rom  an  old  play, 
publishcil  in  IGOI,  "of  a  young  child  murthered  in  a 
wood  by  two  ruffina.  with  the  lonsent  of  his  uukle," 
but  Ktson  discovered  that  the  ballad  was  enlered  in 
the  Stationers'  Registers  in  1505.  Tlie  plot  of  the  play 
was  undoubtedly  derived  from  (lie  luilian,  and  the 
author  of  the  ballad  may  have  taken  a  hint  fmrn  the 

Percy'!  edition,  (Reliiium,  i'lL  !18,)  which  <*e  have 

adopted,  nas  printed  from  two  old  copies,  one  of  them 
in  bbick-letter,  in  the  Pepj-s  collection.  The  full  title 
is.  The  Children  in  the  Wooil,  or.  The  Narfolb  Otnllt- 
man>  Laal  WUl  ovd  Teslamenl.  To  the  Tune  nf  Rogero, 
fco.  Copies  slightly  varying  from  Percy's  may  be  seen 
b  A  CMietion  of  OU  BaUadi,  (1 728,)  i.  331 ;  Bibton's 
Anrient  Sotigi,  il.  160 ;  The  Bvak  of  Briti>\  Ballad*, 
p.  1 S  ;  and  Uooi'e's  Pktoriai  Book  of  AncienI  Ballad 
I'oelrg,  p.  2I!3. 


fHE   CHILDREN    IK   THE   WOOD. 

Now  puiider  weU,  }'ou  pArenU  dean:, 

The^e  wordes  tvliicb  J  sliall  write  ; 
A  doleful  story  you  elinll  beare, 

In  time  brought  Ibnh  to  light. 
A  gcDllcmftn  of  good  arcount 

In  Norfolkc  dwelt  of  Inic;, 
Who  did  in  honour  far  surmount 

Most  men  of'  liis  estate. 

Sure  sicke  he  was,  niid  like  to  dye. 

No  hclpe  bis  life  could  save ; 
His  wife  by  him  as  dicke  did  Ije, 

And  t)otb  possest  one  grave- 
No  love  botween  these  tn-o  whs  lost, 

Ejich  wa«  to  other  kinde  t 
Id  love  Ihey  liv'd,  in  love  they  dyed, 
Aad  left  two  babes  bt-liinde : 

The  one  n  tSae  and  pretty  boy, 

Not  pnssiog  thi'ee  yeiires  olde: 
The  other  a  girl  more  young  tlmn  lie, 

And  iVam'd  in  benuty*:^  tnolde. 
The  father  left  liis  Utile  son. 

As  plainlye  doth  appeare, 
Wlien  he  to  perfect  iige  should  come, 

Three  hundred  poundes  a  yeare. 

And  to  hi«  little  daughter  Jitne 

Five  hundred  pounder;  in  goUl, 
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To  bo  paid  liowne  on  niiiri'iiige-dsy. 
Which  might  not  be  coiitroU'd  : 

But  if  the  childreo  chanue  to  dye, 
Ere  ihey  to  age  should  come. 

Their  uncle  should  possesse  tbdr  « 
For  ao-the  wille  did  run. 

"  Now,  brolber,"  said  the  dying  toon, 

"  Look  to  my  diiidren  deare  ; 
Be  good  unlo  my  boy  and  girl. 

No  IViendes  else  have  ihey  here  : 
To  God  aud  you  I  recoiiimend 

My  children  dcare  this  diiye  ; 
But  Ittdc  while  be  sure  we  have 

Within  this  world  to  staye. 

"  Ton  inuai  be  father  and  mother  both 

And  uncle  all  in  one; 
God  kiiowes  what  will  become  of  then| 

When  1  am  dead  and  gone." 
With  lliat  beapake  their  mother  d 

"  0  brother  kinde,"  quuih  ahee, 
**  Tou  ace  [he  man  mu^  bring  o 

To  wealth  or  miserie: 

"  And  if  you  keep  them  earefuUj, 
Then  God  will  you  reward  j 

But  if  you  otherwise  should  deal, 
God  will  your  deedes  regard." 


THE   CHn.DEES   IM    THE    WOOD.  1 

With  l\p[<es  OS  coH  a"  any  sloiio, 
The;  kist  iLeir  children  sionll : 

"  God  blcsa  you  both,  mj  cliilJieH  dunre  ;" 
With  ttukt  the  teares  did  full. 

These  speechei  llien  their  brother  spako 

To  this  si'cke  couple  there : 
"The  keepinj;  of  your  lillle  ones, 

Sweet  sUier,  do  not  feare. 
•  God  never  piwper  me  nor  mine, 

Nor  aiighl  else  that  I  h&w, 
If  1  do  wiping  your  children  dcnre, 

When  you  are  layd  in  grave." 

The  parents  being  dead  and  gone. 

The  children  home  he  take?, 
And  bringes  them  stniile  nnin  his  house. 

Where  much  of  them  he  makes. 
He  had  not  kept  these  pretty  babe" 

A  tweWeroonth  and  a  daje, 
But,  for  their  ivunllh,  lie  did  devise 

To  make  them  both  awaye. 

Be  bargaia'd  with  two  ruffians  strong. 

Which  were  of  ftirious  mood, 
That  they  should  take  these  children  young. 

And  si  aye  I  hem  in  a  wood. 
He  told  Iiis  wife  an  artfiil  tale. 

He  woald  the  childi-en  send 


To  bti  brouglil  up  in  fwre  London, 
With  oiie  tlntt  waa  bis  friend. 

Anay  then  went  iliose  pretty  babes, 

Rcjoydng  at  thnt  tide, 
Kejoyuing  with  a  merry  niinde, 

Tiiey  should  on  cock-horie  ride. 
They  prate  and  prattle  p!ea,sanlly, 

Aa  they  rode  on  the  waye, 
To  those  that  sliould  their  butiAers  be, 

And  work  Uicir  lives  decaye: 

So  Hint  lliL-  pretty  speeehe  ihey  had, 

Made  Murdur's  hourt  I'eleut : 
And  ihey  llmt  undeilooke  the  deed, 

Full  sore  did  now  ropeni. 
Yet  one  of  tliwin  raoi«  hard  of  heart) 

Did  von-e  to  do  hie  clturge, 
Becoiue  the  u'i'cttdi,  that  iiired  him. 

Had  paid  him  very  large. 

The  other  won't  agree  thereto, 

So  here  they  fall  to  strife  ; 
With  one  another  they  did  tight, 

About  the  diildrens  life : 
And  be  thai  wm  of  mildest  mood, 

Did  slaye  the  other  there, 
Within  an  unfrequented  wood  ; 

Tho  babe«  did  quake  far  fearel 


I  ino  usDtif  uiu  iiuiuce  lor  tears  i 

1^ 
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He  took  the  childreu  by  tlie  liaad, 

Teares  ^landing  in  tLeir  eye. 
And  bud  Lliem  gtrnitwHye  follow  bim, 

And  !ook  they  did  not  crya: 
And  Iwa  long  miles  he  Icdil  lliem  on, 

While  they  for  food  complaiiie : 
"  Staye  here,"  quoth  he, '■  I'll  bring  you  bn 

Wlien  I  come  back  againi.'." 

These  pretty  bnbes  wiih  hand  in  hnnd. 

Went  wittidering  up  and  downe  ; 
Bwt  never  more  couid  ive  ihe  njan 

Approaching  from  the  (owne  : 
Their  pretiye  lippes  with  blackberries, 

Were  ail  be«ineai''d  and  dyed. 
And  when  they  sawe  the  darksome  night, 

They  sat  tliem  downe  and  cryed. 

Thus  wandered  thwe  poor  innocent-:, 

Till  deaihe  did  end  iheir  gri^f. 
In  one  anotbera  armes  they  died, 

As  wanting  due  relief  i 
No  burial  tliis  pretty  pair' 

or  any  man  receives, 
Till  Robin-red -breast  piously 

Did  cover  ihom  with  leaves. 


And  now  the  heavy  wrnlhi!  ol"  Goii, 
Upon  their  nnele  fell ; 


*  THE   CnilDJlKN  DI  IHE   WOOD. 

Tea,  fcarfuU  fiends  did  haunt  his  house, 

His  conBcicDce  ielt  an  hel. 
His  bames  were  fir'il,  his  goodes  consom'fl 

His  landes  were  barren  made, 
His  callle  dyed  wilhin  the  field, 

And  nothing  with  bim  stayd. 

And  in  Ibe  voyage  of  Portugal ' 

Two  of  his  soiines  did  dye ; 
And  to  conclude,  himselfe  was  brought 

To  waul  and  miserye : 
He  pawn'd  and  tnortga^d  all  his  land 

Kre  seven  years  came  about. 
And  now  at  length  this  wicked  act 

Did  by  this  meones  come  out : 

The  fellowe,  that  did  lake  in  hand 

These  children  for  to  kill, 
Whs  for  a  robbery  judg'd  to  dye, 

Siieh  was  God's  ble^ed  will : 
Who  did  confess  the  very  truth. 

As  here  hath  been  displa/d : 
Their  uncle  having  dyed  in  gaoVV 

Where  he  for  debt  was  Uyd.   ■ 


You  that  executors  be  made, 
Ando 


TOE   CBILllttl^K   IN    Tllli    WHOD. 

Of  cliililren  thai  be  rnlUerles!!, 
Aiid  iiifanU  mile)  and  meek ; 

Take  you  examjile  hj  this  ihing, 
And  yield  to  eiich  his  right, 
>t  God  with  euch  like  miaeryfl 
Your  mcked  minds  requiu> 


HUGH  OF  LINCOU*. 


Ih  the  year  12Q5,  we  are  told  by  MaUbew  Pons,  iB 
his  account  of  tbe  reign  of  Ileury  111.,  the  Jews  of 
Linoolu  stole  a  boy,  named  Huah,  of  the  age  of  eight 
years,  whom,  after  torturing  for  ten  days,  they  crui^ified 
before  a  large  council  of  tbcir  people,  in  contempt 
of  Uio  death  of  the  founder  of  Chrlslianity.  The  boy 
was  nought  by  hia  mother  in  tbe  house  of  n  Joff, 
which  ho  had  been  seen  to  enter,  and  his  body  wM 
found  in  a  pit.  The  occupant  of  tho  house  being 
Beixed,  acknowledged  the  orime,  and  aroned,  besidet, 
that  the  like  was  commitled  nearly  every  year  by  hit 
nation.  Notwithslanding  the  promise  of  impunity  by 
which  this  coufes^on  had  been  obtainiKl,  the  wretch 
who  made  it  was  tied  to  the  taO  of  ahorse  and  dragged 
to  the  gallows,  an<l  aner  a  judicial  invetllgsUon, 
eighteen  of  the  richest  and  most  distinguished  Jem 
B  hanged  for  participulion  in  the  mur- 
der, while  many  more  were  detained  as  prisonen  in 
ibe  Tower  of  London.  On  the  other  hand,  the  body 
of  the  child  was  buried  with  tho  honors  ol'a  mni-tyr  in 
Lincoln  Cathedral,  where  a  construction,  auumod 
without  reawii  to  be  his  looib,  is  itill  shown.  Ths 
a  young  person,  found  near  this  qxX  in 
1791,  were   at  once   taken  lor  granted  to  be  thnsn  d 
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the  winwd  iofsat,  and  Umwinga  ircre  miule  ol'  the 
I,  wlilth  may  V«  ai'cii   iimoug  llie  workg  of  the 
in  die  Biiliah  Museum. 
Sevvral  ulnncg  of  tbe  same  tenor  arc  rciHirtitl  by 
English  clironiclcra.     It  may  be  doubusl  wbetlier 
e  is  a  grain  of  truth  in  any  of  thcoi,  allliough  it 
ilJ  be  no  wonder  if  the  atroi^ioiis  injuripa  inflicted 
ftn  the  Jfwii  should,  in  an  in-<tance  or  two,  hnvc  pro- 
voked a  bloody  retaliation,  even  from  that  trl(>e  whose 
badge  bu  always  been  sulTi^ranoe.     Tlie  autmnl  <ac- 
fiSeeof  a  Christian  child,  in  mockiiry  of  the  I'ruL'ifixion 
of  Jesos,  is  on  a  ]nir  for  credibility  with   the  niira- 
irhich  are  sjud  to  have  followed  the  ilttnth  of  Uiose 


The  exquisite  tali!  which  Chaucer  lias  put  into  tlte 
nooth  of  the  Priorciia  exhibits  nearly  tho  same  inci- 
dents as  the  foUowing  ballad.  Tbo  legend  of  Hugh 
of  Lincoln  was  widely  Ikmous.  Michel  has  published 
an  Angio-Nomian  ballad,  (Wujo  ile  Lirieolnia,)  on  the 
Miljcct,  which  appears  to  bu  almost  contemporary  with 
die  event  recorded  by  Matthew  Paris,  and  is  certainly 
Of  the  times  of  Henry  HI.  The  versions  of  the  Eng- 
tiib  ballad  are  quite  nameroua.  Wo  give  here  those 
of  Percy,  Herd,  and  .raniicsoti,  and  two  others  in 
the  Appendix.  Besides  the^e,  fragments  hare  been 
printed  in  Sir  Egerton  Brydgus'i  Seiiitma,  i.  391, 
HoUiwdl's  BallaiU  and  Poenia  renpecting  Hugh  of 
Lincoln,  (1849,)  and  in  Knits  and  Qufrks,  vol.  viii. 
in,  ix.  330,  xii.  400.  The  most  coin|)icto  of  all  Ihd 
raraona  is  to  be  found  in  the  new  edition  ol'  llio 
Musical  Miixeum,  Tol.  iv.  p.  SOO;  but  that  copy  a 
eridently  made  up  froin  others  previously  publislted. 
See,  for  a  coUeclionoi'mMt  of  the  poetry,  and  of  much 
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curions  Lnlbiinalion  on  the  imputod  cmeldtw  of  th« 
Jews,  Micbel's  Ungues  tit  Lincoln,  and  Bume's  Hr 
Hugh  of  Lincoln.  The  whole  subject  is  crilicnUj 
examined  in  the  London  A04eni}eum  for  Dec.  15,  IMP. 
"  The  text  of  the  foUowing  edition  has  been  pven 
ixrbalim,  as  the  editor  took  it  dovn  from  Mrs.  Brovii'i 
recitation  ;  and  in  it  two  cJrcumstani'CS  are  preserved, 
which  are  neither  to  be  found  in  any  of  the  fonnar 
ediliooa,  nor  in  any  of  the  thronieles  in  which  the 
transaction  is  recorded  ;  but  which  are  perfectly  in  the 
character  of  thoee  times,  and  tend  to  enhance  the 
miracles  to  which  the  discovery  is  attribated.  The 
fint  of  these  is,  that,  in  order  that  the  whole  of  Ibis 
infomoos  sacrifice  might  bo  of  a  jHece,  and  every  pa»- 
nble  outrage  shown  to  Christianity,  the  Jews  threw 
the  child's  body  into  a  well  dedicated  to  the  Virgin 
Mary;  and  tradition  says,  tlutt  it  was  'through  ilie 
might  of  Our  Laiiio,"  that  the  dead  body  was  permitted 
to  speaJc,  and  to  reveal  the  horrid  story  lo  the  discon- 
solate mother.  The  otiier  is,  the  voluntary  ringing  of 
the  bells,  &c.,  at  his  funeral.  The  sound  of  conse- 
crated bells  was  supposed  to  have  a  powerful  effect  in 
driving  away  evil  spirits;,  appea^Dg  storma,  &c.,  and 
they  were  believed  to  be  inspired  with  sentiments  and 
perceptions  wbich  were  at\en  manifested  in  a  very 


miraculous  n 


Ja»ibbon's  Popular  Ballad^ii 


Foun  nnd  tn-en(y  bonny  boys 
Were  playing  at  the  ba' ; 

And  by  it  came  him,  swt 
And  be  play'd  o'er  the 


HUGH  or 


He  kick*ii  tixt  bn'  with  his  right  foot, 

And  catch'd  it  wi'  his  knee  ; 
And  throuch^uld-IJlro'  the  Jew's  window. 

He  gar'd  the  bono^  ba'  flee. 

He's  doea  him  to  the  Jew's  castelt, 

And  walk'd  it  round  about ; 
And  there  be  saw  the  Jew*a  daughter 

At  the  window  looking  out. 

"Throw  down  the  ba',  ye  Jew's  daughter, 

Throw  down  the  ba'  to  me  I  " 
"  Never  a  bit,"  says  the  Jew's  daughter, 

"  Till  up  to  me  come  ye." 

"  How  will  I  come  up  ?  How  can  I  come  up  ? 
How  can  I  come  to  thee  ? 

For  as  ye  did  to  my  auld  father, 
The  same  ye'll  do  to  me." 

She'^  gane  till  her  father's  garden. 
And  pu'd  an  apple,  red  and  green ; 

Twaa  a'  to  wyle  him,  aweet  Sir  Hugh, 
And  to  entice  htm  in. 

She's  led  him  in  through  ae  dark  door, 

And  sae  baa  sbe  thro'  nine  ; 
She's  laid  him  on  a  dressing  table. 

And  etlckit  him  like  a  iwine. 


0  HUGH    OF    LUJCOLK. 

Aiid  flrat  came  out  the  thick,  tliit:k  bloo 
Aud  s^ae  came  out  the  thin ; 

And  a^ne  came  out  the  bonny  heart's 
There  naa  nae  mair  within. 

She's  roVd  him  in  a  cake  o'  lead, 
Bade  him  lie  still  and  sleep ; 

She's  thrown  him  in  Our  Lady's  draw  « 
Was  fifty  fathom  deep. 

When  bells  were  rung,  and  mass  waa  si 
And  a'  the  baints  came  hame, 

When  every  lady  gat  hame  her  son. 
The  Lady  Maisry  gat  nane. 

She'a  ta'en  her  mantle  her  about, 

Her  coffer  by  the  hand ; 
And  she's  gaue  out  to  seek  her  son, 

And  wander'd  o'er  the  land. 

She'8  doen  her  to  the  Jew's  castell. 
Where  a'  were  faat  asleep  ; 

"  Gin  ye  be  there,  my  sweet  Sir  Hng^ 
I  pray  you  to  me  speak." 

She's  doen  her  to  the  Jew's  garden. 
Thought  he  had  been  gathering  fruit  ; 

**  Gin  ye  be  there,  my  sweet  Sir  Hagb, 
I  pray  you  to  me  speak." 


^^H^  1  pray  you  to  me  speak."  ^^m 


Frooi  Hard'*  SaMA  Songt,  i.  16T. 

A'  the  boys  of  merry  Liiikim 

War  playing  at  the  btt', 
An  up  it  eiaiida  him  sweeL  Sir  Hughf 

The  flower  among  them  a'. 

He  keppit  the  ba'  than  wi'  bis  fbot, 

And  catcht  it  wi'  liia  knee, 
And  even  iu  at  the  Jew's  window. 

He  gart  ihu  bonny  ba'  flee. 

"  Cast  out  the  ba'  lo  me,  ftur  maid, 

Cast  out  the  ba'  to  me." 
"  Ah  never  a  bit  of  it,"  she  aajs, 

"  Till  ye  come  up  to  me. 

"  Come  up,  sweel  Hugh,  come  up,  dear  I 

Come  up  and  get  the  ba' ; " 
"  I  winaa  come,  I  mayna  come. 

Without  my  bonny  boya  a'." 


"  Come  tip,  sweet  Htigli,  come  up,  dear  Hugh, 

Come  up  atiil  speak  to  tiie ;  " 
"  I  mayna  come,  I  wiutin  come, 

Without  my  bonny  boys  tliree." 

She's  taen  her  to  the  Jew's  garden, 
Whar  the  gmss  grew  lang  and  green. 

She's  pu'd  an  apple  red  imd  nliite, 
To  wjle  the  bonny  boy  in. 

She's  wyled  him  in  througb  ne  cimmbor, 
She's  wyled  liim  in  througb  twa, 

She's  wyled  him  in  till  lier  ain  diamber, 
The  flower  out  owr  Ihem  a'. 

She's  hud  him  on  a  dressin  board, 

Wbar  she  did  otlen  dine; 
Shealack  a  penknife  lo  his  heart, 

And  dress'd  him  like  a  swine. 

She  row'd  him  in  a  cake  of  lead, 

Bade  him  ly  still  and  sleep, 
She  threw  him  i'  the  Jew's  draw-well. 

It  was  fifty  &thom  deep. 

Whan  bells  were  rung,  uiid  nm^s  wns  sunj 

And  a*  man  bound  lo  lied, 
Every  lady  got  home  her  son, 

Bat  sweet  Sir  Hugh  was  dead. 


THE  JEWS  DAnOHTER. 

From  Farcy's  Reliqua/i.  iO ;  printed  from  m'i 
script  copy  Bent  frooi  Scotland. 

Mirrjiand  toune  is  a  corniplion  of  Merry  Linco 
and  not,  as  Percy  conjeetured,  of  Mailand  (Mils 
town.    In  Motherwell's  copy  ne  have  MaitUnd  tow 

The  rain  rins  ■loun  through  Miny-laud  toui 

Sae  dais  it  doune  tin:  Pn : 
Sae  dois  the  lads  of  Mirry-lnnd  touni 

Quhan  they  play  at  the  ba'. 

n  the  Jewia  docht«rr  i 
Said,  "Will  ye  cum  in  and  dine?"   ] 
"  I  winnae  cum  in,  I  cnnnM  cum  in,  i 
Without  my  play-feres  nine." 


THE  JKTT'S   DAUOBTSB.  HE 

Anil  echo  hns  laine  ont  a  Utile  pen-knife. 

And  low  down  by  her  gair ; 
Scho  has  Iwin'd  the  zong  thing  and  iiis  life ; 

A  word  be  ncvir  epak  mair. 

Aad  out  &nd  cam  the  thick  thick  bluid, 

And  out  and  cam  the  thin  ; 
And  out  and  cam  the  bonny  lierts  bluid : 

Tbair  was  nae  life  lefV  in. 

Scbo  laid  bim  on  a  dreading  borde, 

And  dreat  him  like  a  swine, 
And  Iftngbing  said,  "  Gae  nou  and  plej 

With  iour  sweit  play-feres  nine." 

Scbo  rowd  him  in  a  cake  of  lend, 

Bade  him  lie  siil  and  sl<-ip ; 
Scbo  out  him  in  a  deip  draw-well, 

Was  fifty  fadom  deip. 

Quhan  helb  wer  rung,  and  mnsa  was  sung 

And  every  lady  went  harae, 
Then  ilka  lady  bad  her  zong  ^Kiime, 

Bot  Lady  Helen  had  none. 


Scbo  rowd  hir  mantil  hir  about, 
And  smr  salr  gan  ebe  weip, 

And  she  ran  into  the  Jewis  caslel, 
Quhan  they  wer  nil  asleip. 

"OL.  IIL  lU 


6  THE  Jew's  datjghteb. 

"  My  bonny  Sir  Hew,  my  pretty  Sir  Hen^l 

I  jiray  thee  lo  me  speik  : " 
"  O  laJy,  rinn  to  tlie  deip  draw-well, 

Gin  ze  zour  Gomie  wail  aeik." 

Lad;  Helen  ran  (o  the  cleip  drEV-well, 

And  knelt  upon  her  kne : 
"  My  bonny  Sir  Hew,  and  ze  be  here, 

I  pray  tbee  Bpeik  to  me." 

"  Tha  lead  is  wondrous  heavy,  mither. 
The  well  is  wondrous  deip ;         v 

A  keen  pen-knife  ftick^  in  my  bert, 
A  word  I  dounae  speik. 


"  Gae  hame,  gae  hame,  my  mither  detr, 
Fetch  me  my  wimlling  eheet. 

And  at  the  back  o'  Mirry-land  loiin, 
Its  thair  we  tna  sail  meet." 


am  PATRICK  SPENCE. 

PFram  PerCf 'i  Selujua, '.,  Bl. 
The  BT«Dt  apoa  which  thin  l^lad  is  founded,  if  it 
das  been  xigbtiy  aKertaioed,  betonga  to  a  remote 
pcri»I  in  Scoldsh  history.  Margaret,  the  daughter 
of  Alexander  HI.,  won,  in  the  year  1381,  betrothed 
to  Eric,  prince  of  Norway.  The  bride  was  conducted 
to  her  husband  hy  a  splendid  uonroy  of  Inighls  and 
noblea,  and  in  the  month  of  August  was  ciVHned 
queen.  In  returning  from  the  celebration  of  the  nup- 
tials, nutny  of  the  Scottish  escort  were  lost  M  lea,  and 
auiong  tboie  who  perished  na*  Sir  Patrick  Spence,  wo 
are  to  suppose. 

It  is  in  conformity  with  Uiis  view  of  the  orifrin  of 
the  baUad,  (the  suggestion  of  Motherwell,)  that  in 
Buchan's  version  the  object  of  the  voyage  is  Bald  to  be 
to  take  tbe  king's  daughter,  now  ■•  a  chosen  queen,"  fa 
Norway.  In  Scott's  edidon,  on  the  other  band,  Sir 
Patrick  is  deputed  to  bring  home  the  king  of  Norway*! 
daughter.  To  oxplun  this  circumstance  in  the  slory, 
Sir  Walter  is  forced  to  suppose  that  an  unsuccessful 
mil  unre<!Drded  emliassy  was  sent,  when  the  death  of 
Alexander  III.  bad  IvH  the  Scottish  throne  vaeoul,  to 
brill]:  the  only  daughter  ol'  Eric  and  U^irgiirut,  styleil 
bjr  hislorinus  the  Maid  of  Norcrny,  to  thu  kingdom  of 
riucli,  aftur  her  grundfathvr'i  <lciiii«e,  she  became  the 
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heir-  That  anch  an  emba^,  attended  with 
trous  consequences  to  tlia  di^n^iished  persons  who 
would  compose  it,  ehoald  be  ontircly  unnotii'ed  by  the 
ohroniclers  is,  to  say  the  least,  exceedingly  improbBble. 
The  question  concerning  the  bistoricAl  bat^s  of  the 
ballad  would  nalnrally  lose  much  of  its  interest,  were 
ijiy  importance  attached  to  the  arguments  by  which 
iu  genuineness  has  been  lalelj'  assailed.  Tlicsc  are  to 
trivial  as  hardly  to  admit  of  a  statement.  The  cliiima 
of  the  composition  la  a  liigh  antiquity  are  first  disputed, 
{Afuiieal  Museum,  new  ed.,  ir,  4S7*,)  on  the  ground 
that  such  a  piece  was  never  heard  of  till  it  was  sent  to 
Percy  by  eome  of  hie  correspondents  in  Scotland,  with 
other  ballads  of  (assumed)  questjonablo  authority> 
But  even  tfie  ballad  of  Sir  Hugh  ia  liable  to  any  im- 
peaclimcnt  theit  can  be  extracted  from  these  circnin- 
Btances,  since  it  was  first  made  known  by  Percy,  utd 
was  transmitted  to  him  from  Scotland,  (for  aught  wo 
know,  in  suspicious  company,)  while  its  story  dates  alto 
from  the  13th  century.  Then,  "an  ingenious  friend" 
having  remarked  to  Percy  that  some  of  tlie  phrases  of 
Hardgtiiule  seemed  to  have  been  borrowed  from  Sir 
Patrick  Spenee  and  other  old  Scottish  songs,  this  ot 
•ervation,  combined  with  the  fact  that  tbu  localities 
of  Dunfermline  and  Aberrlourare  in  the  neighborhood 
of  Sir  Henry  Wardlaw's  estate,  leads  to  a  I'Onjectun 
that  Lady  Wardlaw  may  liave  been  the  author  of  Sif 
Patrick  Spenae,  as  slie  is  knoirn  to  have  been  of 
ttanlgknuin.  It  could  never  be  deemed  bir  to  argue 
fVom  those  resemblances  which  give  plausibility  to  ■ 
L-ounterfeit  to  the  spuriousncss  of  the  original,  but 
ill  fact  there  Is  no  rcsemblauce  in  the  two  pieces, 
llarilyknule  is  rccc^nized  at  once  by  an  onlinary  at   ' 
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W)  \'i'  :\  ii:0']<'rn  pi(jilurti(Mi.  1:11]  ;-.  liolw  i:'  -t,iti'!;n_; 
tilt"  praise  it  lja.s  recri\L'tl,  a  lame  and  tin  >()Uk;  uiio 
besides.  Sir  Patrick  Spence^  on  the  other  hand,  if  not 
ancient,  has  been  always  accepted  as  such  by  the  most 
skilful  judges,  and  is  a  solitary  instance  of  a  successful 
imitation,  in  manner  and  spirit,  of  the  best  specimens 
of  authentic  minstrelsy.^ 

It  is  not  denied  that  this  ballad  has  suffered,  like 
others,  by  corruption  and  interpolations,  and  it  is  not, 
therefore,  maintained  that  hats  and  cork-heeld  shoon 
are  of  the  ISth  century. 

We  have  assigned  to  Percy's  copy  the  first  place, 
becaose  its  brevity  and  directness  give  it  a  peculiar 
vigor.  Scotfs  edition  follows,  made  up  fVom  two  MS. 
copies,  (one  of  which  has.  been  printed  in  Jamieson's 
Popular  Ballads^  i.  167,)  collated  with  several  verses 
recited  by  a  friend.  Buchan's  version,  obtained  from 
recitation,  is  in  the  Appendix.  The  variations  in  re- 
cited copies  are  numerous :  some  specimens  are  given 
by  Modierwell,  p.  xlv.' 


The  king  sits  in  Dumferling^  toune, 
Drinking  the  blude-reid  wine : 

**  O  quhar  will  I  get  guid  sailor, 
To  sail  this  schip  of  mine  ? '' 


1.  This  controversy  has  been  recently  ro-opeiied  by  K. 
Clmmben,  The  Romantic  Scottish  Ballads^  their  JCjxKh  nwl 
Authm'thipf  EUin.  1868;  and  in  reply,  lite  Romantic  ikouitii 
BnUndg  and  the  Lady  Wardlaw  Uertjn/,  by  Norvul  Clyno, 
Aberdeen,  1859. 

2.  The  puluce  of  Dunfermline  was  the  favorite  resideiico 
^i  Kin£  Alexander  IlL 


)  sin  i-ATRicK  si'ii^KOe. 

tjp  and  3pak  aii  eldem  ktitcht. 

Sat  al  the  kings  richt  kne ; 
"  Sir  Patrick  Spence  is  the  best  sailor;  I 

Tlmt  saiU  upon  the  se." 

The  king  has  wrilten  a  braid  letter. 

And  signd  it  wi'  his  band, 
And  eent  it  to  Sir  Patrick  Spence, 

Was  walking  on  Ihe  sand. 

The  first  line  that  Sir  Patrick  red, 

A  loud  lauch  lauubed  he : 
The  next  line  Uiat  Sir  Patrick  red, 

The  teir  blinded  his  ee. 

"  0  quha  ia  this  has  don  thifl  deid, 

Thi:<  ill  deid  don  to  me ; 
To  send  me  out  this  time  o'  the  seir, 

To  nail  upon  the  se  ? 

"Mak  hast,  mak  haste,  my  minj  men 
Our  guid  schip  sails  the  mome." 

"  0  say  na  Bae,  my  muster  deir, 
For  I  feir  a  deadlie  etonne. 

"  Lflto  late  yestreen  I  saw  the  new  mc 
Wi'  Ibe  iiuld  moone  in  hir  arme  ; 

And  I  feir,  I  fcir,  my  deir  roaster, 
That  we  will  com  to  harme.' 


A 
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O  our  Scots  nobles  wcr  richt  lailb 
To  weet  iheir  cort-heild  sehoone; 

Bot  lang  owre  a*  llie  play  wer  plaj-d, 
Tbair  hats  they  swam  aboone. 

O  lang,  lang,  may  their  ladies  sit 
Wi'  tbair  fans  into  tlieir  hand, 

Or  eir  tliey  se  Sir  Patrick  Spence 
Oiim  sailing  lo  the  land. 

0  lang,  lang,  may  the  ladies  stand 
Wi'  thalr  gold  kens  in  Iheir  hair, 

Waiting  for  tbair  ain  deir  lords, 
For  they'll  ae  thame  na  mair. 

Rave  owre,  have  owre  to  Aberdour, 

It's  tiflie  fadom  deip : 
And  ibair  lies  guid  Sir  Patrick  Spence, 

Wi'  the  Scots  lords  at  his  felt. ' 

'"It  it  tme  tlmt  tUc  nuine  of  Sir  I'nlrick  Spent  ll 
K  mCiKioned  lii  blilory;  but  I  »m  able  lo  9lii(a  tlmt  tradl- 
M  liu  I'raMCTCil  It.  In  tliB  little  iil«nd  or  Pupa  (jtrauiBf, 
N  of  (hg  OrcBiIliin  group,  lylug  ov<r  Hgnldsl  Norwuy.  cherg 
I  ■  largB  gnvs  or  tumnttu.  vrlitch  1i<u  Ussn  known  to  ilic  In- 
IbtUnt*,  iTDm  time  immemorial,  u '  Tli«  gnie  at  Sir  I'ltt- 
iOk  Spans.'  'I'lie  Soottiili  bklUil)  ware  not  early  current  ia 
Mney,  a  Scanillniivliui  couiitryi  to  it  Is  very  unlikely  IluU 
i»  poem  coiilJ  l"ivo  originKled  Uie  nnnie.  TUe  peoplokoow 
Mthingheyand  tbe  irodltlonal  appeUntlan  ortba  apot,  nud 
(bey  liavn  no  leftsnd  to  lell."  Ayioun,  BaUndt  a/  ScollamI,  I, 
"Mi  pnaioge  la  cit«d  simply  as  h  piece  of  exieiiuil  evl> 
lo  the  antiquity  or  the  legend  a(  Sir  I'nlrlck  Spen<, » 


(Uegcil  indltion  to  be  of  long  it 


SIR  PATRICK  SPEN8. 

Mndrefay  oflhi  ScoUuh  Bortltr.  I.  2<». 

In  waging,  tbc  interjei:tioii  0  Is  adikd  U) 
and  fourth  lines. 

The  king  sits  in  Dunrennline  towui 
Drinking  tlie  blude-red  wine 

"  0  wliare  will  I  get  a  skeely  skippcif 
To  Rail  this  new  Ehip  of  mine  ? ' 

0  up  and  spake  an  eldern  knigtit. 

Bat  at  the  king's  right  knee : 
"  Sir  Patrick  Spens  is  the  best  sfulor' 
,        That  ever  sailed  the  sea." 

Our  king  has  written  a  braid  letter, 
And  seated  it  with  his  hand, 

And  sent  it  to  Sir  Patrick  Si>ens, 
Was  walking  on  the  strand. 

"  To  Norowaj',  to  Noroway, 
To  Noroway  o'er  the  faem  ; 

The  king's  daughter  of  Noroway, 
'Tis  tliou  niuun  bring  her  liame ! ' 


am   PATRICK    BPENB.  153 

The  first  Hord  that  Sir  Palrick  read, 

Sae  toud  loud  laughed  he  ; 
The  Deist  word  that  Sir  Patrick  read, 

Tlie  tear  blindit  hi^  e'e. 

"  O  wha  is  this  has  done  this  deed, 

Aud  tauld  the  king  o'  me. 
To  eend  us  oat  at  this  time  of  the  year, 

To  sail  upon  the  Bea  ? 

"  Be  it  wind,  be  it  weet,  be  it  hail,  be  it  sleet, 

Our  ship  must  ^ail  the  faem  j 
The  king's  daughter  of  Noi-owaj, 

'Tid  we  mast  fetch  her  hame." 

They  housed  their  sails  on  Monenditjr  n 

Wi*  a'  the  speed  they  may  ; 
They  hae  landed  in  Noroway 
Upon  a  Wodensdny. 

They  hodua  been  a  week,  a  week, 

In  Noroway,  but  twae, 
Wlicn  that  the  lords  o*  Norowny 

Began  aloud  to  say : 


"  Ye  Scotlishmen  spend  a'  our 
And  a*  our  queenis  fee." 

"  Ye  lie,  ye  lie,  ye  liars  loud  1 
Fu'  loud  I  hear  ye  he  t 


king's  goud, 
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"  For  I  brought  as  much  white  moi 

As  gine  my  men  and  me, — 
And  I  brought  n  half-fou  o"  glide  red  good 

Out  o'er  the  sea  wi'  me. 


"  Make  reiuly,  make  ready,  my  merrjmen 
Our  glide  ship  sails  the  mom." 

•*  Now,  ever  alake  !  my  mailer  dear, 
I  fear  a  deadly  stoi-m  1 


late  yestreen, 


"  1  saw  the  ne 

Wi-  the  aul 
And  if  we  gang  lo  sea,  master, 

I  fear  we'll  come  to  harm." 


I 


They  hadna  sailed  a  league,  a  leaf 

A  league,  but  barely  three, 
"When  the  hft  grew  dark,  and  the  wind  blew 
toud, 

And  gurl;  grew  the  sea. 


The  ankers  brab,  and  the  topmasts  lap, 

It  wa8  sic  a  deadly  storm  ; 
And  the  waves  came  o'er  the  broken  ship, 

Till  a'  her  sides  were  torn. 


i 
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Tm  I  get  up  to  the  lall  lopmaat, 
To  see  if  I  can  spy  land  ?  " 

**  O  here  am  I,  a  sailor  gude. 
To  take  the  helm  in  hand. 

Till  joa  go  up  lo  the  lall  topmast,— 
But  I  fear  you'U  ne'er  spy  land." 


I 


He  hadna  gane  a  step,  a 
A  step,  but  barely  ane, 

When  a  bout  flew  out  of 
And  the  ealt  aea  it  can 


r  goodly  ehip, 


"  Gae  fetch  a  web  o'  the  silken  claith, 

Another  o"  the  twine. 
And  wap  them  into  our  ship's  aide, 

And  letna  the  sea  come  in." 

They  fetched  a  web  o"  the  silken  claith, 

Another  o'  the  twine, 
And  they  wapped  them  roun'  that  gude  ship's 
nde, 

But  still  the  sea  came  in. 

"0  lutb  laith  were  our  gude  Scots  lords 
To  weet  their  cork-heeled  shotm  I 

Bat  lang  or  a'  the  play  wa.^  played, 
They  wat  their  hats  nboon. 
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And  mony  was  the  feikllier-bed 
That  flaiter'd  on  the  faem  ; 

And  mony  nas  the  gude  lord's  boh 
That  never  mair  cam  ttame. 

The  ladyes  irrang  their  Gngera  wtuMf 
The  maidens  tore  iheir  hair ; 

A*  for  the  sake  of  their  trne  loves, 
For  them  they'll  see  nae  mair. 

O  lang  lang  may  the  Wyes  sit, 
Wi'  their  fans  into  their  hand. 

Before  they  see  Sir  Patrick  Spena 
Come  sailing  to  the  strand  I 

And  lang  Ifing  may  the  maidens  sit, 
Wi'  their  goud  koims  in  their  haii^ 

A'  waiting  for  their  ain  dear  loves, 
For  them  they'll  see  nae  mair. 

0  forty  miles  off  Aberdeen 

Tia  fifty  fathoms  deep, 
And  there  lies  gude  Sir  Patrick  Sp 

Wi'  the  Scots  lords  at  his  feet 


•     ■ 

El 


"  TuiB  romantic  tegeod,"  Bays  Percy,  "  la  given  frain 
Iwo  copies,  one  of  tbem  in'tie  Editor's  folio  MS,,  but 
which  eontajned  very  great  variations."  Tliii  second 
copy  baa  been  conjectured  to  be  of  Percy's  ovn 
making,  the  ballad  never  having  been  heard  of  by  any 
doe  elee,  out  of  his  manuscripl.  Judging  fronx  tha 
internal  evidence,  the  alterations  made  in  the  printed 
text  were  not  very  serious. 

King  Easter  and  King  Wester  have  appeared  in  the 
ballad  of  Faitse  Foodragt,  (vol.  iii.  p.  40.)  In  another 
version  of  the  same,  they  are  called  the  Kasbnure  king 
ftnd  the  Westwure  king,  (Motherwell's  MiitnlreUy,  p. 
lix.)  There  is  also  a  tale  cited  in  the  Comptaynt  of 
Scotland,  (i.  98,)  of  a  king  of  Estmurelaiid  that  mai^ 
ried  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  Westoiuroland.  This 
U  pUuably  supposed  by  Ritson  to  have  been  a  romance 
of  Horn,  in  which  case  the  two  '.'ountries  should  mean 
England  and  Itvland.  King  Earner  is  one  of  King 
Diderik's  champions  (in  the  Danish  ballad,  Kong  Hi- 
derik  og  ham  K<rmper),  and  the  father  of  Svend  Von- 
ved  (in  Snand  Vonved').  In  the  Flemish  and  German 
ramances  oi  The  Knight  of  the  Swan,  Essmer,  or  Es- 
mei^i,  is  one  of  lUo  seven  eons  of  Oriant,  and  ia  L» 
IHl  dt  FUiurence  de  Romme  (Jubinal,  Nouveau  ReeutU 
lit  CoHlet,  etc.,  i.  88),  Esnibru  ui  a  Roman  prince. 
(Urnodlvig,  i.  78,  236.)     For  tliu  nonco,  we  are  told 
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Iliat  King  Estmera  was  an  Enflisli  prince,  and  we  may, 
perbaps,  infer  from  the  elglitb  stanza  that  King  Ad- 
land's  dominions  were  on  the  same  island.  But  n» 
(ubject  of  inquiry  can  be  more  idle  than  the  geography 
of  then 


Heaskgk  to  me,  gentlemen, 

Come  and  you  shall  heore ; 
lie  tcU  you  of  two  of  the  boHest  brethren, 
That  ever  bom  y-were. 

The  tone  of  them  was  Adier  yonge, 
The  tother  was  kyng  Estmere ; 

Tbej  were  as  bolile  men  in  their  deeda 
As  any  were,  farr  and  neare. 

As  they  were  drinking  ale  and  wine 

Within  kyng  Estmerea  halle, 
"  When  will  ye  marry  a  wyfe,  brother, 

A  wyfe  to  gladd  us  all  ?  " 

Then  bespake  him  kyng  Estmere, 

And  answered  him  hartilye  : 
"  I  knowe  not  llwt  ladye  in  any  lande, 

That  is  able  to  marry  with  mee." 

"  Kyng  Adland  hatb  a  daughter,  brotheiv 
Men  call  her  bright  and  sbeene ; 

If  I  were  kyng  here  in  your  Btead, 
That  ladye  ahold  be  queene." 


Saycs,  "  Beade  me,  reade  me,  deare  brother, 

Tliroiigliout  merry  England, 
"WLere  we  miglit  find  a  messenger 

Betweene  us  two  to  seode." 

Sajrea,  "  You  shall  ryde  youraelfe,  brother, 

Se  beare  you  compiuiee  ; 
Haay  throughe  falii  messengersi  are  deceived, 

And  I  feore  lest  sue  abold  wee." 

Thus  they  reaislit  lUem  to  ryde 

On  twoe  guod  i-eulsht  slecdes, 
And  when  ih'-y  came  lo  kyng  AJlanda  halle, 

Of  red  golde  shoao  their  weedea. 

And  when  tliey  came  to  kyng  Adliuida  Iialle^ 

Before  the  goodlye  yute, 
Ther  ihey  foond  good  kyng  Adland, 
g  liimselfe  iburiLiu 

"  Nowe  Chrul  thee  Bave,  good  kyng  AdUad, 
Nowe  Christ  thee  BRve  and  see  :  " 

Sayd,  "  Tou  be  welcome,  kyng  Eslmere, 
Bjght  liartilye  to  mce." 

"  You  have  a  daughtHr,"  sayd  Adler  yonge, 
"  Men  call  liur  bright  and  sheeae  ; 

)  MS,  Many  n  mui . . .  b. 
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My  brother  wold  marrye  her  to  hia  wifl^   i 
or  Euglande  to  be  queene." 

"  Yeaterdaye  was  alt  my  dere  duughler 
The  king  hia  soone  of  Spayn  ; 

Aod  iheu  she  nicked  him  of  naye  ; 
I  feare  sheelc  do  youe  the  same." 

"  The  kyng  of  Spayne  is  a  foule  puynioi, 

Aod  'leeveth  on  Mahound, 
And  pllye  it  were  that  fayre  ladye 

Sljold  manye  a  heathea  hound." 

"  But  grant  to  me,"  sayes  kyng  £eliner^ 

■'  For  my  k>7e  I  you  praye, 
Ttiat  I  may  see  your  daughter  dere 

Before  I  goe  hence  awaye," 

■'Allhoughe  itt  is  seven  yeare  and  more 
Syth  my  daughter  was  in  halle, 

She  shall  come  downe  once  for  your  sak^ 
To  glad  my  guestes  alle." 

Downe  then  came  that  mayden  fayre, 

With  ladyes  lacede  in  pall, 
And  halfe  a  hondred  of  bolde  knightes^ 

To  bring  her  frtnn  bowre  lo  hall, 
And  eke  a^  manye  gentle  squierea. 

To  waiic  upon  tliem  all. 
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The  talents  of  golde  were  on  her  bead  sette, 

Hunge  lowe  downe  to  her  knee  ; 
And  everye  rynge  on  her  small  finger 

Shone  of  the  chrystall  free. 

Sajes,  ^  Christ  you  save,  my  deare  madamey" 
Sajes,  **  Christ  jou  save  and  see : " 

Sajesy  ^  Yea  be  welcome,  kjng  Estmere, 
Right  welcome  unto  mee. 

*  And  iff  JOU  love  me,  as  you  saye. 

So  wen  and  hartilee, 
An  that  ever  you  are  comen  about 

Scone  sped  now  itt  may  bee.** 

Then  bespake  her  fiuher  deare, 

^  My  daughter,  I  saye  naye ; 
Remember  wen  the  kyng  of  Spayne, 

What  he  sayd  yesterdaye. 

^  He  wold  puU  downe  my  haUes  and  castlea. 

And  reave  me  of  my  lyfe : 
And  ever  I  feare  that  paynim  kyng, 

JS  I  reave  him  of  his  wyfe." 

"  Tour  castles  and  your  towres,  father, 

Are  stronglye  built  aboute ; 
And  therefore  of  that  foule  paynim 

Wee'  neede  not  stande  in  doubte. 
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"  Plight    me    your    iroth    Bowe,   kyng   ! 
mere, 

By  heaven  and  your  riglite  hande, 
That  you  will  manye  me  lo  your  wyfe, 

And  muke  me  queene  of  your  land." 

TliGD  kyng  Estniere  he  plight  his  troth 
By  heaven  and  his  righte  hand, 

That  be  wolde  marrye  her  to  his  wyfe, 
And  make  her  queene  of  hia  land. 

And  he  tooke  leave  of  that  ladye  fajie, 

To  goe  to  his  owne  countree, 
To  fetche  him  dukes  and  lordea  and  kni^ta 

That  marryed  they  might  bee. 

They  bad  not  ridden  scant  a  myle, 

A  myle  forthe  of  the  towne, 
But  in  did  come  the  kynga  of  Spayne, 

With  kempcd  many  a  one  : 

But  in  did  come  the  kyng  of  Spayne, 

With  manye  a  grimme  barooe, 
Tone   day  to  marrye    kyng  Adlanda   da'jg 

Tolher  daye  to  carrye  her  home. 

Then  shea  sent  after  kyng  Estmen, 
In  all  the  spede  might  beei 
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That  he  must  either  retume  and  fighte, 
Or  goe  home  and  lose  his  ladje. 

One  whjle  then  the  page  he  went. 

Another  whjle  he  ranne  ; 
Till  he  had  oretaken  king  Estmere, 

Iwis  he  never  hlanne. 

**  TjdmgeSj  tydinges,  kyng  Estmere  I  * 
**  What  tydinges  nowe,  my  boye  ?  * 

**  0  tydinges  I  can  tell  to  yon. 
That  will  you  sore  annoye. 

**  You  had  not  ridden  scant  a  myle, 

A  myle  out  of  the  towne. 
But  in  did  come  the  kyng  of  Spayne 

With  kemp^  many  a  one : 

**  But  in  did  come  the  kyng  of  Spayne 

With  manye  a  grimme  barone,  ' 
Tone  day  to  marrye  kyng  Adlands  dangh* 
teV, 

Tother  daye  to  carrye  her  home. 

**  That  ladye  fayre  she  greetes  yon  well, 

And  ever-more  well  by  mee  : 
Ton  mnst  either  tume  againe  and  fighte. 

Or  goe  home  and  lose  your  ladye." 


Sajcs,  "  Reatle  tne,  reade  me,  deare  brc 

My  reade  shall  ryse'  at  tbee, 
Wtiche  way  we  besi  may  tiime  and  Sgbt^ 

To  save  this  fayre  ludye." 

"  Now  hearken  to  me,"  sayea  Adler  jonge, 
"  And  your  reade  must  rise  at  me ; 

I  quicklye  will  devise  a  vaye 
To  sette  thy  ladye  Tree. 

"  My  molher  was  a  wesleme  woman, 

And  learned  in  gramarye, 
And  when  I  learned  at  the  schole. 

Something  shee  taught  ilt  me. 

"  There  growelh  an  hearbe  witiiin  tluB  fi 

And  iff  it  were  but  knowne. 
His  color  which  ia  whyte  and  redd, 

It  will  make  blacke  and  browne. 

"  Kia  color  which  is  browne  and  blackcit 
Itt  will  make  redd  and  whyle  j    • 

That  swovd  is  not  in  all  Engknije, 
Upon  his  coate  will  byte, 

"  And  you  shal  be  a  harper,  brother, 
Out  of  the  QOrth  countree  ; 


'  US.  ryde,  but  see  Hie  iient  =1 
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And  He  be  your  boye,  so  fainc  of  fiL^lite, 
To  beare  your  harpe  by  your  knee. 

**  And  you  shall  be  the  best  harper 

That  ever  tooke  harpe  in  hand ; 
And  I  will  be  the  best  singer 

That  ever  sung  in  this  land. 

**  Itt  shal  be  written  in  oar  forheads. 

All  and  in  grammarye. 
That  we  towe  are  the  boldest  men 

That  are  in  all  Christentje." 

And  thus  thej  renisht  them  to  ryde. 

On  towe  good  renish  steedes ; 
And  whan  they  came  to  king  Adlands  hall, 

Of  redd  gold  shone  their  weedes. 

And  whan  they  came  to  kyng  Adlands  hall, 

IJntill  the  fayre  hall  yate, 
There  they  foond  a  proud  porter, 

Bearing  himselfe  theratt 

Sayes,  '*  Christ  thee  save,  thou  proud  porter," 
Sayes,  ^  Christ  thee  save  and  see : " 

•*  Nowe  you  be  welcome,"  sayd  the  porter, 
**  Of  what  land  soever  ye  bee." 

"  We  been  harpers,"  sayd  Adler  yonge, 
^  Come  out  of  the  northe  countree ; 
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We  beene  come  hitlier  untill  thia  pUce, 
This  proud  weddinpe  for  to  aee." 

Sayd,  "And  your  color  were  white  and  ri 

Ab  it  is  blacke  and  browne, 
lid  saje  king  Estmere  and  hi?  brother 

Were  comen  until!  this  towne." 

Then  they  pulled  out  a  ryng  of  gold, 

Layd  itt  on  the  porters  arme  : 
"And  ever  we  will  ihee,  proud  porter, 

Thow  wilt  aaye  us  no  haruie." 

Sore  he  looked  on  kyng  Estmere, 

And  sore  he  handled  the  ryng. 
Then  opened  to  them  the  fayre  hall  7aI«%  % 

He  lett  for  no  kind  of  thyng. 

Kyng  Estmere  he  light  off  his  st«ede. 

Up  att  the  fayre  hall  board  ; 
The  frothe  that  came  from  hia  brydle  bitMrv 

Light  on  kyng  Bremors  beard. 

Sayes,  "  Stable  thy  steede,  thou  praud  barpot 

Go  stable  him  in  the  stalle  ; 
Itt  dolb  not  beseeme  a  proud  harper   , 

To  stable  Lim  in  a  kyngs  halle." 

•■  My  ladd  be  is  so  lither,"  he  sayd, 
"  He  will  do  nought  that's  meele  j 
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Aiid  nye  that  I  cold  but  find  ihe  tiinn. 
Were  aljle  him  lo  beale." 

**  Tlwu  apcAkst  proud  words,"  sayd  the  p^nim 
king, 

*'  Thou  haqrar,  here  to  mee  ; 
*XUere  U  a  m&n  within  this  halle. 

Thai  will  beate  liiy  lad  and  ihee." 

*'0  lett  that  man  come  downer"  he  sayd, 
"  A  sight  of  him  wold  I  see  i 
I   .And  whan  bee  hath  beaten  well  my  ladd. 
Then  he  shall  beale  of  mee." 

Donme  then  came  the  kemperye  uum, 

Aod  looked  him  in  the  eare ; 
For  «U  the  gold  thai  wan  under  heaveni 

He  durst  not  neigh  him  neare. 

"And  how  Dowe,  kempe,"  sayd  the  kyng  ul 
Spayne, 

"  And  how  what  aileth  ibee  ?  " 
He  sayes,  "  Itt  is  written  in  bia  foj'bead, 

AU  and  in  gramarye, 
That  for  all  the  gold  that  is  an<ler  heaven, 

I  dare  not  neigh  him  nye." 

Kynfr  E&tmere  then  pulled  forth  his  hupe, 
And  played  thereon  so  siveeCe ; 
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Upslarte  the  ladye  from  the  kjDge, 
As  bee  sate  at  the  meate. 

"  Now  stay  thy  harpe,  thou  proud  harper, 

Now  stay  thy  harpe,  I  say ; 
For  an  thou  playe^t  ke  thou  begioDee^ 

Thou'it  till  mj  bride  awaye." 

He  Htruuke  upon  his  harpe  agayuB, 
And  playd  both  fayre  and  free  ; 

The  Ladye  was  so  pleaade  tberatt, 
She  laughl  loud  lau^ters  three. 

"  Nowe  sell  me  iby  harpe,"  aayd  the  kyngl 
Spayne, 

"  Thy  harpe  and  atrjTiga  eche  one, 
And  as  many  gold  nobles  thou  shalt  bsTC^  ^ 

As  there  be  strj-ngs  thereon." 

"  And  what  wold  ye  doe  with  my  harpe,"  he  m 

Iff  I  did  sell  it  yee  ?  " 
"  To  phtje  my  wiffe  and  me  a  fitt, 
When  abed  together  we  bee." 


"  Now  sell  me,"  quoth  hee,  "  ihy  biyde  » 

Ab  fihee  sitls  laced  in  pall, 
And  as  many  gold  nobles  I  will  give, 

As  there  be  rings  in  the  holL" 


¥ 
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•*  And  whal  woM  ye  doe  with  my  brjde  soe  gay, 

Iff  I  did  sell  Ler  yee  ? 
ilore  aeemelye  it  is  for  her  fayre  bodye 

To  lye  by  mee  than  thee." 


[ee  played  agHyne  both  loud  and  ehrllle. 

And  Adler  he  did  syng, 
0  ladye,  this  \a  thy  owae  true  love  ; 

Noe  harper,  but  a  kjng. 


I 


••  O  ladye,  this  is  thy  owne  true  bve, 
As  playnlye  ihou  mayest  eee ; 

^nd  He  rid  thee  of  that  foule  paynim, 
Who  partes  thy  love  and  thee." 

The  ladye  looked,  the  ladye  blushle, 
And  blushte  and  lookt  agayne, 

While  Adli^r  he  hath  drawne  his  brande, 
Aod  hath  the  Sowdan  slayne. 

Up  then  roee  the  kemperye  men, 

And  loud  they  gan  to  crye : 
"Ah!  traytora,  yee  have  slayne  our  kyn^ 

And  therefore  yee  shall  dye." 

Kyng  Estmere  ihrewe  the  haipc  asyde, 
And  switb  he  drew  his  brund  ; 

And  Esimere  he,  and  Adler  yonge. 
Right  stifiW  in  atour  can  stand. 


And  iiye  their  swordes  soe  sore  can  bjrte, 

Tlii-ougb  beipe  of  grauiarje, 
Thai  soone  tbej  have  slajne  the  kempery  men, 

Or  forat  them  ibrth  to  flee. 


£yng  Eslmere  tooke  that  fayn  ladye. 

And  marryed  her  to  his  wiffe, 
And  brought  her  home  to  menye  Engtan^ 

With  her  to  leade  his  life. 


I 


ThB  ring!  au  orten  ued  in  bnlUd*  to  ccnsfllBtV  til*  porlar 
would  SBom  10  ba  not  porional  onuuDBnts,  bill  coim.  For  «o 
ftooutut  of  Hiiig  ^loiiey,  lee  tli«  paper  of  Sir  WUIiitm  Bctliun. 
In  tlie  eevcntoouth  lalnms  of  Iba  Trimmctitxit  0/  At  Ho^ 
Jntk  Aciuiemi^ 


Bia  CAUUNE. 

From  StSgva  of  EngUA  FoVry,  \.  4 


"TlUB  old   I 

*  ttrteA  in  tbe  Editor's  folio  MS.,  but  in  so  very  defeo- 
lire  and  mutilitted  a  condition,  (not  trata  anj  chasm  in 
the  MS.,  but  from  great  omission  in  Cbe  transrripl, 
probably  copied  from  the  faulty  recitation  of  «ome  Utlt- 
enUe  minstrel,)  that  it  wax  necessary  lo  supply  Kveral 
Etanzas  in  the  first  part,  and  still  more  in  the  second, 
to  connect  and  cooiplet*  tlie  story." 

Many  of  llie  inlorpolalioDs  aokooirlcdged  in  such 
general  terms  might  nith  some  confidence  be  pointed 
out.  Among  them  are  certainly  moat,  if  not  all,  of  the 
latt  twelve  stanzas  of  the  Second  Part,  which  include 
tlie  catastrophe  to  the  story.  It  ia  difficult  to  believa 
(liat  this  charming  romance  hadso  tragic  and  so  senti- 
mental a  conclusion. 

The  first  part  of  this  ballad  is  preserved  tn  Scotland, 
wider  the  title  of  King  Malcolm  and  Sir  Calvin,  and 
ii  prinUd  in  our  Appendix  from  Buchan'a  collection- 
la  thij;,  Sir  Colvin  weds  Hit  princess  alter  his  victory 
(nr«T  the  Eliirk  knigbk 
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THE   FIRST  FA&T, 


In  Ireland,  ferr  over  the  sea, 
There  dwelleth  a  bonnje  kinge 

And  with  bim  a  yong  and  comlye  ki 
Men  call  him  Syr  Caul'me. 

The  kinge  had  a  ladye  lo  his  daughter, 
In  fashyon  she  liaih  no  peere 

And  princely  wightea  that  ladje  wooed 
To  be  theyr  wedded  feere. 

Syr  Catiline  loveth  her  beat  of  all, 

But  nothing  durst  he  saye, 
Ne  deacreeve  his  couusayi  to  no  man, 

Rut  deei-lye  he  lovde  thia  may. 

Till  on  a  daye  it  eo  beSell 
Great  dill  to  Mm  was  digbt ; 

The  maydens  love  removde  his  roynd, 
To  care-bed  went  the  knighte. 


One  while  he  spred  his  armes  him  froi 
One  while  he  spred  them  nye  : 

"  Anii  aye !  but  I  winne  ihat  ladyes  lort^ 
For  dole  now  I  mun  dye." 


And  whan  our  purish-mosde  v/as  done, 

Our  kiiige  was  bownc  to  djne; 
He  sayes,  "  Where  ia  Syr  Cauline, 

That  is  wont  to  serve  the  vjae  P  " 

Then  aunsnerde  him  ii  courteous  knights, 
And  fast  hia  handes  gan  wringe  : 

"  Syr  Cauline  is  sicke,  and  like  lo  dye. 
Without  a  good  leechinge." 

"Fetche  me  downe  my  daughter  deere. 

She  is  a  leeche  fulle  fine; 
Goe  lake  him  doughe  and  the  buken  bread, 
And  serve  iiica  with  the  wj-ne  soe  red: 

Lothe  I  were  lum  to  tine." 

Fttir  Christabeile  to  bis  cbaumber  goes, 

Her  nmydens  followTng  nyc  : 
"  0  well,"  she  sayth,  "  how  doth  my  lord  ?  " 

"  0  sicke,  thou  fayr  ladye." 

"  Nowe  ryse  up  wighilye,  man,  for  shame. 

Never  lye  soe  cowardice  j 
For  it  is  told  in  ray  fathers  halle  ' 

You  dye  for  love  of  mee." 

"  Fayre  ladye,  it  is  for  your  love 

That  all  lhi«  dill  I  drye  : 
For  if  you  wold  comfort  me  with  a  kiss«, 
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Then  wei^e  I  brouglit  from  bale  to  blbse, 
No  lengcr  wold  I  lye." 

"  Sir  knighte,  my  Tather  is  a  kinge, 

I  am  lii3  onlye  heire ; 
Alas  1  and  well  you  kiiowe,  syr  knigUle, 

I  never  ctui  be  yotire  fere." 

"  0  ladye,  thou  ut  a  )cinge«  daughter, 

And  I  am  not  thy  peere  ; 
But  let  me  doe  some  deedes  of  anne.*, 

To  be  your  bacheleere." 

"  Some  deedes  or  armea  if  [hou  wilt  doe, 

My  baclieleere  to  bee, 
{But  ever  and  aye  my  heart  wold  nie, 

GifT  Lann  shold  bappe  Co  ibee,) 

"TTpon  Eldridge  hill  there  groweth  a  thora 

Dpon  the  mores  brodinge  ; 
And  dure  ye,  syr  knighte,  wake  there  all  nighto, 

Untile  the  fayre  mominge  ? 

"For  the  Eldridge  knighte,eomickle of  migbte, 

Will  examine  you  beforne  ; 
And  never  man  bare  life  awaje, 

But  he  did  him  scatb  and  scorae. 

"That  knighte  he  ia  a  foul  paynin^ 
And  large  of  limb  and  bone ; 
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I    -Ajid  but  if  heaven  maj  be  thy  fpeede, 
rhv  life  it  is  biil  irone." 
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Thy  life  it  is  bitl  gone." 


**  Nowe  on  the  Etdridge  hillBS  Be  walks, 

For  thy  sake,  fair  ladle  ; 
And  He  either  bring  you  a  ready  token, 

Or  Be  never  more  you  see." 

TThe  lady  has  gone  to  her  own  chaumbore, 

Her  ranydeus  following  bright ; 
Syr  Cauliue  lope  from  eare-bed  soone, 
And  to  the  Eldridge  liills  ia  gone. 
For  to  wnke  there  all  nigbi. 

Unlo  midnight,  that  the  moone  did  rise. 

He  walked  up  and  downe  \ 
Then  a  lightsome  bugle  heard  he  blows 

Over  the  bents  ^oe  browne ; 
Quoth  hee,  "  If  cryance  come  till  my  heart, 

t  am  Siir  from  any  good  towne." 

And  fioone  he  spyde  on  the  mori»  bo  broad 

A  furyous  wjghl  and  fell ; 
A  ladye  bright  his  brydle  led, 

Clod  in  a  t'ayre  kyrlell : 

And  soe  fast  he  callud  on  Syr  CauUne, 

"  0  mail,  I  rede  thee  Hyu, 
Fur  but  if  cryanoe  come  till  thy  heart, 

I  weene  but  thou  mun  dye," 
n,  MS.  For  if. 
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He  aayth,  "  No  cryanoe  comes  dll  my  1: 

Nor,  in  failh,  I  wjll  not  flee  ; 
For,  cause  ibou  miuged  not  CUrist  beibre^  1 

The  less  me  dreadeili  thee." 

The  Eldridge  knighte,  he  piicked  his  st« 

Syr  Cauline  bold  abode : 
Then  eilber  sbooke  his  trustye  speare, 
And  the  timber  these  two  children  bare 

Soe  soone  in  sunder  elode. 

Then  tooke  they  out  theyr  two  good  swoH 

And  lajden  on  full  ladle, 
Till  liulme  and  hawberke,  mail  and  sbeeld 

They  all  were  well-nye  brasL 

The  Eldridge  knij^^ht  was  mickle  of  n 
And  EtilTe  in  slower  did  alaade  ; 

But  Syr  Cauline  with  an  nukewai-d  strokal 
He  smote  off  his  right-hand  ; 

That  soone  he,  wilbpaineandlaekeofbkM 
Fell  downe  on  that  lay-land. 

Then  up  Syr  Cauline  lift  his  brands 

All  over  his  head  so  bye  : 
"  And  here  I  sweare  by  the  holy  rood^ 

Nowe,  caytiffe,  thou  shalt  dye." 
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Then  up  and  came  lliat  ladye  biighte, 

Fasle  ringiDg  of  her  h.tnde: 
'  ]Por  ihe  maydeiiH  love,  ihat  most  you  lore^ 

Withhold  that  dendlye  brande: 

*  For  the  roaydeiis  love  that  most  you  love. 
Now  smyte  no  mure  I  praye  ; 
I  .And  aye  wbatever  tliou  wilt,  mj  lord, 
He  shall  thy  besu  obnye." 

"  Now  Eweare  to  mee,  thou  Eldridge  knighte, 

And  here  on  lliia  lay-land, 
That  ihou  wilt  believe  on  Christ  bis  laye. 

And  therio  plight  thy  hand: 

"  And  that  Ihou  never  on  Eldridge  [hill]  come 

To  sporle,  gamon,  or  playe  ; 
And  that  thou  here  give  up  (hy  armes 

Until  thy  dying  daye." 

■     The  Eldridge  knighle  gave  up  his  armes. 
With  many  a  eorrowfulle  sigbe ; 
And  aware  to  obey  Syr  Gaiilinea  best, 
Till  the  tyme  that  he  ehold  dye. 

And  he  then  up,  and  the  Eldridge  knighte 

Sett  him  in  his  saddle  anone  ; 
And  the  Eldridge  kniglile  and  his  ladye, 

To  theyr  castle  are  lliey  gone. 


SIK    CAULIXB. 


Tlien  he  utoke  up  the  bloud^  band, 

Th:it  waa  so  large  of  bone, 
Ajid  on  il  he  founds  five  ringes  of  gold. 

Of  knightes  that  had  lie  elone. 

Then  he  looke  up  [he  Eldiidge  sworde. 

As  hard  oe  any  flint ; 
And  he  tooke  off  those  ringes  fire, 

As  briglit  as  fyre  and  brent 

Home  then  pricktid  Syr  Cauline, 

As  Ught  as  leafe  on  tree  ; 
I-wy9  he  neither  stint  ne  blannCf 
Till  he  his  Indye  see. 

Then  downe  he  knelt  upon  his  knee. 

Before  that  lady  gay  : 
"  0  ladye,  I  have  bin  on  the  Eldridge 
These  lokena  I  bring  away." 

"  Now  welcome,  welcome,  Syr  Caolin^ 

Thrice  welcome  unto  mee, 
For  now  I  perceive  thou  art  a  true  knig] 

Of  valour  bolde  and  free." 

"  0  ladye,  I  am  thy  own  true  kaigbt«. 

Thy  hesls  for  to  obaye  ; 
And  inought  I  hope  to  winne  thy  love  1 " 

No  more  his  tonge  colde  say. 


■IB    CADLUTE.  181 

iTie  ladye  blushed  scarlette  reUde, 

And  fette  a  gentill  sighe : 
*■  Alas  I  pyr  kniglit,  how  may  this  bee, 

For  my  degi'ee'g  soe  biglie? 

**  But  aith  ihou  hast  higlil,  thou  comely  youth, 

To  be  my  batchilere, 
3Ie  prombe,  if  thee  1  may  not  wedde, 
I  will  hflTe  Done  other  fere." 

Then  shee  held  fbrthe  her  liley-white  hand 

Towards  that  knighle  to  free ; 
He  gave  to  it  one  gea^U  ki^e. 
His  heart  was  brought  IVom  bale  to  bliwe, 

The  teares  sterte  from  his  ee. 

"  Bat  keep  my  counMyl,  Syr  Caulina, 

N«  let  no  man  it  knowe ; 
For,  and  ever  my  father  eholde  it  ken, 

J  wot  he  wolde  ub  aloe." 

From  that  day»  fbrthe,  that  ladye  fayre 
liovde  Syr  Cauline  the  kniglile; 

From  thai  days  forthe,  he  only  joyde 
Whan  shee  vaa  in  liis  sighL 

Tea,  and  oftentimeH  they  mette 

Within  a  fayre  arboure. 
Where  they,  in  lore  and  sweet  daliaunoe^ 

Faat  manye  a  pleasauni  boure. 
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THE    SECOND   PABT. 


EreRTE  wUiie  wiU  have  its  bkcke^ 
And  eTerje  swtete  its  sowre: 

Tbia  fouode  llie  Liulye  Cbrlstabelle 
In  aa  untimely  howre. 

For  so  it  befcUe,  as  Sjr  CauUne 

Was  with  tliat  Jadye  fairc, 
The  kinge,  her  father,  walked  ibrtbe 

To  take  the  erenyng  ure; 

And  into  the  arboure  as  he  went 

To  rest  his  wearye  feel. 
He  found  his  daughter  and  Syr  Catiline 

There  ^elte  in  daliaunce  sweeu 

The  kinge  hee  sterted  forthe,  i-wya, 
And  an  angrye  man  was  hee : 

"Nowe,  traytoure,  thou  shalt  hangeordi 
And  rewe  shall  thy  lodie." 

Then  forthe  Syr  Cauliae  he  was  leddSi 
And  throwne  in  dungeon  deepe ! 

And  ihe  ladye  into  a  towre  bo  hySf 
ThtiTC  left  to  wayie  and  weepe. 
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1'he  (iucene  sh'j  was  S }  r  Canline-  iVi'jnd, 

And  to  the  kinge  sayd  shee : 
**  I  praje  you  save  Sjr  Caulines  life, 

And  let  him  banisht  bee." 

^  Now,  dame,  that  traitor  shall  be  sent 

Across  the  salt  sea  fome : 
But  here  I  will  make  thee  a  band, 
If  ever  he  oome  within  this  land, 

A  foule  deathe  is  his  doome." 

All  woe-begone  was  that  gentil  knight 

To  parte  firom  his  ladje ; 
And  manj  a  time  he  sighed  sore, 

And  cast  a  wistfulle  eye : 
''Faire  Christabelle,  from  thee  to  part6» 

Farre  lever  had  I  dje." 

Fair  Christabelle,  ^at  ladje  bright. 

Was  had  forthe  of  the  towre  ; 
Bot  ever  shee  droopeth  in  her  minde. 
As,  nipt  bj  an  ungentle  winde, 

Doth  some  faire  lillye  flowre. 

And  ever  shee  doth  lament  and  weepe, 

To  tint  her  lover  soe : 
^  Sjr  Cauline,  thou  little  think'st  on  mee, 

But  I  will  still  be  true." 

Ifanje  a  kinge,  and  manye  a  duke. 
And  lorde  of  high  degree. 


1 

lent,  ^M 


Did  sue  to  tb'.it  liij^re  ladys  of  love ; 
But  never  ahee  wolde  tliem  riM. 


When  manje  a  days  was  ptiet  and 

Ne  comfbrie  she  colde  lindc, 
Tlie  kynge  procliuiQed  a  tourneament, 

To  cbeere  hU  daugblers  mind. 

And  there  came  lords,  and  there  came  knlghtt, 

Fro  monye  a  forre  coundye, 
To  break  a  spere  for  theyr  ladyes  love, 

Before  that  faire  ladye. 

And  many  a  htdye  there  was  Betl«, 

In  purple  and  in  palle  t 
But  faire  CbriatabeUe,  soe  woe-begoiM^ 

Was  the  fayrest  of  them  alL 

Then  inaaye  a  knighte  w^  mickle  of  mi^^ 

Before  bis  ladye  gaye  ; 
But  a  etiwjger  wigbt,  whom  no  man  kneiH^ 

He  wan  the  prixe  eche  daye. 

Hie  nclon  it  wa^  all  of  blacke, 

His  hewburke  and  his  aheelde ; 
Ne  noe  man  wist  whence  he  did  come, 
Ke  Doe  miui  knewe  where  he  did  gone, 

Wlieu  they  came  out  the  feelde.  ^ 


^  Syr  CkiiKna  here  acls  up  li 


IhKU  Ihl),  of  kuigtata  iilraid]'  ilntiDgiiuta^^ 


■Ajid  now  ihrefi  daye  were  pre-'ilye  past 

In  feaies  of  chivalrye, 
AVhen  lo,  ujioii  the  Iburili  mominge, 

A  Borrowt'ulle  sight  iliey  sue : 

~A  bugye  glaunt  siiHe  and  atarke, 

All  foule  of  liinbe  and  lere, 
Two  goggling  eyen  like  fire  farden, 

A  moulhe  &om  eiu«  to  care. 

Before  hitn  came  a  dwarflTe  full  lowe, 

That  waited  on  his  knee  ; 
Ani  at  his  backe  five  lieods  he  bare. 

All  wan  and  pale  of  bice. 

"Sir,"  quoth  tlii;  dwaiifb,  and  louteil  lowe, 

"  Behold  that  hend  .Soldain ! 
Behold  ihe.'ie  heads  I  beare  with  me ! 

They  are  kings  which  he  hath  slain. 

"The  PMriUge  knight  is  his  own  cousine, 
Whom  a  knight  of  thine  hath  sbenC ; 

Dlr  TwU  or  armt  la.rtog  piide  tbeir  wonted  cognlinncn,  add, 
%ader  the  teinbliiiua  of  >lrni>ger  knig)ici,  mniirully  perform- 
tug  rigltl  worahlprul  and  TRJinnt  clescli.  How  often  i>  the 
twiounei]  Aniiar,  In  >nch  sxblbitlotia,  obliged  to  orclulm, 
"  0  Jliuu,  wbKt  kiiiglil  li  ttiftt  armjred  all  Id  fp^eno  (or  ai 
111*  cue  may  beVt  he  jiiiiBlh  myghtily!"  Tlie  Emperor 
lit  Almnine,  In  like  miiiiner,  utter  the  tiinei.r  ^ui:cor  nflbrded 
hlln  lij  S}-r  Qowgliter,  ii  Bnitoui  to  Icuni  Ills  immB  uf  b[l 
axHl«l  but  unknown  deliverer."  |.So  in  tlia  romance  of 
Kattail  surf  iJHum.  »«  ]  -  UticxKiiwuJ. 


1 


'86  SIR   OAIJLINB. 

And  liee  is  come  lo  avengu  liU  wrong  : 
And  lo  thetj,  all  ihy  knigliWsi  amoitg. 
Defiance  here  lialli  sent. 

^  But  yetle  he  will  oppease  his  wrath. 
Thy  (Imightera  love  lo  winne  ; 

And,  but  thou  yeelde  him  tliul  fa;re  mayd, 
Thy  linlls  had  lowers  muH  br^naa. 

"  Thy  heiul,  eyr  king,  must  goe  witli  mee, 

Or  K\sft  thy  daughter  dcere  ; 
Or  else  within  these  liEts  km  broad, 

Thou  must  finile  him  a  peore." 

The  king  he  turned  him  round  aboute, 

And  in  his  heart  was  woe  : 
"  Is  there  never  a  knighte  of  my  round  ti 

This  matter  will  imdergoe  ? 


''Ih  there  never  a  knijjhte  amongst  yee  all 

Will  fight  for  ray  daughter  and  moe  ? 
Whoever  will  fight  yon  grimme  Soldan, 

Right  fair  his  ineede  shall  Irae. 

"  For  liee  shall  have  my  broad  lay-Ianda, 
And  of  my  crowne  be  heyre  ; 

And  he  shull  winne  fayre  Christabelle 
To  he  his  wedded  fere." 


SIS  CAULDce.  187 

tl  ereiy  knighle  of  Iiii  round  table 
Dili  stand  both  still  and  |<a1e  ; 
S'or,  wlienever  lliey  lookt  on  llie  prim  Si>Hnii, 
It  made  tlwlr  buarls  tu  quail. 

e-begone  was  that  fiiyre  ladye, 
When  she  M»we  no  heipe  was  nye  j 
Blw  cast  her  thought  on  her  owne  Irue-love, 
And  (he  twires  gualit  from  her  cy 

rVp  then  Gterte  the  stranger  kiiiglile, 

Sayd,  '■  Ladye,  be  not  affrayd ; 
[  He  6ght  for  tbce  with  this  grimrae  Soldan, 

Thougbe  he  be  unmncklye  iniiUe. 

"  And  if  tbuu  wilt  tend  nie  llie  Kldridge  sworde, 

Thni  lyeth  wiibin  thy  bowre, 
I  truste  in  Cbriste  for  to  «lay  tht!4  Rende, 

Tlioughe  be  be  slilTm  slowre." 

"  6oe  fetch  him  downe  the  EIJri(l;u;e  sworde," 
The  kinge  he  cryde,  "  wilb  spetUe  : 

Nowe,  faeitven  HS$igt  thee,  courti'uua  knighte  g 
My  diuigliter  is  thy  mecde." 

The  gj-auDt  he  etepped  into  the  lisl«. 

And  eayd,  "  Awaye,  Kwaye ! 
I  iweare,  oa  I  aiu  the  bend  Soldnn, 

Thou  lellciit  me  here  oil  daye." 
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TUen  forthe  the  stranger  kniglit  he  came, 

In  lii^  bliicke  nriDoure  dight: 
The  ladye  sighed  a  genile  sighe. 

"  That  this  were  ray  true  knighte  1 " 

And  nowe  the  gyamit  and  knigliC  be  meU 

Within  the  lists  eoe  broad; 
And  now,  with  awordes  ^oe  shiirpe  of  slue 

They  gan  lo  lay  on  load. 

The  Soldan  strac^ke  the  knighte  a  stroke 

That  made  him  reele  asyde : 
Then  woe-begoiie  was  that  fayre  ladye, 

Aod  thriee  she  deeply  aighde. 

The  Soldfin  etrucke  a  second  stroke, 
And  made  the  bloude  lo  tlowe  : 

All  pale  and  wan  was  that  ladye  fayre, 
And  thrice  she  wopt  for  woe. 

The  Soldan  etrucke  a  third  fell  stroke, 
Which  brought  the  knighte  on  his  kneeti 

Sad  sorrow  pierced  tliat  ladyea  heart. 
And  she  shriekt  loud  shrickings  three. 

Tlie  knighte  he  leapt  npon  his  feete, 

All  recklesse  of  the  pain  : 
Quoth  hee,  "  But  heaven  be  now  my  spee 

Or  else  I  shall  be  slaine." 
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g™si>e<l  his 


-^Vnd  spyiug 
**^   druve  it  iui 


iiite  wilb  mayue  iind  mighte, 


part, 
the  Soldaus  syde, 
-Aoi  pierced  him  to  tbs  heart. 


«D  all  the  people  gave  &  shoute, 
'Whan  theyanne  the  Soldan  fulle: 
ladye  wept,  and  thaaked  Chi'ist, 
That  had  reakewed  her  from  thrall. 


the  kiuge,  with  all  his  harons, 
Bo^e  Dppe  from  oBe  his  aeale, 
nd  downe  be  stepped  into  iho  listea 
That  curteous  kuighte  to  greete. 


',  for  payoe  and  lacke  of  blonde, 
Was  fallen  into  a  swounde, 
Knd  there,  all  walteringe  in  his  gore. 
Lay  lifelesse  on  tihe  gronnde. 


I. 
"■  Come  downe,  come  downe,  my  daughter  deare, 
Thou  art  a  leeche  of  skille  j 
Tarre  lever  had  I  loae  halfe  niy  Inndes 
Than  this  goode  knighte  sbolde  epille." 
Dome  then  etep].>eth  that  fayre  Jadye, 
To  helpe  htm  if  she  tnaye  : 
Bnt  wheti  ihe  did  his  heavere  raise, 
'  It  is  my  life,  my  lord  ! "  she  eayes, 
And  shriekte  and  swoiiiid  awiije. 
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Sir  Cauline  juste  lifte  up  hia  eyes, 
When  he  beard  his  ladje  crye; 

"0  ladye,  I  am  thine  owne  true  lorej 
For  thee  I  wiaht  to  dye." 

Then  giving  her  one  partinge  looke. 
He  closed  liis  eyes  in  deuth, 

Ere  Chri&labelle,  that  ladye  mUde, 
Begane  to  drawe  her  breathe. 

But  when  she  fonad  Ler  comclye  knighU 

Indeed  nus  dead  and  gone, 
She  layde  her  pale,  cold  cbeeke  to  iiia. 

And  thus  she  made  her  motme  : 

"  0  staye,  my  dcare  and  onlye  brd. 
For  mee,  thy  fuithfulle  feere; 

Tia  meet  that  I  ahold  Tollowe  ihee, 
Who  hast  bought  my  love  so  deare." 

Then  fayniitige  in  a  deadlye  swoune, 

And  willk  a  deep-fette  sighe 
Tliflt  burst  her  gentle  heart  in  twajao, 

Fayre  Christabelle  did  dye. 
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-T*be  giibiitanpe  of  it  is  Ibund  in  the  benutiful  roniaiici; 

<*T  Marie  de  France,  the  Lai  le  Frein,  of  whk-h  au 

^K-ncienl    Engliah    translation   is   printed    in    Weber*! 

J%felrical  Bomancta,  L  9S7.     The  Swedish  and  Daniah 

ttalloda  go  nnder  the  same  name  of  Fair  ^nna,  and 

!ie  seen   in  Artridreon's  Spenska   Fonannger,  i. 

(ieijert  Scemka  Folk-Visor,  i.  '2i  ;  and  Nyerup's 

irvlre    Vver,  it.  59,      Jamieson   haa  rendered  the 

X&nisli  ballad  very  ikilfiilly,  in   the   Scottiab  dialeut, 

from  Syrt  edition  of  the   Kicmpe'Viter.    In  Dutch, 

the  characten  are  Maid  Adelhaid  and  King  Alewljn 

{aoftmnna'a  Hollaniiilckii  Polhlitder,lGi.)   The  atfiry 

■Bwebavi!  found  il  in  Gentian  is  uonxidurnUy  vhanrred. 

See  Die  iriedergt/uiiiiene  Koniyiilocliler,  in  Dtt  Kniibcn 

Wunderhom,  u.  27*.  and  SUMi,  Uhland's  Vva-flieitr. 

LS73. 

The    Scottuli   venion*   of   Fair   Annie   are   t^uile 

nnmyrous.      A  fragnient  of  eight   iUin/n»  whs   pub- 

litlierl  in   Herd's  coSlwtion,  (il'/ia  vill  bale  Ml/ bridal 

mma'l.  ed.   1778,  i.  167.)      Sir  WaJier  Scott  gave  a 
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complete  copj-,  from  redlation  id  tlie  Minsfrelsy  q 
the  ScoilUh  Border.  Two  other  copies,  also  from  oral 
Eradilion,  were  inserted  hy  Janiicaon  in  the  Appen- 
dix to  his  Popular  Ballads,  {Lady  Jane,  ii.  371,  Burd 
Helen,  ii.  37C,)  and  from  these  he  construuCed  the 
edition  of  Ladg  Jane,  printed  at  p.  73  of  the  same 
volume.  Slotherwcll  {MinitreUy)  affords  still  aoolher 
variety,  and  Chomben  has  compiled  a  ballad  front 
all  these  souroes  aud  a  manuscript  furnished  hy  ll 
Kinloch,  {ScoltUh  Bulladf,  p.  ISO-) 

1q  this  collection  we  have  adopted  the  vei 
Scott   and  Motherwell,  giving  Jamieson's  transla&l 
of  Skja:n  Anuri  in  our  Appendix. 


"  It's  nurrow,  narrow,  make  your  bed. 
And  loam  to  lie  your  lane  ; 

For  I'm  gHun  o'er  ihe  pcb.  Fair  Aatiie, 
A  braw  briile  lo  bring  liame. 

Wi'  her  I  will  gel  gowd  mid  gear  ; 
Wi'  you  I  ne'er  got  nane. 

"  But  whtt  will  bftUe  my  hi-idal  bi-ead, 

Or  brew  my  bridal  ale  ? 
And  wha  will  welcome  my  hnik  brid^ 

That  I  bring  o'er  the  dale  ?  " — 

"  It's  I  will  bake  your  bridal  bread, 

And  brew  your  brjdul  ale  ; 
And  I  will  welcome  your  brisk  bride, 

That  you  bring  o'er  i!i«  diile." — 
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"  But  ehe  that  welcomes  my  brisk  bride 
Maun  giuig  like  maiden  Ikir  ; 

She  mouii  luce  un  her  robe  sas  jimp, 
And  braid  Ler  yellow  hair." — 

"  But  how  can  I  gnng  maiden-like, 

When  maiden  I  urn  nunc  f 
Have  I  not  born  ecren  sons  lo  thee, 

And  am  with  cliild  again  ?  " — 

She's  ta'en  lier  young  son  in  her  arms, 

Anotlier  in  her  hiuid ; 
And  she's  up  to  liie  highest  tower, 

To  see  him  come  to  Innd. 

"  Come  up,  come  up,  my  eldest  eon. 
And  k>ok  o'er  yon  sea-sU-and, 

And  see  your  t'alher'a  new-come  bride, 
Before  itlie  come  lo  land." — 

"  Come  down,  come  down,  my  mother  dear, 

Come  frae  the  castle  wa'  1 
I  fear,  if  langer  ye  stand  there, 

Ye'll  let  yoursell  down  la'." — 

And  she  giieJ  down,  and  farther  down, 

Her  love's  ship  for  to  see  ; 
And  ihe  topmast  nnd  ihe  mainmast 

Shone  like  the  silver  free. 
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Am!  .-ih«!'s  fft,ne  down,  and  lariher  down, 

Tli<:  bride's  :ilup  lo  biiliold  ; 
And  the  topmasl  ajid  the  mninraast 

They  shone  just  like  the  gold. 

She'd  ta'en  her  scTen  aons  in  lier  hiinO  ; 

I  wot  she  didna  fail .' 
She  met  Lord  Tlioinas  and  hh  bri<le, 

Ai  they  came  o'er  the  dale. 

"You're  welcome  to  your  hoiire,T^rdThoiuaB}  I 

You're  welcome  lo  your  land  ; 
You're  welcome,  with  your  fair  ladye, 

That  you  lead  by  the  hiind, 

"  You're  welcome  to  your  hii's,  ludye. 

Your  welcome  to  your  bowel's  t 
You're  welcome  to  your  hainc,  Indyo, 

For  a'  tliat's  here  is  yours." — 

*•  I  thank  (hee,  Anntei  I  thank  rhev,  Armi 

Sae  dearly  as  1  thank  thee  ; 
You're  the  Ukesl  to  my  sister  Annie, 

That  ever  I  did  see. 

"  There  came  a  knight  out  o'er  the  »eai 

And  slijiil'd  my  sister  away  ; 

The  iihame  scoiip  in  his  company, 

And  bind  where'er  he  gae  I  " — 
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She  bang  ne  napkin  at  llie  door, 

Aaollier  in  the  ha' ; 
And  a"  to  wipe  the  trickling  tears, 

Sae  fast  as  lUey  did  fa'. 

And  aye  she  served  the  lang  tables 
Wiih  white  bread  and  with  wine; 

And  aye  she  drank  the  wan  water. 
To  had  her  colour  fine. 

And  aye  she  served  the  lang  lablw. 
With  white  bread  and  with  brown  i 

And  ay  she  tum'd  her  round  alioul, 
Sae  fast  the  tears  fell  down. 

And  he's  ta'en  down  the  silk  napkin, 

Hung  on  a  slWer  pin  ; 
And  aye  he  wipe*  the  tear  trickling 

Adown  her  cheek  and  i^in. 

And  aye  he  tum'd  him  round  about, 
And  smiled  aniang  his  men, 

Says — "  Like  ye  best  the  old  ladye. 
Or  her  that's  new  come  hame  ?" — 


When  bells  were  rung,  and  mass  was  su 

And  a'  [nen  bound  to  bt:d. 
Lord  Thomas  and  his  new-tome  biide. 

To  their  chRnib<;r  they  were  gatnl. 
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Aiinie  made  her  bt'd  a  litlle  forbye, 

To  bear  what  iLey  might  &&y ; 
■'  AdiI  ever  alas  !  "  Tair  Annie  crieil, 

«  That  I  should  see  this  day  I 

"  Gio  my  seven  sons  were  seven  young 

Running  on  the  castle  wa", 
And  I  were  a  grey  cat  mysell, 

I  soon  would  worry  them  a'. 

"  Gin  my  seven  sons  were  seven  young  ham^n 

Running  o'er  yon  lilly  lee. 
And  I  were  a  grew  bound  my  sell, 

Soon  worried  they  a'  should  be."— 

And  wue  and  sad  fair  Annie  sE^ 

And  drearie  was  her  sang ; 
And  ever,  as  she  sobb'd  and  grat, 

"  Wue  to  the  n»an  that  did  ihe  wrong  I " —  I 

"  My  gown  ia  on,"  said  the  new-come  bride, 

"  My  shoes  are  od  my  feet, 
And  I  will  to  fair  Annie's  chamber, 

And  see  what  gars  her  greet. 

"  What  ails  ye,  what  ails  ye.  Fair  Annie, 

That  ye  make  sic  a  moau  ? 
Has  your  wine  barrels  cast  the  girds, 

Or  is  your  white  bread  gone  f 
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"  0  wlm  w(i«'l  was  your  fiillier.  Annie, 
Or  wha  was't  was  your  raoilier  ? 

And  liail  yon  ony  iisIit,  Annie, 
Or  hat)  you  ony  brother  ?  " — 

"  The  Eiirl  of  Wcinyss  waa  my  fiilher, 
The  Countess  of  Wemyss  my  mother; 

And  a'  the  folic  atioul  the  house, 
To  me  were  sister  and  brother." — 

"Ifllie  Earl  of  Wemyss  was  your  father, 

And  it  shall  npt  be  Ibr  lack  o'  gowd, 
That  ye  your  love  eali  tyne. 

"  For  I  have  seven  ships  o"  mine  ain, 

A'  loaded  to  the  brim  j 
And  I  will  gie  them  a'  to  thee, 

Wi'  four  lo  ihine  eldest  son. 
But  thanks  to  a.'  the  powers  in  heaven 

That  I  sae  maiden  tiame  I " 


J 
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HotlMrwdl's  Mimlrtitt,  p.  33T.     Obtained  from 

"  Leark  10  mnk  jour  Ucii,  Annie, 
And  learn  to  lie  your  tone  ; 

For  I  mnun  outg  the  siilt  sea^  g^ngi 
A  brisk  bride  lo  bring  Uame. 

**  Bind  up,  bind  up  your  jeltow  hfur, 
And  Ij-e  il  in  your  netk  ; 

And  Hee  you  look  as  muiden-Uke 
As  Uie  day  rbat  we  first  raeL" 

"  0  horn  can  I  look  mniden-like, 


iii'maiden  I'll  r 

le'er  be ; 

seven  brave  soi 

as  I've  bora  to  thee. 

the  eighlh  is  i] 

D  my  bodie  ? 

"  The  eldest  of  your  sons,  my  lord, 
IrVi'  red  gold  shines  bis  weed ; 


The  second  t 
Bides  on  t 
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f  your  sons,  mj-  lord, 
railk-whitD  sl«ed. 


"  And  the  tliird  of  your  sons,  my  lord, 
lie  draws  your  beer  and  wine ; 

And  tlie  rnurih  oT  jour  M>n^,  my  lord, 
Can  serve  you  when  you  dine. 

"  And  tlie  liri  of  your  sons,  my  lord. 
He  can  both  read  and  write ; 

Aiid  the  sisih  of  your  mnt,  my  lord, 
Can  do  it  most  perfyte. 

"And  the  sevenl  of  your  sons,  my  lord, 

SiU  on  the  nurse's  knee  : 
And  how  can  I  look  maiden-Ukt^, 

When  a  maid  I'll  never  be  ? 

"But  wha  will  bake  your  wedding  bread, 

And  brew  your  bridal  ule  ? 
Or  wlia  will  welpome  your  brisk  bride 

Tlial  you  bring  owre  tlie  dale  ?  " 

"  ni  put.  cooks  in  my  kildien, 

And  stewards  in  my  hall, 
And  ni  have  bakers  for  my  bread. 

And  brewers  for  ray  iilt- : 
Bui  you're  lo  welcome  my  brink  bride 

Tbat  I  bring  owre  the  dale." 


L' 


When  year  und  day  was  past  find  g 
Fair  Annie  elie  tUochl  lang; 

Anil  she  is  up  to  her  bower  head, 
To  behold  bolb  sea  and  land. 

"  Come  up,  come  up,  my  eldest  son, 

And  see  now  what  you  see  j 

O  yonder  comes  your  father  dear, 

And  your  stepmother  to  be." 


"  Cast  oW  yonr  gown  of  block,  mother. 
Put  on  your  gown  of  brown, 

And  ril  put  off  my  mourning  weeds. 
And  we'll  welcome  him  home." 

She's  taken  wine  into  her  hand. 

And  she  htta  taken  bi'ead, 
And  she  is  down  to  the  water  side 

To  welcome  them  indeed. 

"  You're  welcome,  my  loM,  you're  welo 
my  lord, 
Tou're  welcome  home  to  me  i 
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So  IS  every  lord  and  gt^nlleman 
That  is  in  your  coraponie. 

"  You're  welcome,  my  laily,  you'n?  welcom  ■ 
my  lady, 
You're  welcome  home  (o  me  ; 

Bo  is  every  lady  and  gentleman 
That's  in  your  companic." 

"  I  thank  you,  my  girl,  I  lliarik  you,  my  giri, 

I  thnnk  you  heartily  ; 
If  I  live  seven  years  about  this  hous^ 

Rewarded  you  shall  be." 

She  eerr'd  them  up,  she  serr'd  them  down 
With  the  wheal  bwad  and  the  wine  ? 

But  aye  &he  drank  tlie  rauld  wnii^r, 
To  keep  her  colour  fine. 

She  serv'd  tliem  up,  she  i^ci-v'd  them  dowii. 
With  the  wheat  bread  and  the  heer; 

Bat  aye  she  drank  the  rniild  water. 
To  keep  her  colour  clear. 

When  bells  were  rung  and  mass  was  sung, 

And  all  were  houne  for  rest. 
Fair  Annie  laid  her  sons  in  bed. 

And  a  sorrowfu'  woman  she  wat. 
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"  Will  I  go  to  the  sail,  salt  seas, 

Aod  sec  the  fishes  ewim  ? 
Oi  will  I  go  to  the  guy  green  wood, 

And  hear  ihe  small  liirds  sing  ?  " 

Out  and  spoke  an  aged  man, 
That  slooJ  behind  the  door, — 

"  Ye  will  not  go  to  (he  sail,  Bait  seas, 
To  Bee  the  6Bhes  ewlm  ; 

Nor  will  ye  go  to  tlie  gay  green  wood, 
To  hear  the  small  birds  sing : 

"  But  yc'il  lake  a  harp  into  your  hand, 

Go  to  their  chamber  door. 
And  aye  ye'U  harp  and  aye  ye'll  muni, 

With  the  salt  tears  falling  o'er." 

She's  la'en  a  harp  into  Iier  liand. 
Went  lo  their  chauiber  door. 

And  aye  she  harped  and  aye  she  mnni'd 
With  the  sail  tears  falling  o'er. 

Out  and  spak  the  brisk  young  bride, 
In  brids'bed  where  she  lay, — 

"  I  think  I  hear  my  sister  Annje^ 
And  I  wish  weel  it  may ; 

For  a  Scotisli  lord  stnw  her  awa,  '' 
And  an  ill  death  may  he  diei"' 
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"  Wlia  was  jour  fether,  my  girl,"  she  says, 

"  Or  wha  waa  jour  mother  ? 
Or  had  jrau  ever  a.  sister  dear, 

Or  had  you  ever  a.  brother  ?  " 

"  King  Henrj  was  mj  father  dear, 

Queen  Esiher  was  mj  mother, 
Prince  Henrj  was  mj  brother  dear. 

And  Faunj  Flower  mj  eister." 

"  If  King  Henrj  was  jour  father  dtiar, 
And  Queeu  Esther  was  your  molher, 

If  Prince  Henrj  was  your  brother  dear, 
Then  eurelj  I'm  jour  eister. 

"  Come  lo  jour  bed,  my  sister  dear. 

It  ne'er  was  wratig'd  for  me, 
Bot  an  ae  kiss  of  his  merry  mouth, 

Ab  we  cam  owre  the  eea." 

"  Awa,  awa,  ye  forenoon  bride, 

Awa,  awa  frae  me  ; 
I  wudna  bear  mj  Annie  greet. 

For  a'  the  gold  I  got  wi'  thee," 

"  There  were  five  ships  of  gay  red  gold 

Cam  owre  the  seas  with  roe  ; 
It's  twa  o'  them  will  tak  me  hatne. 

And  three  I'll  lease  wi'  thee. 
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FiRHT  published  by  Perc}'  from  hia  folio  MS.,  Se- 
liques,  iii.  94.  Several  traditioaar}'  veraiona  hava  ^nce 
been  prinled,  of  which  ne  give  Burd  Ellen  from  Jo- 
miaton's,  snJ  in  the  Appendiit,  Lady  Margaret  from 
Kioloch's  colloction.  Jamieson  aJaa  furuiilie*  a  frag- 
ment, luiil  Bui-bati,  (  Ballads  of  the  North  of  Scotland, 
iL  80,)  B  complete  copy  of  another  Tarmoii  of  Burd 
£&n,  and  Chambers  {ScotlisK  Ballads,  193,}  uiakea 
up  on  edition  from  all  the  copies,  nliich  we  mention 
ber«  because  he  has  taken  some  lines  fiom  a  manu- 
Knpt  supplied  bj  Mr.  Einloch. 


CoiLDB  Waters  in  his  stable  Bloode 
And  stroakl  liia  milke-wbile  steede ; 

To  him  a  fayre  yonge  Indye  ttame 
Aa  ever  ware  woman'  weede. 

Sft^es,  •'  Christ  you  save,  good  Childe  Waters," 
Saye?,  "  Christ  you  save  and  see  j 
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My  girdle  of  gold  ihat  was  too  longe. 
Is  now  too  short  for  mee. 

'*  And  all  is  with  one  childe  of  yours 

I  feele  Bturre  at  my  side ; 
My  gowne  of  greene  il  is  loo  straighte ; 

Before,  it  was  loo  wide." 

"  If  tlie  child  be  mine, '  f'lire  Ellen,"  he  sayd, 

"  Be  mine,  as  you  tell  mee, 
Then  take  you  Clieslitre  and  Liincashire  both,  1 

Take  them  your  owne  to  bee. 

"If  the  childe  be  mine,  faire  Ellen,"  he  eay^J 
«  Be  mine,  aa  yoti  doe  swearc, 
'  Theu  take  yon  Che.shtre  and  LRncoshire  b 
And  make  ihat  child  your  heyre." 

Shee  sayes,  "  I  had  rather  have  one  kiese, 

Childe  Waters,  of  thy  mouth, 
Than  I  wolde  have  Cheshire  a 
both, 

That  lye  by  north  and  ^oullie. 

"  And  I  had  rather  have  one  twinkling, 

Childe  Wateri!,  of  thine  ee, 
Tlinn  I  wolde  have  Cheshire  i 
both, 

To  take  them  mine  owne  (o  h 
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"TomoiTowc,  Ellen,  I  musl  forth  ryde 

Fmt  into  llie  north  countree  ; 
The  fayrest  lady  ihm  I  win  finde, 

Ellen,  muai  gae  with  mee." 

■  Thou^e  I  am  not  thai  ludye  fayre, 

Yet  let  me  go  wilh  thee ' : " 
And  ever  I  pftiy  you,  Childe  Watera, 

Your  fool-page  let  me  bee." 

"If  you  will  my  fiwl-page  bee,  Ellen, 

Ab  you  doe  tell  to  mte. 
Then  you  must  eul  yoni'  goivne  of  greens 

An  inch  above  your  knee  : 

"Soe  lanat  you  doe  yimr  ycllowe  lockes, 

An  inch  above  3'tiur  ec : 
You  mml  tell  no  man  wlinl  is  ray  name  ; 

My  rool-|>nge  then  you  ;iliHlI  bee." 

Shee,  all  tlm  long  daye  Childe  Waters  rod^ 

Ran  bnrefoote  by  his  syde, 
Yet  was  he  never  soe  courteous  a  knighie, 

To  say,  "  Ellen,  will  you  ryde  ?  " 

Shee,  all  the  long  dnye  CliiUlc  Wiiicr^  rode, 
Rnn  lun'elboie  tliorow  lliu  broiime,  , 

Tett  WHS  hee  never  we  eourleoiia  a  knighte. 
To  say,  "  put  on  your  shoone." 


ippUed  b;  Perc;. 


»  Ride  sofilye,"  ahee  sayd,  "  O  Cfiiide  Walenq 

Why  doe  you  ryde  so  fast  ? 
The  diildu-,  which  is  no  m.iiis  but  ihine, 

My  bodyu  itt  will  brariL" 

Hee  saytb,  "i-eest  lliou  yond  water,  Ellen, 
That  flows  IVum  Imnke  lo  brimme  ? " 

"I  tiust  lo  GoJ.  O  Cbilde  Waiere, 
You  never  will  see  me  awiinme." 

But  when  ^hee  came  to  the  water  side, 

She  Miyled  to  the  chiniiu: 
"  Kaw  the  Lord  of  heaven  be  my  epeede, 

For  I  must  learne  to  swimme." 

The  ealt  waters  bare  up  her  clothesi 

Our  Liidye  bare  up  her  cliinne  -, 
Childe  Waters  was  a  woe  man,  good  Lord, 

To  see  i'aire  Ellen  swimmu  ! 

And  when  sliee  ovee  the  water  waa, 

8hee  ihen  eame  lo  his  knee  : 
Uee  sayd,  "  Come  hither,  ibou  fayre  BUen, 

Ijoe  yonder  what  I  see. 

"  Seen  thou  not  yonder  hall,  EUeii  ? 

or  redd  gold  shiiiea  the  yate  : 
Of  twenty  foiire  faire  ladyes  there, 

The  fairest  is  my  mate. 
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Seest  thoa  not  yonder  hall,  Elleu  ? 
Of  redd  golde  ahinea  the  towre : 
There  are  twenty  four  fayre  Indycs  there. 
The  fftyrest  ia  my  parainoure." 

fl  see  the  hall  now,  Childe  Waian, 
or  redd  golde  shines  the  yale : 
od  give  you  good  now  of  yourselfe, 
And  of  your  worldlye  maM. 

"I  see  the  hall  now,  Ghilde  Witters, 
Of  redd  golde  shines  the  towre: 

God  give  you  good  now  of  yoursclfe, 
And  of  your  paramoure." 


Bxhei 


ire  tweiiljr  four  fayre  ladyea  were 
A  playing  at  the  ball. 
And  Ellen,  the  fayrest  ladye  there, 
Must  bring  his  steed  to  the  sLiH. 

There  twenty  four  fayre  ladyea  were 

A  playinge  at  the  ehesse-. 
And  Ellen,  tlie  layrcst  ladye  there, 

Must  bring  his  Iiorse  to  grcnse. 

Aod  then  bespake  Childe  Waters  sister, 
These  were  tlie  wordes  sayd  shee  : 

"  You  have  the  prettyest  page,  brother. 
That  ever  I  did  see  ; 

TOL.  lU.  14 
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"  Bu[  lliBt  iiih  bellye  it  \i  foe  biggn, 

His  ginile  stands  soe  hye ; 
And  ever,  1  pniy  you.  Childe  Waters, 

Let  biin  in  my  chamber  lye." 

••  It  ia  not  fit  for  a  litUe  foot-page, 

Thiit  has  run  lliroughe  mosse  and  tayn, 

To  lye  in  the  chamber  of  any  ladye, 
Tliat  wcares  aoe  riclie  attyre. 

"  It  is  more  meeie  for  a  little  foot-page, 
That  has  rua  lliroughe  mosse  and  myra, 

To  lake  hia  supper  u|Kin  his  knee. 
And  lye  by  the  kitdieu  tyre." 

Now  when  lliey  had  supped  every  one. 
To  bedd  they  tooke  theyr  wnye : 

He  saytl,  "  Come  hither,  my  little  foot-pagei 
And  licarkeo  what  I  eaye. 

"  Goe  thee  downe  into  yonder  lowne, 

And  loive  into  the  sireete  ; 
The  fayreKl  ladye  that  thou  canst  flndn, 

Hyre  in  mine  armes  to  sleepe  ; 
And  take  her  up  in  tliitie  armes  iwaine. 

For  filing  of  her  feete." 


Ellen  is  gone  into  the  towns, 
And  lowe  into  ihe  streets; 


CHILD   WATERS, 

e  fiiyn!8t  ladye  tbiit  nliec  colde  tinde, 
She  hyred  in  his  unaes  lo  aleepc ; 
And  looke  her  up  in  her  armes  twavne^ 
For  filing  of  lier  l'ee(«. 

I  praje  you  nowe,  good  Childe  Waters, 

Let  mee  l^e  at  joar  Teele  ; 
For  there  is  noe  plnue  about  ihis  bouse, 

WUere  I  may  saye  a  sltepe." 

le  gave  btji-  leavo,  and  faire  Elleo  ' 
Down  al  his  beds  feet  laye' ; 

Alia  done  the  iiighte  drove  on  apacei 
And  when  it  was  ueai'e  the  daye, 

9ee  sajd,  **  Rii^  up,  my  little  foot-page, 

Give  my  steeile  come  and  liayo  ; 
And  give  liim  nowe  ihi:  good  black  oals, 
To  can-y  mee  heller  awiiye." 


p  then  rose  ilie  faire  Ellen, 
And  gave  his  sleedc  come  and  liay; 
8oe  shee  did  the  good  lilack  oates, 
To  carry  hira  the  better  awaye. 

le  leaned  her  back  to  the  manger  side, 
And  grievoti^lye  did  groniie ; 
ie  leaned  her  back  to  the  manger  side, 
And  there  shee  macle  her  iiioane. 

1  '  (npplieJ  by  Percy, 
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And  that  bcheard  h\e  mother  deare, 

SUee  heard  Iter  woefull  woe ' : 
Shee  eayd,  "  Ri-w  up,  thou  Cltilde  WMeni^ 

Aud  into  thy  stable  goe. 

"  For  in  thy  stable  b  a  ghoat. 

That  grievouslye  doth  grone  ; 
Or  else  some  woman  lalwures  with  childe, 

Shee  13  HO  woe-liegoiie." 

Up  then  rose  Chiide  Waters  soone, 

And  Jill  on  hie  Bhirte  of  silke ; 
And  then  he  put  oa  liJs  other  clothes,  i 

On  hi5  bodye  tui  white  as  milke. 

And  when  he  came  to  the  notable  docv. 

Full  slil!  there  hee  did  stand. 
That  Ilea  mighte  heare  iiis  fayre  Ellen, 

Howe  shee  made  her  moniuid. 

She  ?ay(l.  "  Lullabye,  mine  own  dear  chiUj^a 

Lullabye,  deare  chUde,  deara ; 
I  wolde  thy  t'atlier  were  a  kinge, 

Thy  molhere  layd  on  a  biera." 

"Peat*  nowe,"  hee  sayd,  " good, faire  Ell^f 

Bee  of  good  clieere,  I  praye  ; 
And  ihe  bridale  and  the  churchinge  bothe 

Shall  bee  upon  one  daye. 

1  her  wricriill  woe,  Pcrcjl 


BUBD  ELLEN. 

'  Printed  from  Mrs.  Brown's  recitation,  in  Jamie- 
son's  Popular  Ballads^  i.  117.  We  have  restored  tbe 
text  by  omitting  some  interpolations  of  the  editor,  and 
three  conclading  stanzas  by  the  same,  which,  contrary 
to  all  authority,  gave  a  tragic  turn  to  the  story. 


Lord  Johk  stood  in  his  stable  doof, 
Said  he  was  boun  to  ride ; 

Bord  Ellen  stood  in  her  bower  door. 
Said  she'd  rin  by  his  side. 

He's  pitten  on  his  cork-heeFd  shoon, 

And  fast  awa  rade  he  ; 
She's  dad  hersel  in  page  array. 

And  afler  him  ran  she : 

Till  they  came  till  a  wan  water, 
And  folks  do  call  it  Clyde  ; 

Then  he's  lookit  o'er  his  led  shoulder^ 
Says,  "  Ladj,  will  ye  ride  ?  " 
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"  0  I  feamt  it  wi'  my  bower  woman, 
And  I  learnt  it  for  my  weal, 

Whanevei- 1  aim  to  wan  water, 
To  Bwim  like  ony  eel." 

But  the  firsten  slap  the  lady  Btappit, 
Tbe  water  came  liil  ber  knee  { 

"Ochon,  alas  1 "  siud  the  lady, 
"  This  water's  o'er  deep  for  me." 

The  nexten  atap  the  lady  stappit, 
The  water  came  till  ber  middle ; 

And  aighin  gays  that  guy  lady, 
"I've  wat  my  gouden  girdle." 

The  tlurden  stap  llie  lady  siappit. 

The  water  came  till  Ler  pap ; 
Aed  the  bairn  ihat  was  in  her  twa  sidM 
For  caiiM  began  lo  quake. 

"  Lie  slill,  lie  gtill,  my  ain  dear  babe  ; 

Ye  work  your  mother  wae  : 
Your  lather  ridea  on  high  horse  bade,    ' 

Carea  little  for  us  twae." 

0  about  the  midst  o'  Clyde's  water 
There  was  a  yeard-fast  stane ; 

He  lightly  lurn'd  his  horse  about, 
And  took  her  o 


LAnu  looK  ner  on  mm  oeiiin. 
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^  O  tell  me  this  now,  good  lord  John, 

And  a  word  je  dinna  lie, 
How  far  it  is  to  joar  lodgin, 

Whare  we  this  night  maun  be  ?  ** 

'^O  see  na  je  jon  castell,  Ellen, 

That  shines  sae  fair  to  see  ? 
There  is  a  ladj  in  it,  Ellen, 

Will  Binder  jou  and  me. 

**  There  is  a  ladj  in  that  castell 

Win  sinder  you  and  I " — 
<*  Betide  me  weal,  betide  me  wae, 

I  sail  gang  there  and  try." 

*  My  dogs  shall  eat  the  good  white  bread, 

And  ye  shall  eat  the  bran ; 
Then  will  ye  sigh,  and  say,  alas ! 

That  ever  I  was  a  man  I " 

"01  shall  eat  the  good  white  bread, 
And  your  dogs  shall  eat  the  bran  ; 

And  I  hope  to  live  to  bless  the  day. 
That  ever  ye  was  a  man." 

"  O  my  horse  shall  eat  the  good  white  mea' 

And  ye  sail  eat  the  corn ; 
Then  will  ye  curse  the  heavy  hour 

That  ever  your  love  was  bom." 


["0  1  aliall  trat  tbi;  good  while  meal, 
And  your  horse  shall  eat  ibe  corn  i] ' 

I  ay  sail  bless  the  bappy  bour 
That  ever  my  lova  was  born." 

O  four  and  twenty  gay  Indies 
Welcom'd  lord  John  to  the  ha*, 

But  u  fairer  lady  than  them  a' 
Led  liii  horse  to  the  stable  sta.' 

0  four  and  twt^nty  gay  ladies 

Welcom'd  lord  John  to  the  green ; 

But  a  foirtir  ladj  than  thiim  a,' 
At  tlie  manger  stood  alane. 

When  bells  were  rung,  and  ntaaa  was  m 

And  a'  men  boun  to  meat, 
Burd  Ellen  was  at  the  bye-lable 

Amang  Ibe  pages  set. 

"  O  eat  and  drink,  my  bonny  boy. 
The  white  bread  and  the  beer."-^ 

"  The  never  a  bit  can  I  eat  or  drink. 
My  heart's  sae  fu'  o'  fear." 


"O 


and  drink,  my  bonny  boy, 
The  white  bread  and  the  wine."^ 


liara  ronDod  on  tbBlr  modal,  from  SI 
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'*0  how  sail  I  cat  or  drink,  master, 
Wi*  heart  sae  fu'  o*  pine  ?  " 

But  out  and  spak  lord  John's  mother. 

And  a  wise  woman  was  she : 
**  Whare  met  ye  wi'  that  bonny  boy, 

That  looks  sae  sad  on  thee  ? 

Sometimes  his  cheek  is  rosy  red, 

And  sometimes  deadly  wan  ; 
He's  liker  a  woman  big  wi*  bairn, 

Than  a  young  lord's  serving  man." 

^  O  it  makes  me  laugh,  my  mother  dear. 

Sic  words  to  hear  frae  thee ; 
He  is  a  squire's  ae  dearest  son. 

That  for  love  has  followed  me. 

*•  Rise  up,  rise  up,  my  bonny  boy, 
6i'e  my  horse  com  and  hay." — 

*  0  that  I  will,  my  master  dear. 
As  quickly  as  I  may." 

She's  ta'en  the  hay  under  her  arm« 

The  com  in  till  her  hand. 
And  she's  gane  to  the  great  stable, 

As  fast  as  e*er  she  can. 

**  0  room  ye  round,  my  bonny  brown  steeds, 
O  room  ye  near  the  wa* ; 


Fir  llie  pnin  that  strikes  me  through  ray  si<J** 
Full  soon  will  gar  me  fa'." 

She  Ican'd  her  buck  Rgain^t  the  wa' ; 

Strong  travel  came  her  on  ; 
And  eVn  nmnn^  ilit-  grent  hor^  feel 

Burd  Ellfn  brought  forth  her  son. 

Loi'd  Johnis  milher  intill  her  bower 

Was  silling  nil  oUne, 
When,  in  the  Fjlenca  o'  tJie  nichi, 

She  heard  UunI  KIten's  ranne. 

"  Won  up,  won  up,  my  son,"  she  says, 

"  Gae  see  how  r'  does  fare; 
For  I  tliink  I  hear  a  woman's  groans, 

And  a  buimie  greetin'  sair." 

0  hastil3r  he  gnt  him  up, 

Sinid  neillier  for  bose  nor  »hoon, 
And  he's  doen  him  lo  the  stable  door 

Wi'  the  clear  light  o'  ihe  moon. 

He  Atrsck  the  door  hiu^  wi'  bis  focti 

Sae  hiL->  be  wi'  hia  knee. 
And  iron  locks  and  iron  bun 

Into  the  Door  Hung  he  ; 
••  Be  not  afrtiid.  Durd  Kllen,"  he  sajs, 

"  There'*  nmne  come  in  but  iob. 


BmtD   XLLEir. 


*  Tak  up,  Ink  up  my  boony  young  boh  j 
Gar  wbaIi  Iiim  wi'  iIig  tnilk  ; 
'   Tak  up,  tak  up  my  fair  laily, 
Gur  row  bcr  iu  liie  silk. 


[  "  And  cheer  thee  up,  Burd  Ellen,"  he  says, 
"  Look  nac  ranir  sad  nor  wae ; 

L-  For  your  marriage  and  your  kirkin  too 
SkU  hallh  be  in  ae  day." 


FiKBT  pnbliihed  in  the  Mirutrett})  of  ike  ! 
Border,  v.  SSI, — "IVoni  the  collation  of  two 
sbtained  from  rccitatioa." 

Eriinton  and  The  Child  of  Elk  are  i-omipt  varic 
of  The  Douylas  Tragedy.     The  passage  reftrTOil  U 
vol.  ii.  p.  1 1 4,  is  rmuarked  ou  ia  B  note  at  tbe  eod  of  ■ 
theboUad. 

Erlihton  had  a  fair  daughter ; 

I  wat  he  weird  her  in  a  great  ei 
For  he  has  built  a  bigly  bower, 

An'  a'  to  put  that  lad;  in. 

An*  he  has  vam'd  her  aiaters  six 

An'  sae  has  he  her  brethren  s( 
Gather  to  watch  her  a"  the  night. 

Or  else  to  seek  her  n 

She  hadna  been  i'  that  bigly  bower, 

Na  not  a  night,  but  barelj  ane, 
TUl  there  was  Willie,  her  ain  true  love, 

Chapp'd  at  the  door,  cryin',  "  Feace  within  I^ 


Aen 

'■vn 
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0  wbae  is  this  at  my  bower  door, 
That  chaps  sae  lale,  or  kens  tLe  gin  ?  " 

0  it  is  Willie,  your  via  true  love, 

1  pray  you  ri^  an'  let  me  in  ! " 

Bui  in  my  bower  there  is  a  wnke, 

Ad'  al  the  wake  there  is  a  wane ; 

But  I'll  come  to  the  green-wood  ihe  mom, 


ui  *  u  come  lo  lue  greeii-wuuu  lui;  muru, 

Whar  blooms  the  brier,  by  mornin'  dawn." 


, she's  gane  to  her  bed  again, 

Vbwe  ebe  has  layen  tiU  the  cock  c 
~  ;du  uJd  (o  her  sisters  a', 

.s  time  for  us  to  rise." 


I8he  pat  on  her  back  ber  silken  gown. 

An'  on  her  breast  a  siller  pin, 
Aa'  she's  ta'en  a  sister  in  ilka  band. 

An'  to  the  green-wood  ebe  is  gane. 

Rie  hadna  walk'd  in  the  green-wood, 

Ka  not  a  mile  but  barely  ane, 
Tm  there  was  Willie,  her  ain  true  love, 

Wha  frae  her  sisters  has  her  la'en, 

B*  took  ber  sisters  by  the  hand, 
He  kiss'd  Ihem  baith,  an'  sent  ihem  bame, 

's  ta'en  liis  true  love  him  behind. 
And  through  the  green-wood  they  are  gane. 


reen-woo^  .^^^^ 


They  hadna  ridden  in  the  bonnie  green- 

Na  not  a  mile  but  barely  one. 
When  there  eame  fifleen  a'  the  boldest  kni^l 

That  ever  bare  flesh,  blood,  or  bane. 

The  foremost  was  an  aged  knight, 
He  wore  the  grey  hair  on  his  chin : 

Says,  "  Yield  lo  me  thy  lady  bright, 
'An'  thou  shalt  walk  the  woods  within.* 

"  For  me  lo  yield  my  lady  bright 
To  such  an  aged  knight  as  tbee, 

People  wad  think  I  war  gane  mad, 
Or  a'  the  courage  flown  frae  me." 

But  up  then  spake  the  second  knight, 
I  wat  he  spake  right  boustousUe: 

"  Yield  me  thy  life,  or  thy  lady  bright. 
Or  here  the  lane  of  us  shall  die." 

"  My  lady  is  my  warld's  raced '  j 

My  life  I  winna  yield  lo  nane  ; 
But  if  ye  be  men  of  your  raanhead, 

Ye'll  only  fight  me  ane  by  ane." 

He  lighted  off  his  milk-white  steed, 
An'  gae  his  lady  him  by  the  head, 

Sny'n,  "  See  ye  dinna  change  your  cheer, ' 
Uniill  ye  see  my  body  bleed." 

'  Shuuld  we  not  resd  toarkTi  mntt? 


!e  set  hiii  back  iinlo  iin  ulk, 

He  «el  bis  {khI  agtuiisi  a  scane, 
Ad'  be  biu  fought  tlicae  fitleea  men. 

An'  kill'J  ihem  a'  but  barely  ane  ; 
For  he  has  lefl  thai  aged  knight. 

An'  a'  lo  carry  the  liUings  hamc. 

Wlicn  he  gaeO  to  bis  lady  Tair, 

I  wnt  he  kiii^'d  ber  lenderlie  : 
"  Thou  art  mine  sin  love,  I  liavo  ihee  bought ; 

Now  we  slioll  waJk  llie  grecu-ivood  free." 


1  o  Say'n, '  See  ja  dtnut  ehasipi  yov  cheor, 
Unlill  yv  ••«  my  body  bleed.'  " 
Kt  bos  been  r«niiirked  IvoT.  \\.  y.  \U),  £rGnfofl  rslalns  tn 
bnporlnnt,  eihJ  even  runilnrnolnl  tniit  of  the  older  (brma  of 
Iha  ilnry,  whTcli  U  iiot  round  \n  hxv  otber  of  the  Kn^Hh  ra- 
don* et  ih*  Deitgiai  IWjrn/j.  It  whi  n  uorChenj  >npenli(ii>a 
UmI  to  ciH  ■  OHin  by  unmu  whilo  ha  wm  enjtnged  in  figlit 
WH  a  faUl  omin,  and  bono*  ■  phrul,  "  lo  iinu>»-tt>«l»iitli." 
Toxvcrt  tbli  diuigcr,  Bibolt,  In  uenrly  all  Ibe  SoandiDnviMi 
bdliuls,  enlreitt  Ouldborj{  not  to  imitieimct  hit  want,  ereo  If 
lira  MM  him  bloediDg  or  stnick  down.  In  her  nf^ny  flt  m- 
ing  the  1»l  of  bar  brorhon  abonl  to  bg  slstii,  Onldborg  forgele 
her  lover'*  Itijanaclaa,  cbU*  oa  liim  by  iuud*  to  alop,  wid 
ihii*  briufca  abonl  tha  Mlaiiroith*.  Ignorant  nwlter*  h*iu 
etiher  dropped  the  correspond! itg  pnunge  lu  ttie  EnfclisL  biil- 
Itd.or  (a>  iu  Ibii  ofliB)  haTo  lo  comipleil  it,  Ihnl  it«  nipiifi- 
eiuicD  l>  only  to  b*  msda  out  by  comparlton  wltb  (he  ancieiil 
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"  Kbom  a  TragmBot  in  the  Etlltor's  folio  MS.,  wlw^ 
tbough  extremely  defective  and  mutilated,  appeaf«d 
to  have  to  muuh  merit,  that  it  excited  a  strong  dean 
to  attempt  the  coinpluiion  of  tbe  story.  The  reader 
inll  easily  diacover  the  supplemental  Blanzoi  by  tlieir 
inferiority,  and  at  the  some  time  be  inclioed  to  pardoo 
it,  irboQ  ho  conudera  ho»  difficult  it  must  be  to  iiuitMa 
the  afibcting  simplicity  and  artless  beauile*  of  tlia 
oripnat."   Pkrcv,  ffe/i^uM,;.  113.  (Seevol.  ii.  p.It4.) 

It  m<ut  be  acknonlcdged  that  this  truly  modert 
apology  was  not  altogether  uncalled  for.  So  exten- 
sive are  Forcy's  alterations  and  Bddition^  that  tbe 
reader  will  have  no  Blight  difficulty  in  detecting  the 
few  traces  that  are  \ett  of  tbe  genuine  coiupudtion. 
Nevertheless,  Sir  WalMr  Scott  avers  that  the  corrao- 
tions  are  "in  tbe  true  style  of  Gothic  embeliishmentl' 


On  yonder  hill  a.  caatle  atandes. 
With  wnlles  aiid  towres  bediglit, 

Aad  yonder  lives  the  Child  of  Kile, 
A  younge  and  comely  knighie. 
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The  Child  of  Kile  to  bis  garden  wente, 

And  elood  at  hid  garden  pole, 
Whan,  lo  1  he  beheld  fair  Emmdines  pnge 

Come  lrip|)inge  downe  the  dule. 

The  Child  of  Elle  he  hyed  iiim  Ihetice, 

Yivis  he  slooile  nut  Ktiile, 
And  ioone  lie  metlt:  laire  Eiomeltiics  page 

Come  climbing  up  liie  hille. 

"Nowe  Chrisle  thee  save,  thou  liille  fool-page, 

Now  Chrisie  ihee  save  and  gee  I 
Oh  teDe  me  how  does  thy  ladye  gave. 

And  what  may  thy  tydinges  bee  ?  " 

**  My  lady  ebee  is  all  woc-bogone, 
And  the  teares  they  falle  from  her  eyne  ; 

And  aye  she  laments  the  deadlyo  feude 
Betweene  her  liou$e  and  thine. 

"And  here  shoe  sends  thee  a  silken  searie, 

Bcden'de  with  many  a  teare, 
And  bidden  thee  sometimes  thinke  on  her, 

W)io  loved  thee  so  deare. 

"  And  here  shee  sends  thee  a  ring  of  golde, 

The  last  boone  thou  mayst  have. 
And  biddes  thee  wearu  it  for  her  sake, 

Whan  she  i^  layde  in  grave. 
VOL.  III.  IS 
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"  For,  ah  !  her  gentle  h«irt  is  broke, 
Anil  in  grave  Boone  mitel  shtic  bee, 
Sith  her  futlier  littili  diose  her  a  new,  uei 
,    And  Torbidde  her  to  tliink  of  thee. 

"  Her  father  halh  brought  iter  a  ctirlLsh  ki 

Sir  John  of  the  norili  connirHyc 

And  within  three  dityes  sliee  must  him 

Or  he  vowes  he  will  her  slaye." 

"  Nowe  hye  thee  bncke,  thoti  little  fool- 
And  greet  ihy  ladye  from  mee. 

And  telle  her  that  I,  her  owne  true  Iot«, 
Will  dye,  or  sette  her  free. 

"  Nowe  liye  thee  backe,  ihou  little  foo(-|wg(f 

And  let  thy  fair  ladye  know, 
This  nighl  will  I  bee  at  her  bow  re-win.  lo. 

Betide  me  weale  or  woe." 

The  boye  he  tripped,  (he  boye  he  nmne. 

He  neither  stJnl  ne  niayd, 
Untill  he  atme  to  fair  Emmelines  bowro. 

Whan  kneeling  downe  he  sayd  : 

"  0  Wye,  Ive  been  with  thy  own  true  lof^' 
And  he  greets  thee  well  by  mee  ; 

This  night  will  he  bee  at  thy  Iwwre- 
And  dye  or  »ette  thee  free." 
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None  Hmje  wan  gone,  and  uight  nus  come, 

And  alt  were  lU^I  asleepe, 
All  gave  llic-  liiilye  Emmeline, 

Who  iMe  io  her  bowre  to  weepe  : 

And  eoone  ahee  beard  her  ime  loves  voice 
Lowe  whisjiering  at  ihe  wiille  : 

"Awake,  awiike,  my  deare  ludye, 
Tis  1,  thy  true  love,  call. 

"  Awt^Q,  awake,  my  ladje  deare. 
Come,  mount  this  faire  palfrnye  . 

This  ladder  of  ropes  will  lelie  tiiee  down«, 
He  carrye  thee  hence  awaye." 

"  Nowe  nay,  nowc  nay,  thou  gentle  knight, 

Nowe  nay,  this  may  not  bee  ; 
For  aye  soald  I  tint  my  mai-len  lame. 

If  alone  I  should  wend  with  ihee." 

"  0  ladye,  thou  with  a  kniyht  >o  true 

Slayst  safeiye  wend  alone ; 
To  my  ladye  mother  1  will  ih(*  brings, 

Where  marriage  shall  make  lu  one." 

"  My  fgther  he  is  a  baron  bolde. 

Of  lynage  proude  and  hye  ; 
And  wliat  would  he  saye  if  his  dtiugbtpr 

Awaye  with  a  knight  should  fly  ? 
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"  Ah !  well  I  wot,  lie  never  would  rest, 
Nor  his  meale  slioulJ  doe  hiin  so  goodf^ 

Till  he  bad  ^layne  ihee.  Child  of  Elle, 
And  aeene  tlij  deare  bcorls  btoode." 

"  0  ladye,  nert  thou  in  thj  saddle  setlA, 

And  a  little  Bpace  liim  Ceo, 
I  would  not  care  for  ihy  cruel  father, 

Nor  the  worst  that  be  oould  doe. 

"  O  ladye,  wert  thou  in  thy  saddle  sette, 

And  once  without  this  walle, 
I  would  not  care  for  thy  cruel  father, 

Nor  the  worst  thai  might  befaile" 

Faire  Emmeline  sighed,  faire  Emmeline  w^%l 

And  aye  her  heart  was  woe ; 
At  length  he  seizde  her  lilly-white  hand. 

And  duwne  the  ladder  he  drewe. 

And  thrice  he  claspde  her  to  his  brifsie, 

And  kist  her  tenderlie  : 
The  leares  that  fell  from  her  fair  eyes, 

Ranne  like  the  fountayne  free. 

Hee  mounted  lumselfe  on  his  eleede  so  tall^ 

And  her  on  a  faire  palfraye. 
And  slung  hia  bugle  about  his  necke, 

And  roundlye  they  rode  awaye. 
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All  this  beheard  her  owne  damselle, 

In  her  bed  whereas  shee  ley  ; 
Quoth  shee,  ^  My  lord  shall  knowe  of  this, 

Soe  I  shall  have  golde  and  fee. 

**  Awake,  awake,  thou  baron  bolde  ! 

Awake,  my  noble  dame  I 
Your  daughter  is  fledde  with  the  Childe  of  EUe, 

To  doe  the  deede  of  shame.** 

The  baron  he  woke,  the  baron  he  rose, 

And  called  his  merry e  men  all : 
^  And  come  thou  forth,  Sir  John  the  knighte ; 

The  ladye  is  carried  to  thralL*' 

Fair  Emmeline  scant  had  ridden  a  mile, 

A  mile  forth  of  the  towne. 
When  she  was  aware  of  her  fathers  men 

Come  galloping  over  the  downe. 

And  foremost  came  the  carlish  knight, 
Sir  John  of  the  north  count  ray  e : 

*^  Nowe  stop,  nowe  stop,  thou  false  traitoure. 
Nor  carry  that  ladye  awaye. 

"  For  she  is  come  of  hye  lynage, 

And  was  of  a  ladye  borne, 
And  ill  it  beseems  tliee,  a  false  churles  sonne. 

To  carrye  her  hence  to  scorne." 


"  Nowe  loud  ihou  lye^t,  Sir  Jolui  the  kmgM 

Nowe  thou  doesl  lye  of  mee  ; 
A  kniglit  mee  gott,  nnt]  a  ludye  me  bore, 

Soe  never  did  none  by  ihee, 

"But  light  nowe  downe,  my  InO)^  fairs, 
Light  downe,  luid  hold  my  steed, 

While  I  and  Litis  di&courteoua  knighte 
Doe  trye  thi«  arduous  deede. 

"  But  light  now  downe,  my  deare  lailye. 
Light  downe,  and  liold  my  liorse  ) 

While  I  and  Ihi*  discourteous  knight 
Doe  trye  our  valour*  force." 


Fair  Emmeline  eighde,  fair 

And  aye  her  lieari  wa«  woe. 
While  twixt  her  love  and  llie  (»rlish  knit 

Past  many  a  baleftil  blowe, 


The  aiild  of  F.Ue  hee  fought  soe  well. 
As  his  weapon  he  wavde  amaine, 

That  BOone  he  had  slnine  ihe  carlish  knig^ 
And  liiyde  him  upoa  the  plaine. 

And  nowe  the  baron,  and  all  his  men 

FkiU  fast  approached  nye  r 
Ab  I  what  mny  Indye  Emmeline  doe  ? 

Twere  now  no  booie  to  tlye. 
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Ebt  lover  he  put  his  hoiTie  to  Lis  [DoutJ^ 
And  blew  both  loud  and  ihrill. 

And  sooD*  he  saw  his  owne  merry  ineu 
Come  ryding  over  the  hill. 

'*Nowe  hold  thy  hitnil,  tiiou  bold  bartui, 

1  prny  ihce,  hold  ihy  Iwnd, 
Nor  ruthlcsa  rend  two  gmiile  hearU, 

Fa«[  knit  in  true  lovea  bond. 

*  Thy  daughter  I  have  du»rly  lovd* 

Full  lung  uad  many  a  iluy  ; 
But  with  auch  love  as  holy  kirke 

Hath  fri-elye  sayd  wee  may. 

"  0  give  OMiseoi  she«  may  be  mine, 

And  bles«e  a  raithfnll  pairs  ; 
Uy  lands  and  livings  are  not  small, 

My  house  and  lynage  fiun^ 

Aly  notfaer  she  was  an  earlcd  daughter, 

And  a  Doble  knyght  my  »ire " 

The  baron  he  fro«*nde,  and  tiirnde  away 
With  mickle  dole  and  iru. 

lir  Emmetine  sighdi?.  faire  F.mmelinu  wej 
Aiid  did  ull  Ircmllinge  aland  ; 
At  leD<>ihe  dhe  sprange  upon  her  Icnoe, 
And  held  hi<^  lif^Ml  hand. 


"  Panloii,  my  lorJe  and  fullier  deare, 

Tliis  liiire  yong  knyght  and  mee  : 
Trust  rae.  bui  for  t)ie  cnrli^h  kuyght, 
d  fled  from  thee> 

"  Oft  hare  you  callde  j'our  Kmmeline 

Tour  darling  and  your  joye  ; 
0  let  nol  then  your  harsh  resolves 

Tour  Emmeline  dcEtroye." 

The  baron  he  stroakt  his  dark-brown  chec 

And  luniile  hit:  heude  asyde, 
To  wipe  awnye  the  starting  leure, 

Ue  proudly  strave  lo  hyde. 

In  deepe  reTolving  thought  he  stoode. 

And  musde  a  little  space  ; 
Then  nunde  faire  Emmeline  Tram  the  grounds, 

With  many  a  fond  embrace. 

"  Here  take  ber.  Child  of  Elle,"  he  aayd. 

And  gave  her  liilye  hand ; 
"  Here  take  my  dcare  and  only  child, 

And  with  her  half  iny  hind, 

"  Thy  father  once  mine  honour  wrongde, 

In  ilttyes  of  youthful  pride; 
Do  thou  the  injurye  repayre 

In  fondnesse  for  thy  bride. 
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And  as  thou  love  her  and  hold  her  deare, 
Heaven  prosper  thee  and  thine ; 
•^^d  nowe  mj  blessing  wend  wi'  thee, 
Mj  lovelye  Emmeline." 


:  ALDINGAB. 


O7  thii  verj  retntirkable  ballad  t 
been  printeJ  in  English,  Sir  Aldingar, 
MS.  {Reli(iue»,  a.  63),  "wilh  conjectui 
and  the  inacrlion  ai  some  additioual  slanzaa,"  and  & 
Hugh  Le  Moud,  hy  Scolt,  Iroai  nHiilaCioD.  The  cor- 
responding Danish  ballad,  Ravengaard  og  Mtmtring, 
first  published  \>y  Grundtrig,  is  extant  in  not  less  tlua 
five  copies,  the  oldest  derived  from  a  MS.  of  the  mid- 
dle ol'  the  IGlh  century,  the  others  from  rL-cent  reel- 
talions.  With  these  Grundtvig  has  given  an  Icelandic 
TerdoQ,  from-  a  MS.  of  the  17th  oentuiT',  another  in 
the  dialeet  oflhe  Faroe  Islanib,  and  a  third  half  Dan- 
bh,  half  Faroish,  both  as  still  sung  bj  the  people* 
The  balla<l  was  also  ]ir(.'served,  not  long  ago,  in  Nor- 
way.—  Danmarkt  Gamle  FolketUer,  I  1TT-S13,  iL 
5*0-645, 

All  these  ballads  contain  a  story  one  and  tbe  mum 
in  the  essential  features  —  a  slory  which  occurs  rft- 
poatcdty  ill  coniiUL'tioo  with  historical  pcrsonagMk 
in  Germany,  Franco,  Italy,  and  Spain,  aa  well  M 
£n^lanil,  —  and  wliich  has  a1.-<o  furnished  the  ibeme 
for  Tiuioiu  modem  rotnaoces,  poemi,  and  J 
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Tlio  f-onnoction  oftlit'  ililVtM-cut  forms  of  tlu*  f<'i:.'ii.l  has 
been  investlirated  l»v  the  Danish  editor  at  considerable 
len^rth  and  with  signal  ability ;  and  we  shall  endeavor 
to  present  the  principal  results  of  his  wide  research  in 
the  few  pages  which  our  narrow  limits  allow  us  to  givo 
to  such  questions. 

The  names  of  the  characters  in  the  Danish  ballads 
arc  Henry  (called  Duke  of  Brunswick  and  of  Schles- 
wig  in  the  oldest),  Gunild  (of  Spires,  called  also  Gun- 
der),  Ravengaard,  and  Memering.  To  these  corre- 
spond, in  the  English  story,  King  Henr)%  Queen 
Eleanor,  Sir  Aldingar  (the  resemblance  of  this  name 
to  Ravengaard  will  be  noted),  and  a  boy,  to  whom  no 
name  is  assigned.  Eleanor,  it  hardly  need  be  remarked, 
is  a  queen's  name  somewhat  freely  used  in  ballads  (see 
vol.  vL  209,  and  vol.  vii.  291),  and  it  is  possible  that  the 
consort  of  Henry  IL  is  here  intended,  though  her  rep- 
utation both  in  history  and  in  song  hardly  favors  that 
supposition. 

The  occurrence  of  Spires  in  the  old  Danish  ballad 
would  naturally  induce  us  to  look  for  the  origin  of  the 
itory  in  the  annals  of  the  German  emperors  of  the 
Franconian  line,  who  held  their  court  at  Spires,  and 
are  most  of  them  buried  in  the  cathedral  at  that  place. 
A  very  promising  clue  is  immediately  found  in  the  his- 
tory oi  King  (afterwards  Emperor)  Henry  IH.,  son  of 
the  Emperor  Conrad  H.  Salic  us.  This  Henry  was 
married,  in  the  year  1036,  to  Gunhild,  daughter  of 
Caimte  the  Great.  An  English  chronicler,  William 
of  Malmesbury,  writing  in  the  first  half  of  the  12th 
tentury,  tells  us  that  after  this  princess  had  lived  many 
years  in  honorable  wedlock,  she  was  accused  of  aduU 
tery     Being  forced  to  clear  herself  by  wager  of  battle. 


■he  (blind  in  all  her  n 

risk  a.  combat  irilii  Iter  oocuiur.  s  man  of  gipmlic  d 
nre,  lave  a  little  boy  whom  she  had  brou^t  with  her* 
thiia  Eiigland.  Tbu  issue  of  the  ilucl  ettablUlivd  her- 
JnnouGiice,  —  her  diiaiiiulive  champion  succvdling  In' 
some  Riimclu  in  bum-it  ringing  bis  hugo  ailvenatrs 
but  it  is  aliased  tliat  the  queen  reriiscd  to  rvtuni  I 
her  husband,  aod  passed  tbe  rMt  nt  a  long  life  in 
mo  nailery." 

A  Norrann-French  Life  of  Ediaard  the  Con/tM 
written  about  1350,  rupeata  tbi*  Mory,  and  ailUl  tl 
champion's  nam 


Who  w 
Gmii>il< 


I  lier  ni 


e  hnd  naked  for  bar,  — 
The  nablB  Kmpsror  Henry- 
She  remnliisd  not  tons;  *''•'  '•''"■ 
Bwniiw  by  reioii",  who  hnil  no  roiiion 
To  blnme  bar  CHlmnnlauily, 
Rbs  vaa  chxrgeil  with  •hninei 
Tn  tbe  Kriip«ror  wiu  ihe  ncci.ted. 
Accordiuj;  to  lbs  custom  of  tbe  empire, 

'    «   "  Although    tbere   are   leven    centurlai    betweei 

limn  (ind  "ur  times," 

between  Jatland  nnd  ' 

u  if  he  li*d  tnken  bl 

to  at  thii  duy  sung  an  the  little  bland  of  Fuur  in  i 

Fiord." 

t  We  have  tub*lituted  tbis  parngrapb  Inslcnd  OF  n  Uur  I 
cbnii;icle  died  hy  Gniiidlvig.     The  trun*1ntlnn   is  Hut  «l 
tlie   Engll>h  edilor:   Lint   of  Edanrd  Ihi   Omftuur  ,p.  t» 
IM).  raceutly  publlibed  by  BDthorlty  of  the  Brilub  ipivwn- 
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It  beli'ivoil  !;or  t^  (.•!»"i'-  li:'i--r!'"  iV-mi  -Iimuc 

r.y  !i;itfU*;  u;i<i  ^lu'  taUf^  iniieli  ti(;u!jlo 

To  fiinl  one  to  be  her  cliainpion: 

But  finds  no  one,  for  very  liuge  was 

The  accuser, —  as  a  giant. 

Bat  a  dwarf,  whom  she  had  brought  up. 

Undertook  the  fight  with  him. 

At  the  first  blow  he  hamstrung  him ; 

At  the  second  be  cut  off  his  feet. 

Mimecan  waa  the  dwarfs  name, 

Who  was  80  good  a  champion, 

As  the  history,  wlilcb  is  written, 

Says  of  him.    The  lady  was  freed  from  blame, 

Bat  the  lady  the  emperor 

Mo  more  will  have  as  her  lord." 

Finally,  John  Brompton,  writing  two  hundred 
fears  after  William  of  Malmesbury,  repeats  his  ac- 
eount,  and  gives  the  names  of  both  the  combatants, 
—  **  a  youth  called  Mimicon,  and  a  man  of  gigantic 
•ize,  hy  name  Roddy ngar"  (Raadengard  «-■  the  Danish 
Ravengaard). 

The  story  of  William  of  Malniesbury  and  the  rest, 
though  it  is  sufficiently  in  accordance  with  the  Danish 
and  English  ballads,  is  in  direct  opposition  to  the 
tettiniony  of  contemporary  German  chroniclers,  who 
represent  Queen  Gunhild  as  living  on  the  best  terms 
with  her  husband,  and  instead  of  growing  old  in  God's 
service  in  a  nunner}',  as  dying  of  the  plague  in  Italy 
two  years  after  her  marriage,  and  hardly  twenty  ycai-s 
of  age.  It .  is  manifest,  therefore,  that  the  English 
chroniclers  derived  their  accounts  from  ballads  current 
At  their  day,*  which,  as  they  were  not  ibunded  on  any 

*  William  of  Malmesbury  refers  to  ballads  which 
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re»!  paswges  in  (hf  lift  of  Gunhilil,  require  i 
It  lillle  further  for  (hv'n  origin. 

The  em[ires3  Gunbild  was  tailed  by  l.lie 
elironicleri  of  her  day  by  ranous  namps — as  Cuni- 
hil(t,  Cbuiiihild,  Chunelinil,  anil  Cunigund,  whit'h  last 
nnme  she  is  void  to  have  afeumed  at  her  coronation. 
This  (change  of  Gunhild's  name  Hi-counta  for  t^e  un- 
founded FcanJala  irhich  wore  in  cin.'ulalion  about  her 
in  her  native  land,  scarcely  n  hundred  years  after  bet 
death.  Cunigund,  wife  of  Henry  III.,  was  in  fat-l  con- 
fouDded  with  a  contemporary  German  qaeen  anil 
empress,  Si.  Cunigund,  widow  of  the  Emperor  Menry 
II.  This  mistake,  whieh  has  been  made  mora  than 
once,  will  be  acknowiedgied  to  be  a  very  natural  ona 
(especially  for  Ibreigricra),  when  it  i»  considered  tliat 
both  queens  not  only  bore  the  saiuc  name,  but  wi 
married  each  to  an  emperor  of  the  saoia  nanM  (1 
ry),  both  of  whom  afjain  were  sons  of  Conrad*.* 

Heferring  now  to  the  history  of  St.  Cunigund, 
read  in  the  papal  bull  of  Innocent  HI.,  by  wiiich  ibe 
waa  canonized  in  the  year  1300,  thai  "  she  consecrated 


1 


nude  on  the  Bplondlil  nnplinl  pn>c»i![on,  by  which  Gnnblld 
WM  cnndacted  to  the  ship  that  wni  to  liesr  her  to  her  hat- 
band, u  still  >nD|c  abooC  ths  streeCa  in  his  time. 

*  An  ari^ament  hi  oonflrniiitiQa  »f  what  is  bcra  bhU  !• 
afforded  by  a  Garmnn  BJinnliat  of  tUa  14th  century,  wlio 
(taiBi,  under  the  dale  I03£,  that  the  euipresa  Cunigund  dl«( 
the  Sd  of  M>rcb,  and  was  burled  at  Splrei.  Now  St.  Cunl- 
pind  octiialiy  did  die  the  8d  of  Maroli,  and  that  day  ii  ded!- 
gited  to  her  \u  the  Ruinnrt  ciilendiir,  but  the  year  was  VH% 
and  ahii  wiis  buried  nt  Biimberg.  wliiJe  Guiihild  died  in  lOlB 
(Jaly  18),  aud  wai  burled  in  tlie  nioaittery  ot  LimLnrK 

BMCSplTM. 
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Irt  \ir<jlnitv  !<)  llie  Lonl.  aii<l  pr<-iT\r(l  i!  iiila'*. — 
^  I  that  wIk'h  at  one  time  bv  tlie  in>!lLraii()n  of  the  en- 
^uiy  of  mankind  a  suspicion  had  been  raised  against 
her,  she,  to  prove  her  inuocenee,  walked  with  bare 
feet  over  burning  ploughshares,  and  came  off  un- 
scathed." Again,  "we  read  in  a  slightly  more  recent 
German  chronicle,  as  follows :  "  The  Devil,  who  hates 
all  the  righteous,  and  is  ever  seeking  to  bring  them  to 
ffhame,  stirred  up  the  Emperor  against  his  wife,  per- 
ffuading  him,  through  a  certain  duke,  that  in  contempt 
of  her  husband  she  had  committed  adultery  with  an- 
other man.  The  empress  offered  to  undergo  an 
ordeal,  and  a  great  many  bishops  came  to  see  it  car- 
ried out  Whereupon  seven  glowing  ploughshares  were 
laid  on  the  ground,  over  which  the  empress  was  forced 

to  walk  in  bare  feet,  to  attest  her  innocence, 

which,  when  the  king  saw,  he  prostrated  himself  be- 
fore her  with  all  his  nobles.'*  Adalbert's  Life  of  St. 
Henr}'  (which  is,  at  the  latest,  of  the  12th  centurj'), 
agreeing  in  all  essentials  with  these  accounts,  adds  an 
important  particular,  explaining  how  it  was  that  the 
Devil  brought  the  queen's  honor  into  question,  name- 
ly, that  he  was  seen  by  many  to  go  in  and  out  of  her 
private  chamber,  in  the  likeness  of  a  handsome  young 
man. —  St  Cunigund  is  said  to  have  undergone  the 
ordeal  at  Bamberg,  in  the  year  1017.  The  stor}*, 
however,  is  without  foundation,  not  being  mentioned 
by  any  contemporary  writers,  but  first  appearing  in 
various  legends,  towards  the  year  1 200. 

But  St  Cunigund  is  by  no  means  the  first  Gei-man 
empress  of  whom  the  story  under  consideration  is  told. 
A  writer  contemporary  with  her,  who  has  nothing  to 
say  about,  the  miracle  just  recounted,   relates  some 


thing  very  nimiUr  or  another  etnprpsa, 
and  thirty  years  earlier,  namely,  of  Riclianiis,  wife 
Cliarlea  111.     The  tale  rtins  thai  ihi;  Charles, 
year  8B7,  acciiaed  his  rjueen  of  unlawful  conneoi 
with  a  Bishop,     Ht-r  Majesty  oflereil  to  subjecl 
•elf  ta  the  Judgment  of  God,  either  by  duel  or  by 
ordeal  of  burning  plouglishares.     It  is  not   sa 
eitlier  test  yias  applieil,  but  only  that  the  queen 
into  a  cloister  which  she  had  herself  ibundwi.     This  i* 
the  eonlemporary  account.    A  centan'  and  a  half  later 
we  are  told  that  an  ordeal  by  mater  was  actually  un- 
dergone, nhieh  i^aln  is  changed  by  later 
an  ordeal  \iyjire,  —  the  empreas  pamog  through  tl 
dailies  in  a  waxed  ganncnt,  nithout  receiving  Uie  ' 
barai ;  in  uiemorj  of  which,  a  day  was  kept,  five 
luries  nfler,  in  honor  of  St.  Riehardia,  in  tba  montu- 
tery  to  whieb  she  withdrew, 

Several  other  similar  cases  might  be  mentioned,  bnl 
it  will  suffice  to  refer  to  only  one  more,  more  ancient 
than  any  of  those  already  cited.  Paulus  Diai-onut 
(who  wrote  about  the  year  800)  relates  that  a  Lom- 
bard queen,  Gundiberg  (of  the  7th  century),  having 
been  charged  with  inlidelity,  one  of  her  scrvaDts  adusil 
permi^dion  of  the  king  to  fight  in  the  lists  for  his  tnit- 
tress's  honor,  and  conquered  faia  antagonist  in  iIm 
presence  of  all  the  people.  The  same  story  ia  UM, 
more  in  detail,  by  Aimmn,  a  somewhat  more  recent 
writer,  of  another  Gundeberg,  likewise  of  the  Tth  cen- 
tury. A  Lomb<trd  nobleman  makei  insolent  propOBah 
lo  hie  queen,  and  meets  with  a  most  emphatic  repulw. 
U])OH  iliis  he  goes  to  the  king  with  a  siory  that  tb« 
riueen  has  been  three  day»  couspiring  to  poison  her 
buabaiid,  and  put  her  accomplit 
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tale  18  believed,  and  the  queen  shut  up  in  prison. 
The  Prankish  king,  a  relation  of  the  injured  woman, 
remonstrates  on  the  injustice  of  condemnation  with- 
out trial,  and  the  king  consents  to  submit  the  question 
to  a  duel.  The  champion  of  innocence  is  victorious, 
and  the  real  criminal  is  condignly  punished.  This 
form  of  the  legend,  the  oldest  of  all  that  have  been 
cited,  approaches  very  near  to  the  Danish  and  £ng- 
lifih  ballads. 

Oar  conclusion  would  therefore  be,  with  Grundtvig, 
that  the  ballads  of  Sir  Aldingar,   Ravengaard  and 
Memering^  and  the  rest,  are   of  common   derivation 
with  the  legends  of  St  Cunigund,  Gundeberg,  &c., 
and  that  al!  these  are  offshoots  of  a  story  which,  **  be- 
ginning £u*  back  in  the  infancy  of  the  Gothic  race  and 
their  poetry,  is  continually  turning  up,  now  here  and 
now  there,  without  having  a  proper  home  in  any  defi- 
nite time  or  assignable  place."    Many  circumstances 
corroborative  of  this  view   might  be   added,  but  we 
most  content  ourselves  with  obviating  a  possible  objec- 
tion.    An  invariable  feature  in  the  story  is  theyuf/t- 
ctwR  Dei  by  which  the  innocence  of  the  accused  wife  is 
established,  but  there  is  much  difference  in  the  various 
forms  of  the  legend  as  to  the  kind  of  ordeal  employed, 
and  some  minds  may  here  find  difficulty.     A  close 
obeervation,  however,  will  show  such   a  connection 
between  the  different  accounts  as  to  prove  an  original 
enity.    Even  the  earlier  legends  of  St  Cunigund  do 
not  agree  on  this  point;  one  makes  her  to  have  walked 
over  burning  ploughshares,  another  to  have  carried  red- 
hot  iron  in  her  hands.     The  Icelatidic  copy  of  the 
ballad  has  both  of  these :  the  queen  **  carries  iron  and 
walks  on  steel";  and  there  is  also  a  "judgment  by 
VOL.  m.  16 
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ii'on  bniids."  All  those  Ihrce  tesu  are  found  in  tbe 
Faroe  ballad,  nliiuh  brings  in  Memering  besidei,  and 
thus  Turnisbca  a  transiiion  to  the  Dnnisb,  wbii'h  say* 
nolhing  aboul  ifae  Cria!  by  lire,  and  lias  only  ibe  duel. 
Finally  the  Kngliah  ballad  completea  the  cin-le  trill) 
tlie  pile  at  which  the  queen  was  to  be  burned.  In  case 
she  should  not  be  able  to  prove  her  innocence  bj  the 

At  A  time  uncertain,  hut  earlier  Ihan  the  I4lb  ten- 
tuiy,  this  legend  waj  trenEplanted  itiio  Ifac  liUntnre 
of  Soulhern  Europe.  It  Is  found  in  various  Spanish 
cbroaicles,  the  earliest  the  NUloria  dt  Calalur.a  of 
Bernardo  Dcselot,  written  about  1300;  a1^a  iu  a  Pro- 
veiiQal  and  a  French  chronicle  of  the  17th  century, 
In  most  of  these  [he  part  of  the  queen's  champion  is 
assigned  lo  the  well-known  Raiinund  Jlerengar,  Count 
of  Barcelona,  who,  in  the  year  UlS,  took  Klajorca 
from  the  Moors.  The  popularity  of  the  story  is  Itir- 
ther  proved  by  the  Spanish  romance,  El  Conde  dt 
Barcelona  g  la  Emperalrix  de  Alcmania ;  the  Frcncfa 
romante  Lll'mtoire  de  Palanui,  Comie  de  Lyon  ;  and 
a  novel  of  Bandello,  the  44th  of  the  Second  Port 
This  last  was  re-written  and  published  in  1713,  with 
slight  changes,  as  an  original  tale,  by  M<°*  de  Footaina 
{Hislaire  de  la  Comlase  de  SaaaU),  whence  Yoltmtv 
borrowed  nialwiaU  for  two  of  his  tragedies,  TmicrM* 
and  ArUmire. 

By  the  circuitous  route  of  Spain  Ihe  slory  rctunit 
f>  England  in  a  romance  of  tlie  I5th  century.  The 
Erie  of  Toloaa  (lUtson,  Melr.  Ram.  iii.  p.  9S). 
Nearly  related  with  this  romance  is  the  German  stoty 
boob  (derived  from  the  French)  on  which  Hans  Sachi 
(bunded  his  tragedy,  Der  HUler  Golmi  mil  der  Heno 
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|h  sun  Brilanien.  Anotlicr  German  popular  stoiT- 
book,  l/iriaixln,  exhibits  a  close  resemblanoe  lo  out 
ballad  of  Sir  AUlimjar* 

■*Tbia  oil]  fabulous  li-gend  a  given  from  ibo  edltor'l 
Iblio  MS.,  with  coiiJucIufHl  emCDilations,  ;inil  ibu  iuwr- 
uuc  additional  ttanias  lo  8np|)l)'  and  L'om|>lelB 
.  ]t  boa  been  suggeslad  to  tbc  uilitor  that  tha 
■atbor  or  the  poem  seemi  to  have  hod  in  his  «}*e  ibe 
■tory  of  Gunbilda,  who  i»  somclimeH  calli'd  Elwiiior  (?), 
Bnd  wa:i  aiarrlud  to  the  emperor  (here  colli^  Itiug) 
Henry."  — PK«cr. 


Odr  kin;^  tio  kept  a  faW  ^letvarde, 

Sir  Aliliiigar  liiey  liJin  cull; 
A  falser  slewnrd  tlian  lie  wa.-  one, 

Servde  not  in  bower  nor  Indl. 

He  wolde  have  layne  by  our  conielye  qut^ene, 
Her  deere  wor-ihippe  lo  l>elniye  ; 

Our  queene  she  wiu  a  good  womiin, 
And  evermore  said  liim  iiaye. 


l  •  In  f  V,  nf  hit  Introduotlon  to  Rnvtni^aanl  ag  Mtrntrmg, 
nrndrrig  imIu  to  iliow  tliat  tlili  biillBd,  iIioukIi  iiidepen- 
il  [n  111  origiu,  wM  at  ona  tlms,  like  mnny  otlien,  woren 
o  the  grmt  Snath -Ucilliio  apia  ot  Diiloritt  uT  Itern,  and 
n,  bavin];  dlviiW  Ihs  le|E«nd  Into  two  porliuiii, —  tlie  Acou- 
"  i«  OiiUHe.  the  Vinilicmion  ruid  in  Mode.—  he,  in 
It  with  wonderful  Icnmlng  mid  penBtntion 
•a  ramtflaationik  or  the  firtt  pari,  Inkun  by  itreir. 
Kgh  th*  nimniic*  of  tlia  Ui  Jdls  Agu.    Tha  whola  aiMy 
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Sir  Alilingar  was  wrolbe  in  bh  mind, 
With  her  hee  was  never  conlenl. 

Till  traiterous  racnnes  be  roUle  devjrse. 
In  a,  fyer  to  have  her  brent. 

Thure  came  a  Iszar  to  the  kings  gate, 
A  buar  holli  blinde  and  Inme  ; 

He  tookc  the  lazar  upon  his  backe, 
Him  on  ihc  ({ueGnGa  bed  lias  la^ne. 

"Lye  still,  lazar,  wherna  Ihou  lyesi, 
Looke  tliou  goe  not  hence  nwny  j 

He  make  ihee  n  whole  man  and  a  sound 
In  two  howera  of  the  day." 

Then  went  him  Torth  Sir  Aldingar, 

And  hyed  him  to  our  king: 
"  If  I  might  have  grace,  as  I  have  apace, 

Sad  tydings  I  could  bring." 

**  Say  on,  say  on,  Sir  Aldingar, 

Saye  on  the  soothe  to  mee." 
"  Our  queene  haih  chosen  a  new,  new  Iwi 

And  slice  will  have  none  of  Ibee. 

"If shee  lind  cliOFcn  a  right  good  knigbl, 
Tlie  les.<ie  had  beene  her  nbame  i 

But  she  Imih  cliose  her  a  Inzar  man, 
A  la^iir  lM>(h  l.linde  and  Inrae." 
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'*  If  this  b('  true,  tliou  AUlin;:ar, 

The  t}  ding  thou  telle.st  to  me, 
'X'hen  will  I  make  thee  a  rich,  rich  knight. 

Rich  hoth  of  golde  and  fee. 

^  But  if  it  ))e  false,  Sir  Aldingar, 

As  God  nowe  grant  it  bee  I 
*Xhj  hodjf  I  sweare  by  the  holye  rood, 

Shall  hang  on  the  gallows  tree." 

He  brought  our  king  to  the  queenes  chamber, 

And  opend  to  him  the  dore : 
''A  lodlje  love,**  King  Harrj  sajs, 

^  For  our  queene,"  dame  Elinore  I 

^  If  thou  were  a  man,  as  thou  art  none. 

Here  on  mj  sword  tboust  dye ; 
But  a  pajre  of  new  gallowes  shall  be  built, 

And  there  sbalt  thou  hang  on  hje. 

Forth  then  hyed  our  king,  iwysse, 

And  an  angry  man  was  hee. 
And  soone  he  found  queene  Elinore, 

That  bride  so  bright  of  blee. 

**  Now  Grod  you  save,  our  queene,  madame, 

And  Christ  you  save  and  see  I 
Here  you  have  chosen  a  newe,  newe  love, 

Ard  you  will  have  none  of  mee. 
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"  If  you  had  chosen  a  right  good  kotght. 
The  lease  had  been  your  shame; 

But  you  huve  chose  you  a.  bmr  man, 
A  lazar  both  bliode  aod  lame. 

"  Therfore  a  fyer  there  shall  bo  built, 
And  brent  all  shalt  thou  bee." — 

"  Now  out,  alacke  ! "  faiJ  our  comly  queeiW)  -j 
"  Sir  Aldingar'H  i'ehe  to  mee. 

"Nowout,  alacke!"  saydourcomlye  queene,  J 
"  Sly  heart  with  griele  will  bra^t: 

I  had  thought  swevens  hoA  never  been  tni6^  I 
I  have  proved  them  true  at  last. 

"I  dreamt  in  my  sweven  on  Thui'^ay  eve^ 

In  my  bed  wheras  I  laye, 
I  dreamt  a  grype  and  a  grimlie  beast 

Had  carryed  my  crowne  awaye  j 

''  ilj  gorgett  and  my  kirtle  of  golde, 

And  all  niy  fnire  head-geere  ; 
And  he  wold  norrye  me  wiih  his  lush. 

And  to  his  nest  y-beare : 

"  Saving  there  came  a  little  gray  hawke, 

A  merlin  him  they  call, 
Which  UDtill  the  grounde  did  Btrike  the  g 

That  dead  he  downs  didfalL 
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*■*•  Gitr*.'  I  were  a  iii;ui,  ;us  now  I  iuu  none, 

A  butlell  wold  I  prove, 
To  fight  with  that  traitor  Aldingar : 

Att  him  I  cast  mj  glove. 

^  But  seeing  Ime  able  noe  battell  to  make, 

Mj  liege,  grant  me  a  knight 
To  fight  with  that  tnutor.  Sir  Aldingar, 

To  maintaine  me  in  mj  right." 

•*  Now  fortj  dayes  I  will  give  thee 

To  seeke  thee  a  knight  therin  : 
If  thou  find  not  a  knight  in  fortj  dayes. 

Thy  bodye  it  must  brenn." 

Then  shee  sent  east,  and  shee  sent  west, 

By  north  and  south  bedeene ; 
Bat  never  a  champion  colde  she  find, 

Wolde  fight  with  that  knight  soe  keene. 

Now  twenty  dayes  were  spent  and  gone, 

Noe  helpe  there  might  be  had ; 
Many  a  teare  shed  our  comelye  queene, 

And  aye  her  hart  was  sad. 

Then  came  one  of  the  queen es  damselles. 

And  knelt  upon  her  knee  : 
Clieare  up,  cheare  up,  my  gracious  dame, 

I  trust  yet  helpe  may  be. 
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Three  times  the  herault  he  wared  tus  hiuid, 

And  three  times  spoke  on  hye ; 
"  Giffany  good  knight  will  fende  this  dame. 

Come  i'ortli,  or  shee  must  dye." 

No  knighl  stood  forth,  no  knight  there  came, 

No  helps  appeared  nye  ; 
And  now  ibe  fyer  was  lighted  up, 

Queene  Eh'nor  she  must  dye. 

And  now  the  fyer  was  lighted  up, 

As  hoi  Rs  hot  might  bee  ; 
When  riding  upon  a  little  white  Bt«ed, 

The  linje  boye  they  see. 

"  Away  with  that  stake,  away  with  those  braodl 

And  loose  our  oomelye  queene: 
I  am  come  to  fight  with  Sir  Aldingar, 

And  prove  him  a  traitor  keene." 

Forth  then  flood  Sir  Aldingar; 

But  when  he  saw  the  cliylde, 
He  laughed,  and  scofled,  and  turned  hia  back^  1 

And  weened  he  had  been  beguylde. 

■■  Now  lume,  now  tume  thee,  Aldingar, 

And  eytber  fighte  or  flee  ; 
I  trust  that  I  shall  avenge  the  wronge, 

Thoughe  I  am  so  small  to  see." 
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I'lie  t>uyo  puUd  forth  a  well  good  Ewonie, 

So  gilt  U  dazzled  the  ee  ; 
llie  fliBi  stroke  stricken  at  AMingar 
Siuute  off  liis  Icggs  by  llie  koee. 

**  Stand  up,  stand  up,  thou  false  traitor, 

And  fighte  upon  thy  feele, 
Tor,  and  thou  iJirivB  as  thou  beginst. 

Of  height  wee  shall  be  meete." 

•  A  priesi,  a  priest,"  sayes  Aldingar, 

While  I  am  a  mim  -alive  ; 
"A  priest,  B.  priest,"  sayes  Aldingar, 

Ue  for  to  houzle  aad  shrive. 

''I  wolde  have  laine  by  our  comlie  queene, 

But  shee  wolde  never  conseol  ; 
Then  I  thought  to  beti-aye  her  unto  our  kinge. 

In  a  P|rer  to  liave  her  brent. 

'There  came  a  Isizar  to  the  kings  gates, 

A  laxor  both  blind  and  lame  ; 
1  tooke  tlie  lazar  upon  my  backe, 
',  And  on  her  bedd  had  him  layiie. 

Then  ranne  I  to  our  cotulye  king, 

These  tidings  sore  to  tell : 
)ut  ever  alacke  I "  saves  Alilingar, 
"  Falsing  never  doth  well. 
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"  Forgive,  Forgive  me,  quoenei  madame^ 

The  short  time  I  must  live :" 
"  Nowe  Cluist  forgive  thee,  Aldingar, 

As  freely  I  forgive." 

"  Here  take  thy  queeoe,  our  King  Harrye, 

And  love  her  as  thy  life. 
For  never  had  a  king  in  Chrisl«ntye 

A  truer  and  feirer  wife." 

King  Harrye  ran  to  claape  his  queeoe, 

And  loosed  her  full  sone  ; 
Then  lumd  to  look  for  the  tinye  boye :  — 

The  i>oye  was  vani^ht  and  gone. 

But  first  he  had  louehd  ihe  laaar  man. 
And  stroakt  him  with  hi^  hand; 

The  lazar  under  ihe  gallowes  tree 
All  whole  and  sonnde  did  stand. 

The  lairar  under  Ihe  gallowes  tree 
Was  comelye,  straight,  and  tall  [ 

King  Henrye  made  him  liis  head  stewards, 
To  wayte  withica  his  halL 


SIR  HUGH  LE  BLOND. 
MkMtrthsqfih*  ScoUUk  Bordm',  iiL  61. 

**  The  traditioii,  upon  which  the  ballad  is  founded,  ii 
imiTeTBally  current  in  the  Meams ;  and  the  Editor  is 
infimned,  that,  till  yexy  lately,  the  sword,  with  which 
Sir  Hugh  le  Blond  was  believed  to  have  defended  the 
lift  and  honour  of  the  Queen,  was  carefully  preserved 
bj  his  descendants,  the  Viscounts  of  Arbuthnot.  That 
Sir  Hugh  of  Arbuthnot  lived  in  the  thirteenth  century, 
is  proved  by  his  having,  1282,  bestowed  the  patronage 
of  die  church  of  Garvoch  upon  the  Monks  of  Abor- 
hrodiwick,  for  the  safety  of  his  soul. — Register  of  Aber* 
hnUhmck^  quoted  hy  Crawford  in  Peerage, 

**  1  was  &voured  with  the  following  copy  of  Sir  Hugh 
k  Bland^  by  K.  Williamson  Burnet,  Esq.  of  Monboddo, 
irho  wrote  it  down  from  the  recitation  of  an  old  woman, 
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long  in  the  Rerrii^e  of  the  Arbuth  not  family.  Of  cow 
the  diction  \a  verr  much  humbled,  and  it  hat,  in 
probability,  undergone  many  comtpdons;  bat  ita  a.i 
quity  13  indubitable,  anJ  the  story,  though  indifferecj 
told,  is  b  itself  interesting.  It  ia  believed  that  iba 
have  been  many  more  veraea."    Scott. 

The  birds  sang  sweet  as  onj  bell, 
The  world  had  not  their  make. 

The  Queen  she's  gone  to  her  chamber, 
With  Rodinghara  to  talk. 

"  I  love  you  well,  my  Queen,  my  dame, 
'Bove  land  and  rents  eo  clear. 

And  for  the  love  of  you,  my  Queen, 
Would  thole  pain  most  severe." — 


"  If  well  you  love  me,  Rodingham, 

I'm  sure  so  do  I  ihee ; 
I  love  you  well  as  any  man, 

Save  the  King's  fair  bodye." — 

"  I  love  you  well,  my  Queen,  my  dome  | 
'Tis  truth  that  I  do  letl : 

And  for  to  lye  n  night  with  you. 
The  suit  seaa  I  would  swl." — 

**  Away,  away,  0  Rodingluun  ! 

You  are  both  stark  and  sloor ; 
Would  you  defile  the  Kin^s  own  bed. 

And  moke  his  Queen  a  whore  ? 


SIR    TirGTT    LK    BLOND.  'lit-' 

"  To-morrow  you*d  be  taken  sure. 

And  like  a  traitor  slain ; 
And  Fd  be  burned  at  a  stake. 

Although  I  be  the  Queen." — 

He  then  stepp'd  out  at  her  room  door« 

An  in  an  angry  mood : 
Until  he  met  a  leper-man, 

Just  bj  the  hard  waj-eide. 

He  intoxicate  the  leper-man, 

With  liquors  very  sweet : 
And  gave  him  more  and  more  to  drink, 

Until  he  fell  asleep. 

He  took  him  in  his  armis  twa. 

And  carried  him  along, 
Till  he  came  to  the  Queen's  own  bed. 

And  there  he  laid  him  down. 

He  then  stepp'd  out  of  the  Queen's  bower, 

As  swifl  as  any  roe, 
Till  he  came  to  the  very  place 

Where  the  King  himself  did  go. 

The  King  said  unto  Rodingham, 
•*  What  news  have  you  to  me  ?  " — 

He  said,  **  Your  Queen's  a  false  woman, 
As  I  did  plainly  see." — 
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He  hasten'd  lo  the  Queen's  chamber, 

So  (."oslly  and  so  fine. 
Until  he  came  to  the  Queen's  own  bed, 
Where  the  leper-man  waa  lain. 

He  looked  on  the  leper-man. 
Who  lay  on  his  Queen's  bed; 

He  UAed  up  the  anaw-wbite  sheets. 
And  thus  he  to  bim  said : — 

"  Plooky,  [ilooky,  are  your  cheeks. 

And  plooky  is  your  chin. 
And  plooky  are  your  armis  twa. 

My  bonny  Queen's  layne  in. 

"  Since  she  has  lain  into  your  arms, 

She  shal]  not  lye  in  mine ; 
Since  she  has  kiss'd  your  ugaome  motith. 

She  never  shall  kiss  mine." — 

In  anger  he  went  lo  the  Queen, 

Who  fell  upon  her  knee  ; 
He  said,  "  You  false,  unchaste  woman, 

What's  this  you've  done  to  mc  ?" 


The  Queen  then  tum'd  her«elf  about. 

The  tear  blinded  her  ee — 
"  There's  not  a  knigbt  in  a'  your  court 

Dare  give  that  name  lo  me." 
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He  said,  "  "l'i.>  true  iliiit  I  do  say  ; 

For  I  a  proof  did  make : 
You  shall  be  taken  from  mj  bower, 

And  burned  at  a  stake. 

**  PerbapH  Til  take  m j  word  again* 

And  may  repent  the  aame, 
If  that  you'll  get  a  Christian  man 

To  fight  that  Bodingham.** — 

**  Alas  I  alas  I "  then  cried  our  Queen, 

^  Alas,  and  woe  to  me  I 
There's  not  a  man  in  all  Scotland 

Will  fight  with  him  for  me."— 

She  breathed  unto  her  messengers, 
Sent  them  south,  east,  and  west ; 

Thej  could  find  none  to  fight  with  him, 
Nor  enter  the  contest. 

She  breathed  on  her  messengers, 

She  sent  them  to  the  north ; 
And  there  they  found  Sir  Hugh  le  Blond, 

To  fight  him  he  came  forth. 

When  unto  him  they  did  unfold 

The  circumstance  all  right, 

He  bade  them  go  and  tell  the  Queen, 

That  for  her  he  would  fight. 
roL.  III.  17 
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Tlte  liny  came  on  lliat  was  to  do 

Thai  ilreailful  tragedy ; 
Sir  Hugh  te  Blond  was  nol  come  np 

To  fight  for  our  ladye. 

"  Put  on  the  fire,"  the  monster  said : 

"  It  13  tweire  on  the  bell." 
"Tis  Bcarcely  ten,  now,"  said  the  Kin 

"  I  heard  the  clock  mysell." — 

Before  the  hour  the  Queen  is  brought 

The  burning  to  proceed  ; 
In  a  black  velvet  chair  she's  set, 

A  token  for  the  dead- 
She  saw  the  fjames  ascending  high. 

The  tears  blinded  her  ee : 
"  Wliere  is  the  worthy  knighl,"  she  sb 

"  Who  is  to  fight  for  me  ?  "— 

llien  up  and  spnk  the  King  himsell, 
"  My  dearest,  have  no  doubt, 

For  yonder  comes  the  man  himselL 
As  bold  aa  e'er  set  out." — 

ITiey  then  advanced  to  fight  the  duel 
With  gwonls  of  temper'd  steel, 

Till  doivn  Ihe  blood  of  Rodingham 
Cnme  running  lo  his  heeL 
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Sir  Hugh  look  out  a  \astj  sword, 

Twas  of  the  inelul  clear, 
And  he  had  pierecd  HoUiagiinm 

Ttll's  heart-blctod  iliil  appear. 

"  Confer  your  treiicliery,  nov,"  be  said, 
"  This  day  before  you  die ! " — 

"  I  do  toDfens  my  treachery, 
I  shall  no  longer  lye  : 


"  I  like  to  wickeJ  Unman  am, 

This  day  I  shall  he  slain." — 
The  Queen  was  broughi  lo  her  chamber, 

A  good  woman  again. 

The  Queen  then  ^id  unio  the  King, 

"Arbatile's  near  the  eeai 
Give  it  unto  the  northern  knight, 

That  tliis  day  fought  tor  me." 

Then  said  the  King, "  Come  here,  Sir  Knight, 

And  drink  a  gla^  of  wine  ; 
And,  if  Arliuttle's  not  enough,' 

To  it  we'll  Fordoun  join." 


■  Arbaltle  !■  the  MDcisnl  nlnic  of  tbe  barotif  of  / 
ImvUnot.  Pordim  hu  hmg  baen  tha  p&trlinony  il  tlia  mi 
thnOj.    B. 
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THE  KNIGHT.  AND  SHEPHERD'S  DAUGH- 
TER. 


"  This  ballad  (given  from  an  old  black-letter  copy, 
with  Bome  (.'oirettjons)  was  popular  in  tlia  time  of 
Queen  Elizabeth,  being  usually  printed  with  her  pic- 
ture before  it,  aa  Ucame  iolbrms  ua  in  his  pre&ce  (o 
Gul.  Neubrig,  Hist.  Oxon,  1719,  Sva.  toI.  i.  p.  btx. 
It  ia  quoted  in  Fletther'a  comedy  of  the  Pilg'im,  act 
i,  K.  2."     Pe«cv'9  Relli/uea,  u'l.  11*. 

The  St'Dttiiih  ballad  correspomlinj;  t«  Percy's  hai 
been  printed  by  Kinlocb,  p.  S5.  Besides  this,  how- 
ever, there  are  three  other  Scottisb  verdons,  superior 
to  the  Kii^iUah  in  every  respect,  and  muL-h  longer. 
They  are  Eurl  Richard,  Mothemell,  p.  37  7 ;  (also  in 
Ruchan's  BaliaiU  of  the  North  of  Scotland,  ii.  81  ;)  a 
ballad  with  the  tame  title  in  Kinlocb's  collei^tion,  p.  IS; 
and  Earl  Liihgoio,  Buehan,  ii.  81.  In  all  those,  the 
fiitile  attempts  of  the  knight  to  escape  narrying  the 
lady,  and  the  devices  by  which  she  ag^rravatea  his 
reluctance  to  enter  into  the  match,  are  managed  nith 
no  little  humour.  We  give  Mothurwcll's  edition  a  place 
1  Peng's,  and  refer  the  reader  for  Kiulodli'i  ta 


tlio  Appendix. 
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Therr  was  a  shepherds  daughter 

Came  tripping  on  the  vraye, 
And  there  U7  chttoce  a  kuighw  shee  mett. 

Which  cnused  her  to  alaye. 

"  Good  morrowe  to  j'ou,  beauteous  miude." 
These  woi-ds  pranounced  hee  ; 

"01  shall  dye  thia  daye,"  be  sayd, 
*■  If  Ive  not  my  wille  of  thee." 

"  The  Lord  forbid,"  the  tniude  replyd, 
"  Thai  you  shold  waxe  so  wode  1 " 

'  But  fur  all  that  shee  could  do  or  saye, 
He  wold  not  be  vilbstood. 

"  Sith  you  have  had  your  wille  of  mee, 

And  pill  nie  to  open  sbume. 
Now,  if  yoQ  are  a  courteous  knigbte, 

Tell  me  what  is  your  name  ?  " 

"  Some  do  call  mee  Jacke,  sweet  heart, 

And  Eome  do  call  mee  Jllle  ; 
BulMvhen  I  come  to  the  kings  fairo  coui-te, 

They  calle  me  Williille  Wille." 


Pwoy'i. 


1 


L' 
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He  aeit  Lid  fuot  into  iLe  stirrup, 
And  aivaye  then  be  did  ride  ; 

Slie  tiiukt  her  girdle  about  her  middle, 
Aud  ranne  close  by  hia  side. 


But  when  she  came  to  the  brode  water, 
She  sett  hor  breat  and  snanime  ; 

And  when  she  wus  gol  out  agune, 
She  looke  lo  her  heels  and  raiint% 

He  never  was  the  courteous  knighte, 
To  saye,  "  FaJre  malde,  will  ye  ride?" 

And  she  waa  erer  loo  loving  a  maide 
To  saye,  "  Sir  knigbte,  abide." 

When  she  came  lo  the  kings  faire  cout^ 

She  knocked  at  the  ring ; 
80  rendye  was  tite  king  himself 

To  let  ihli  faire  maide  in. 

"  Now  Christ  you  save,  my  gracious  Iie| 
Now  Christ  you  eave  and  see  ; 

You  have  a  knighte  within  your  courts 
Tliis  daye  hatli  robbed  mee." 

"  What  hath  he  robbed  lliee  of,  sweet 

Of  purple  or  of  pall  ? 
Or  hath  be  took  tby  gaye  gold  ring 

From  off  ihy  linger  small?" 
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"  He  halfa  not  robbed  niee,  mj  llcge, 

Of  purple  nor  of  pall ; 
But  he  balh  gotlea  my  maiJenliead, 

Which  grieves  mee  worst  of  all." 

"  Now  if  he  he  a  balehelor, 

His  bodj-e  De  give  to  tbec ; 
Bm  if  he  be  a  married  mHn, 

High  hanged  he  shult  bee." 

He  called  downe  bia  merryc  men  all. 

By  one,  by  two,  by  iliree ; 
Sir  William  used  to  bee  the  first, 

But  nowe  the  last  came  bee. 

He  brought  her  downe  full  fortye  pounde, 

Tyed  up  wilhinne  a  glove  : 
"Faire  maid,  He  give  tlie  some  to  lliee; 

Go,  eeeke  thee  another  love." 

"  0  De  Lave  none  of  your  gold,"  she  eayde, 
"  Nor  lie  have  none  of  your  fee  ; 

But  your  faire  bodye  I  must  Imve, 
The  king  hatL  granieo  mee." 


Sir  WiUiam  nuine  and  ri-ichd  her  ihen 
Five  hundred  pound  ni  golde, 

8aying,  *'  Faire  maide,  iiike  tliis  10  thee, 
Tby  fault  will  never  be  tolde." 
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"  Tis  not  tbc  gold  tliat  aball  me 
Tliese  worua  tben  answered  shee, 

"  But  your  own  boilye  I  must  have, 
The  king  hath  grunted  mee." 

"  Would  I  had  diunke  the  water  del 
When  I  did  drinke  the  wine, 

Bather  than  any  shepherds  brat 
Shold  bee  a  ladye  of  mine  1 

"  Would  I  had  drank  the  puddle  foul^  3 

When  I  did  drink  the  ale, 
Bather  than  ever  a  ahupberds  brat 

Shold  tell  me  eucb  a  talfi  1 " 


A  shepherda  brat  even  aa  I  wae. 
You  mole  have  let  mee  bee ; 
never  hud  c-ome  to  the  kings  faire  ci 
To  crave  any  love  of  thee." 


He  eeLt  lier  on  a  milk-while  steede. 
And  himself  upon  a  gi-aye  ; 

He  hung  a  bugle  about  bia  necke, 
And  Goe  they  rode  awaye. 


But  when  they  came  unto  the  place, 
Where  marriage-rites  were  done, 

Bfae  proved  herself  a  dukea  daugbtflTf 
And  he  but  a  squires  soone. 
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"  Now  nmrrye  me,  or  not,  air  knight. 

Your  pleasure  shall  be  free: 
If  you  make  nm  hidye  of  one  good  towne, 

lie  make  you  lord  of  ihree." 

"  Ah  !  curbed  bee  the  gold,"  he  aayd ; 

"  If  thou  hadst  not  been  trevre, 
I  sbold  have  forsaken  my  sweM  love, 

And  have  changed  her  for  a  newe." 

And  now  their  hearts  being  linked  fast, 

They  joyned  hand  in  hiinde  : 
Thus  he  bad  both  purse,  and  gicrsou  loo, 

And  ftll  at  hia  comtnande. 


EARL  RICHARD  (B). 


Hotbei-well-i  Mun-tby,  p.  8T7.     From  reclMItn 

Earl  Richard  onc«  on  k  ility. 
And  all  his  valitmt  (Den  eo  wigbl. 

He  did  him  down  to  Bamisdale, 
Wliere  si)  the  land  is  fair  and  lighL 

He  waa  aware  of  a  damosel, 
I  wot  fast  on  she  did  her  bound, 

With  lowers  of  gold  upon  her  head, 
As  tair  a  woman  as  eould  he  found. 

He  said,  "  Busk  on  you,  fnir  \aije. 
The  while  fiowera  and  the  red  ; 

For  I  would  give  my  bonnie  ship, 
To  get  your  maidenhead." 

"  I  wish  your  bonnie  ship  rent  and  rin 
And  drown  you  in  the  sea  i 


^^K  AQU  orown  you  in  ine  sea  i 

Km 
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For  all  till.-  would  not  inmd  the  ini>s 

That  ye  would  do  to  me." 
**  The  miss  is  not  so  great,  ladye, 

Soon  mended  it  might  be. 

**  I  have  four-and-twentj  mills  in  Scotlandy 

Stands  on  the  water  Taj ; 
Tou'll  have  them,  and  as  much  flour 

As  theyH  grind  in  a  day." 

**  I  wish  your  bonnie  ship  rent  and  rive. 

And  drown  you  in  the  sea ; 
For  all  that  would  not  mend  the  miss 

That  ye  would  do  for  me." 
^  The  miss  is  not  so  great,  lady, 

Soon  mended  it  will  be. 

"  I  have  four-and-twenty  milk-white  cows. 

All  calved  in  a  day  ; 
Youll  have  them,  and  as  much  hained  grass 

As  they  all  on  can  gae." 

**  I  wish  your  bonnie  ship  rent  and  rive, 

And  drown  ye  in  the  sea ; 
For  all  that  would  not  mend  the  miss 

That  ye  would  do  to  me." 
**  The  miss  is  not  so  great,  ladye. 

Soon  mended  it  might  be. 


"  I  have  four-and-lwenly  milk-white  st 

All  foaled  in  one  year ; 
You'll  liave  them,  and  aa  much  red  gob 

As  all  their  biicks  can  bear,'* 

Bhe  tumcil  her  right  and  round  about) 
And  she  swore  by  the  mold, 

"  I  would  not  be  your  love,"  said  she, 
"  For  that  church  full  of  gold." 

He  turned  him  right  and  round  aboa^ 
And  he  swore  by  the  mass, 

Says, — "  Lady,  ye  my  love  shall  be, 
And  gold  ye  shall  have  lesa." 

She  turned  her  right  and  round  abouti 
And  she  swore  by  the  moon, 

"  I  would  not  be  your  love,"  says  she, 
"  For  all  the  gold  in  Rome." 

He  turned  him  right  and  round  aboQl) 
And  he  swore  by  the  moon. 

Says, — "  Lady,  ye  my  love  Eball  be, 
And  gold  ye  shall  have  none." 

He  caught  her  by  ibe  railk-wlute  ham 

And  by  the  grass-green  sleeve ; 
And  tJiere  hm  taken  bis  will  of  her, 

Wholly  wliliout  her  leave. 
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The  lady  frowned  and  saJly  bliislied, 
And  oh!  but  she  thought  sfaoiae  : 

Says,—"  If  you  are  a  kiiiglil  at  all, 
You  surely  will  tell  mc  your  name." 

"  In  some  places  they  call  me  Jack, 
In  other  eome  they  uUl  me  John  ; 
But  when  into  the  Queen's  Court, 
Ob  then  Lilhcock  it  ia  my  name." 

"  Litlicock !  Lithcock ! "  the  \ady  said. 
And  ofl  the  spelt  it  over  ugnin  ; 

"  Lithcock !  it's  Latin,"  the  ludy  said, 
"  Richard's  the  English  ul'  that  name." 


'  The  knight  he  rode,  the  lady  ran, 
A  live  long  eummer'a  day ; 

Till  they  came  to  llie  wan  waler 
That  all  men  do  cull  Tay. 


He  set  his  horse  head  to  the  water. 

Just  ihro'  it  for  to  ride  ; 
And  the  lady  waa  ae  ready  as  him 

The  waters  fur  to  wade. 


For  he  had  never  been  as  kind-heai 
As  to  bid  the  lady  ride  ; 
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"  Betide  me  weal,  betide  me  wae, 
That  lady  will  I  see," 

She  took  a  ring  from  her  finger. 
And  gave't  the  porter  for  his  fee : 

SajSy  ^  Tak  jou  that,  mj  good  porter. 
And  bid  the  Queen  speak  to  me." 

And  when  she  came  before  the  Queen, 
There  she  fell  low  down  on  her  knee : 

Says,  "  There  is  a  knight  into  your  court, 
This  day  has  robbed  me." 

^  0  has  he  robbed  you  of  your  gold, 
Or  has  he  robbed  you  of  your  fee  ?  ** 

^  He  has  not  robbed  me  of  iny  gold. 
He  has  not  robbed  me  of  my  fee ; 

He  has  robbed  me  of  my  maidenhead, 
The  fiurest  fiower  of  my  bodie." 

^  There  is  no  knight  in  all  my  court, 

That  thus  has  robbed  thee, 
But  you'll  have  the  truth  of  his  right  hand. 

Or  else  for  your  sake  he'll  die, 
Tho'  it  were  Earl  Richard,  my  own  brother ; 

And  oh  forbid  that  it  be  I  " 
Then,  sighing,  said  the  lady  fair, 

^  I  wot  the  samen  man  is  he." 
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**  I  will  not  wear  the  short  clothes, 

Bat  I  will  wear  the  side  ; 
I  will  not  walk  to  my  wedding, 

But  I  to  it  will  ride." 

When  he  was  set  upon  the  horse, 

The  lady  him  behind, 
Then  cauld  and  eerie  were  the  words 

The  twa  had  them  between. 

She  said,  ^  Grooid  e'en,  je  nettles  tall, 
Jusi  there  where  je  grow  at  the  dike ; 

If  the  auld  carline  mj  mother  was  here, 
Sae  weel's  she  would  your  pates  pike. 

**  How  she  would  stap  you  in  her  poke, 

I  wot  at  that  she  wadna  fail ; 
And  boil  ye  in  her  auld  brass  pan. 

And  of  ye  mak  right  gude  kail. 

•*  And  she  would  meal  you  with  millering 

That  she  gathers  at  the  mill, 
And  mak  you  thick  as  any  daigh ; 

And  when  the  pan  was  brimful, 

"  Would  mess  you  up  in  scuttle  dishes. 
Syne  bid  us  sup  till  we  were  fou  ; 

Lay  down  her  head  upon  a  poke, 
Then  sleep  and  snore  like  any  sow." 
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"  Away  !  away !  you  bad  woman, 
For  all  your  vile  words  grieveth  me; 

Whea  ye  heed  so  little  for  yourself, 
I'm  9ure  ye'U  heed  far  leas  for  me. 

"I  wish  I  had  drunk  your  water,  nisWr, 
When  thai  1  did  (iiink  of  your  wine i 

Since  for  a  carle's  fair  daughter. 
It  aye  gars  me  dree  all  slnn  pine." 

■'  May  be  I  am  a  carle's  duughter. 

And  niay  be  never  nane  ; 
When  ye  met  me  in  ihe  good  green  woo 

Why  did  you  not  let  me  olane? 

"  Gode  e'en,  gude  e'en,  ye  heather  b 
As  ye'ro  growing  on  yon  hill; 

If  the  auld  carle  and  liis  bagi  were  here,  J 
I  wot  be  would  get  meat  liia  filL 

"  Late,  late  at  night  I  knit  our  pokes, 
With  even  four-end -twenty  knots; 

And  in  the  mom  at  breakfast  time, 
ril  carry  the  keys  of  an  earl's  looks. 


"  Lale,  late  nt  night  I  knit  onr  pokes, 
With  even  tbur-and-twenty  strings ; 

And  if  you  look  lo  my  white  fingera. 
They  have  a-i  many  gay  gold  rings." 
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"  Away !  away  !  ye  ill  woman, 
And  sore  your  vile  words  grieveth  me ; 

When  you  heed  so  little  for  yourself 
Pm  sure  ye'll  heed  far  less  for  me. 

**  But  if  you  are  a  carle's  daughter, 

As  I  take  you  to  be. 
How  did  you  get  the  gay  clothing. 

In  green  wood  ye  had  on  thee  ?  " 

**  My  mother  she's  a  poor  woman, 
She  nursed  earl's  children  three ; 

And  I  got  them  from  a  foster  sister, 
For  to  beguile  such  sparks  as  thee." 


**  But  if  you  be  a  carle's  daughter, 

As  I  believe  you  be, 
How  did  ye  learn  the  good  Latin, 

In  green  wood  ye  spoke  to  me  ? 
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**  My  mother  she's  a  mean  woman. 
She  nursed  earFs  children  three ; 

I  learned  it  from  their  chapelain, 
To  beguile  such  sparks  as  ye." 

When  mass  was  sung,  and  bells  were  rung. 

And  all  men  boune  for  bed. 
Then  Earl  Richard  and  this  ladye 

In  ane  bed  they  were  laid. 


)  EABL   RICHARD. 

He  turned  his  face  to  the  slock. 

And  she  hers  to  the  alane ; 
Aiid  cauld  and  dreary  was  the  luve 

That  was  thir  iwa  between. 

Great  was  the  mirth  in  the  kiteheo. 

Likewise  intill  the  ha' ; 
But  in  his  bed  lay  Earl  Richard, 

Wiping  the  tears  awa'. 

He  wept  till  he  fell  Taat  asleep, 
Then  slept  till  licht  was  come  ; 

Then  he  did  hear  the  gentlemen 
That  talked  io  the  room : 

Said, — "  Saw  ye  ever  a  filler  match, 

Betwixt  the  ime  and  ither  ; 
The  King  o'  SootJand's  fair  doehler. 

And  the  Queen  of  England's  brither  ?  "•   I 


"  And  is  she    the   King  o'   Scotland's 
dochter? 

This  day,  oh,  weel  is  me  ! 
For  seven  times  has  my  steed  been  saddled 

To  come  to  court  with  thee  ; 
And  with  this  witty  lady  fair, 

How  happy  must  I  be  I " 


'run  fiAY  OOSS-IIAWK. 
From  MinsirtUy  of  the  ScoitUh  Bord^r^  iii.  101. 

**  This  Ballad  is  published,  partly  from  one  under 
this  title,  in  Mrs.  Brown's  collection,  and  partly  from 
a  MS.  of  some  antiquity,  penes  Edit  The  stanzas 
appearing  to  possess  most  merit  have  been  selected 
from  each  copy." — Scott. 

Annexed  b  another  version  from  Motherweirs  col- 
lection. A  third,  longer  than  either,  is  furnished  by 
Buchan,  Ballads  of  the  North  of  Scotland,  ii  245,  Tht 
ScottUh  Squire, 

"  0  WALT,  waly,  my  gay  goss-hawk, 

GiD  your  feathering  be  sheen  I  ^ 
"  And  waly,  waly,  my  master  dear, 

Grin  ye  look  pale  and  lean  ! 

*^  0  have  ye  tint,  at  tournament, 
Your  sword,  or  yet  your  spear  ? 
^Or  mourn  ye  for  the  southern  lass 
Whom  ye  may  not  win  near  ?  " 
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■■  I  liiive  not  liiil.  at  loiirnnment, 

My  swcird  nor  yet  my  spear; 
But  sair  I  moum  for  my  true  bve, 

Wi"  moiiy  a  bilier  tear, 

"  But  weel's  me  on  ye,  my  gay  goss-Lawk, 

Ye  can  baith  speak  and  flee  ; 
Te  sail  carry  a  letter  to  my  love. 

Bring  an  answer  back  to  me." 

"  But  how  enll  I  your  true  love  find, 

Or  how  8uld  I  her  know  ? 
I  bi'ar  a  tongue  ne'er  wi'  her  spake, 

An  eye  that  ne'er  her  saw." 

"  O  weel  sail  ye  my  true  lore  ken, 

Sae  aiine  aa  ye  ber  tee  i 
For.  of  a'  the  flowers  of  fair  England, 

Till)  forest  flower  is  she. 

"The  red.  that's  on  my  true  love's  cheek, 

la  like  blood-Klrops  oa  the  snaw' ; 
The  while,  that  is  on  her  breast  bare, 

Like  the  down  o'  the  white  sea-maw 

"  Arid  even  at  my  love's  bouer-door 

There  grows  a  flowering  birk ; 
And  ye  maun  sit  and  sing  thereon 

As  she  gangs  to  the  kirk.  ^^_ 

Sco  pnge  ^^^^^H 
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"  Aii'l  fuiir-.ind-twciitv  Cii'w  Imlves 

Will  lo  the  mass  repair  ; 
But  weel  may  ye  my  ladye  ken, 

The  fairest  ladye  there.** 

LK>rd  William  has  written  a  love-leneT, 

Put  it  under  his  pinion  gray ; 
And  he  is  awa  to  southern  land 

As  fast  as  wings  can  gae. 

And  even  at  the  ladye's  hour 

There  grew  a  flowering  birk  ; 
And  he  sat  down  and  sung  thereon 

As  she  gaed  to  the  kirk. 

And  weel  he  kent  that  ladye  fair 

Amang  her  maidens  free ; 
For  the  flower  that  springs  in  May  morning 
Was  not  sae  sweet  as  she. 

He  lighted  at  the  ladye's  yate, 

And  sat  him  on  a  pin  ; 
And  sang  fu'  sweet  the  notes  o*  love, 

Till  a*  was  cosh  within. 

And  first  tio  sang  a  low,  low  note, 

And  syne  he  sang  a  clear  ; 
And  aye  the  o'erword  o*  the  sang 

Was — "  Your  love  can  no  win  here." — 
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"  FeiLst  on,  fea^t  ou,  my  mudena  a', 
The  wine  flows  jou  amang. 

While  I  gang  to  ray  shoC-wiodow, 
And  hear  yon  bounj  bird's  Gang. 


"  Siijg  OD,  sing  on,  my  bonny  bird* 
The  sang  ye  sung  yestreen ; 

For  weel  I  ken,  by  your  sweet  singing 
Tc  are  frae  my  true  love  sen." 


0  firat  he  sang  a  merry  sang, 

And  syne  he  Eung  a  grave  ; 
And  syne  he  pick'd  his  feathers  gray, 

To  her  the  letter  gave. 

"  Have  there  a  letter  from  Lord  William ; 

He  says  he's  seat  ye  thiee ; 
He  caniia  wait  your  love  langer. 

But  for  your  sake  he'll  die." — 

"  Oae  bid  him  bake  his  bridal  bread, 

And  brew  hh  bridal  a1e ; 
And  I  shall  meet  bim  at  Uary's  kirk, 

Lang,  long  era  it  be  stale." 


The  lady's  gane  to  her  chamber. 
And  a  raoanfu'  woman  was  she ; 

As  gin  she  bad  ta'en  a  sudden  brash, 
And  were  about  to  die. 


'  *  A  boon,  a  boon,  my  fRlher  Jeir, 

A  boon  I  beg  of  lliee  1"  — 
"Ask  not  iLal  pnnglity  Scoirisb  lord. 
For  hira  30U  nu'er  shall  see  : 

*But,  for  your  hnnesl  fL^king  else, 
Weel  granted  it  shall  be." — 

"•Then,  gin  I  die  in  Southern  land, 
In  Scotland  gar  bury  m«. 

■  And  ihe  first  kirk  ibat  ye  come  to, 

Te'a  gar  the  mass  lie  sung  ; 
And  ibe  next  kirk  that  ye  come  to, 
Tc's  gar  (he  bells  be  rung, 

"And  when  you  corae  (o  St  Mary's  kirk, 

Ye's  tarry  there  till  night." 
And  so  her  father  pledg'd  his  word. 

And  so  his  promise  plight. 

ttie  haa  ta'en  her  to  her  bigly  bour 

As  fast  m  she  could  fare  ; 
And  ehe  has  drank  a  sleepy  draught. 

That  she  bad  mix'd  wi'  care. 

And  pale,  pale,  grew  her  rosy  cheek. 

That  was  sae  bright  of  blee, 
And  she  »eem'd  to  be  a^  purely  dead 

Ai  any  one  could  be. 
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Tlicn  spake  hev  uruet  step'minnie, 

'■  Tak  ye  [lie  burning  lend, 
And  drap  a  drap  on  her  bosome, 

To  fry  if  she  be  dead," 

Tliey  took  a  drap  o'  boiling  lead, 
They  dropp'd  it  on  her  bretut;   ' 

••  Alas !  alas  !  "  her  father  criwi, 
'■  She's  dead  without  Ihc  priest." 

Slie  neither  chatter'd  with  her  teeth. 
Nor  thiver'i]  with  her  chin  ; 

"  Alas  !  alas  I "  her  father  cried, 
"  There  is  nae  breath  withia." 


Then  up  arose  her  se 

And  hew'd  to  her  a  bier; 

They  liew'd  it  frne  the  Eolid  aik, 

Laid  it  o'er  wi'  silver  clear. 


Then  op  and  gal  her  seven  sisten, 
And  sewed  to  her  a  kell ; 

And  every  sleek  that  they  put  jn 
Sewed  to  a  eillcr  bell. 


'ITie  firsl  Scots  kirii  that  they  am  tot™ 
They  garr'd  the  bells  be  rung  ; 

The  next  Scots  kir^  that  they  cam  to^ 
They  garr'd  the  mass  he  sung. 
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But  when  they  cam  to  Sl  Mnrfi  kirk, 
"here  Btude  spearmen  all  on  a.  raw  ; 
Ani]  up  and  started  Lord  William, 
The  chieftanc  amang  them  a.' 

"  Set  down,  sei  down  Ihe  bier,"  he  said, 

"  Let  me  look  her  upon  : " 
Bot  09  soon  as  Lord  WlUiara  louch'd  her  hand. 

Her  colour  began  to  come. 

She  brightened  like  the  Itly  flower, 

Till  her  pale  colour  was  gone ; 
With  rosy  cheek,  and  ruby  lip, 

She  smiled  her  love  upon. 

"  A  morsel  of  your  bread,  my  lord, 

And  one  glass  of  your  wine ; 
For  I  hne  failed  Ihesc  three  Inng  days. 

All  for  your  sake  and  mine. — 

*  Qae  hame,  gae  heme,  my  (seven  bauld  brothers, 

Gae  hame  and  blaw  your  horn  I 
I  trow  ye  wad  liae  gi'en  roe  the  skaith, 

Bat  I've  gi'en  you  the  scorn. 

"  Commend  me  lo  my  grey  father, 

That  wished  my  ftaul  gude  rest  ; 
Bat  wae  be  to  my  cruel  step^dame, 

Garr'd  bum  me  on  the  breast." — 
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"  Ah !  woe  lo  you,  you  light 

An  ill  ileatli  may  ye  die  ! 
For  we  left  bther  and  slitters  at  bame 

Breaking  their  hearts  for  thee." 


]i.  IH.  Thb  almlle  membleB  a  pusage  in  a  MS.  trauflntiucs 
III'  „n  IHnh  FhW  tiile,  called  Tlu  AdaaUura  of  Fara-ia^ 
Prbictmo/SciKlmd,aail  Carrol  ff  Dalg,  8m  of  Dmoglio  M>r^ 
(yDalji,  CMtf  Bani  of  htbaid.  "  Fflniiln,  u  eho  enlend  lii^ 
ookii  upon  Ibe  enith,  which  wan  tingeil  witli 


Cfaahl 


killed 


thnt  sDow,'  ■aid  FaniTlH,  'wu  the  aonipleiiiHi  aTmjbelavad, 
his  ahwiu  like  il^e  unguiiie  Crncei  theraun;  wblIsC  the  raven 
leoiiltato  my  memory  the  coloar  of  bis  baaatlftil  lacks.'" 
There  is  alio  some  reiemtilnnce  in  the  conduct  of  tbe  *tni7, 
betiriit  the  bnlliu)  and  Ihe  Ule  jost  quoted.  The  Prinoau 
Psravln,  being  deepenitely  In  love  with  Cam]  O'Dsly.  da- 
ipatchei  In  sesrch  of  him  a  faithftil  confldanW,  vbo.  by  lier 
magical  art,  transronns  benelf  into  a  Imwii,  and,  percfalog 
npon  the  arlndavi  or  the  bard,  ooaveja  to  hhn  li 
of  tiM  dIstiVB  of  the  PrinceM  of  Sootland.    Scott. 


THE  JOLLY  GOSHAWK. 

Molhorwell'i  MinitreiMg,  p.  Bfia 


"  0  WELL  ia  me,  my  jolly  goshawk, 

That  ye  can  speak  and  flee ; 
For  ye  can  carry  a  love'lelter 

To  my  true  luve  from  me." 

"  0  how  eaii  I  carrj'  a  leller  to  her, 

When  her  I  do  nol  know? 
I  bear  ihe  lips  lo  her  never  apak, 

And  the  eyes  that  her  never  saw." 

••  The  tiling  of  my  love's  face  that's  white 

Is  that  of  dove  or  maw  ; 
The  thing  of  my  love's  face  that's  red 

Is  like  blood  shed  on  snaw. 


"Andu 
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1  the  buah  of  ash; 


0  the  cartel. 
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And  £it  you  llitire  aad  slug  our  lovea^ 
As  ehe  comes  from  the  mass. 

"  And  nhen  she  gaes  iolo  the  house. 

Sit  ye  upou  tlie  whin; 
And  sit  you  lliere  and  sing  our  loves. 

As  she  goes  out  and  in." 

Aj)d  when  he  flew  lo  tbat  ctulsi, 

He  lighted  on  the  ash  ; 
And  there  lie  sat  and  t;uiig  their  lovei^ 

Aa  she  ciune  from  the  mass. 

And  when  she  went  into  the  house, 

He  tlew  UDto  the  whin  ; 
And  there  he  sat  and  sung  their  loTes, 

As  6he  went  out  and  in. 

"  Come  hitherward,  my  maidens  aQ, 

And  sip  red  wine  anon, 
Till  I  go  lo  ray  west  window,  ' 

And  bear  a  birdie's  moan." 

She'g  gane  unto  her  west  window. 

And  toiiily  aye  it  drew  j 
And  soon  into  her  white  silk  lap 

The  bird  the  letter  threw. 

"Te're  bidileo  send  your  love  r  send, 
For  he  has  sent  you  twa; 


I i 
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s  but  ^mall,"  he  auid, 
till  ii  ebatl  be." 


[  The  lady  luh  the  same   boon   and  rcf 
limilar  antwer,Jirit  from  her  molher,  then  fro. 
\er  tiller,  and  luuily  from  Iter  ieven  brolhtn.'^ 


Then  down  a^  dead  [luit  liuly  drapp'd, 

BeiiiJe  her  mother's  kiiec  ; 
Then  out  it  a\iak  an  auld  witch  wife, 

Bj  the  Kre-dide  sat  she ; 

Sajs, — "  Drap  the  bet  lead  on  ber  cbeetCi 

And  di-ap  it  on  her  ciiin, 
And  diap  ii  on  her  rose  red  hpa, 

And  she  will  speak  again  : 
For  much  a  tadj'  young  will  do, 

To  her  true  love  to  win." 


They  drapp'd  ibe  het  lead  on  ber  chee 

So  did  they  on  ber  chin  ; 
They  drapp'd  il  on  her  red  rose  lips, 

Bui  ihey  brcatlied  none  again. 

Her  hrolliei-s  they  went  to  a  room, 

To  make  to  herji  bier ; 
The  boards  of  it  were  cedar  wood, 

And  the  plaiej  on  it  gold  so  clear. 
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Her  sUten  Uiey  went  lo  a  room, 

To  make  to  lier  a  »ark  ; 
The  cloih  of  it  wm  ^tin  fine, 

And  the  sleeking  silken  wark. 

"  But  well  is  me,  my  joily  goshawk, 

Ttiai  ye  c«d  speHk  unci  flt^  ; 
Come  Bliew  u>  me  any  love  lokena 

That  you  liave  brought  to  me." 

■*  She  sendf  you  the  rings  from  lier  fingers, 

The  garlands  from  her  Imir  ; 
She  sendi  you  the  heart  within  her  breast 

And  what  would  you  liave  mair  ? 
And  at  ihn  fourth  kirk  of  fair  Scollaml, 

She  hitla  you  meet  her  there." 

"  Come  hither,  all  my  merry  young  men. 
And  drmk  the  good  r<.-d  wine ; 

For  we  must  on  to  fair  EngUuid. 
To  free  my  love  from  [line." 

Al  the  GtH  kirk  of  fair  Soolland, 

They  gart  ihe  belU  be  rung; 
At  the  second  kirk  of  fair  Si:utland, 

They  garC  llit  niiiss  Ik-  ^ung, 


At  the  thii-d  kiik  ul'  liiir  Sk-'uiland. 
Tliey  UiMill  gold  foi'  ln'i-  suku  ; 
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AjiJ  [lie  foui'ih  kirk  of  fair  Soolland 
Her  true  love  met  them  at. 

"  Set  down,  set  down  the  corps^"  he  e 

"Till  I  look  on  the  dead; 
The  lost  time  tliat  I  saw  her  face, 

Slie  ruddy  wa«  find  red  ; 
But  Qow,  ala.4,  anJ  woe  ii  me  ! 

She'a  wallowed  lilte  a  weed." 

He  rent  the  sheet  upon  her  face, 

A  little  aboon  her  chin  ; 
With  lily  white  cheek,  and  lemin'  eyaa, 

Shu  loukt  and  laogh'd  to  him. 

"  Give  roe  a  chive  of  your  bread,  my  lof 

A  bottle  of  your  winej 
For  I  have  fiisted  for  your  love, 

Tliese  weary  lang  diijs  nine  ; 
There's  not  a  steed  in  your  stable^ 

But  would  have  been  dead  ere  a; 

"  Grae  harae.  gae  hame,  my  seven  brothsri, 
Gae  hame  and  blaw  the  liora  j 

For  you  can  !iaj  in  the  South  of  Englui^ 
Your  sister  gave  you  a  siaim. 

"  1  came  not  here  to  fiur  Scotland, 
To  lye  amang  llie  rat-al  ; 
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But  r  came  hcix.'  to  fjiir  Scut  lain!, 
To  wear  the  silks  so  weel. 

**  I  came  not  here  to  fair  Scotland, 

To  lye  amang  the  dead  ; 
But  I  came  here  to  fair  Scotland, 

To  wear  the  gold  so  red.*' 
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YOUxNG  HUNTING.     See  p.  3. 
From  Buchaa^t  BaiUuk  of  (he  North  of  Scotland,  i.  11& 

Lady  Maisry  forth  from  her  bower  came. 

And  stood  on  her  tower  head ; 
She  thought  she  heard  a  bridle  ring, 

The  sound  did  her  heart  guid. 

She  thought  it  was  her  first  true  love, 

Whom  she  loved  ance  in  time ; 
But  it  was  her  new  love,  Hunting, 

Come  frae  the  hunting  o'  the  hyn'. 

**  Gude  morrow,  gude  morrow,  Jjudy  Maisry, 

God  make  you  safe  and  free  I 
Fm  come  to  take  my  last  farewell. 

And  pay  my  last  visit  to  thee." 

^  O  stay,  O  stay  then,  young  Hunting, 

O  stay  with  me  this  night ; 
Ya  shall  ha'e  cheer,  an'  charcoal  clear. 

And  candles  burning  bright. 

**  Have  no  more  cheer,  you  lady  &ir, 
An  hour  langer  for  me ; 


I  havo  a  la'lj-  in  Giimioulh 
I  lovu  bctwr  than  ihee." 

"  O  if  your  love  be  oliangeil,  niv  tgve. 

Since  botler  canno'  be, 
Nevertheless,  tor  nuld  lang  s^rne, 

Yc'Il  stay  this  nighi  wi'  me. 

ilver  xhall  be  your  wnge, 
nil  shall  be  your  fee ; 

o  the  yatTi 
Your  weed  shall  changed  be. 

■'  Will  ye  gae  to  the  cards  or  dice, 

Or  wil!  ye  gae  to  a  table  forebye, 
And  biri  balth  beer  and  wine  ?  " 

"  I  winua  gang  to  the  cards  nor  ilice, 


Then  she  has  drawn  for  young  Hundng 

The  beer  but  and  the  wine, 
Til!  she  got  him  as  deadly  drunk 

As  ony  unhallowed  iwine. 

Then  ahe'a  ta'eo  out  s  trusty  brand, 

That  hang  bt-low  her  gare  ; 
Tlien  she's  woiinilwl  him,  young  Iluitting. 

A  <!ecn  wnuiid  and  a  salr. 

Then  out  it  »|H!ikslierfOtnrade, 
Btiing  in  ihc  L-am[ianie ; 
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•'  Alas  I  iliis  (k'(Ml  fliat  ye.  lia'o  done, 
Will  ruiii  Imlth  you  and  me." 

**  Heal  well,  heal  well,  you  Lady  KathariDe, 

Heal  well  this  deed  on  me  ; 
The  robes  that  were  shapen  for  my  bodiet 

They  shall  be  sewed  fbr  thee. " 

•*  Tho*  I  wou'd  heal  it  never  sae  well, 

And  never  sae  well,**  said  she, 
^  There  b  a  (rod  above  us  baith, 

That  can  baith  hear  and  see.** 

They  booted  him  and  spurred  him, 

As  he*d  been  gaun  to  ride  ; 
A  bunting-horn  about  his  neck, 

A  sharp  sword  by  his  side. 

And  they  rode  on,  and  fiuther  oo, 

All  the  lang  summer's  tide. 
Until  they  came  to  wan  water, 

Where  a'  man  ca's  it  Clyde. 

'  The  deepest  pot  in  Clyde's  water, 
< There  they  flang  him  in. 
And  put  a  turf  on  his  breast  bane. 
To  had  young  Hunting  down. 

O  out  it  speaks  a  little  wee  bird. 

As  she  sat  on  the  brier : 
^'  Gae  hame,  gae  hame,  ye  Lady  MaLnry, 

And  pay  your  maiden's  hire.** 

^  And  the.    ^  And  there. 
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"01  will  pay  my  maiiJen'a  hire. 

And  hire  II)  gi'e  10  thee  ; 
If  yell  conceal  this  fatal  deed, 

Ve's  ha'c  gowd  for  your  fee." 

Then  out  it  speaks  a  bonny  bird, 

That  flow  aboou  their  head  ; 
"  Keep  well,  keep  well  your  grixn  clulhing 

Trae  ae  drap  o'  Ms  bluid." 

"  O  111  keep  well  my  green  elaithing 

Frae  ae  drap  o'  hia  bluiii. 
Belter  than  I'll  ilo  your  Hatleriag  tongue, 

Tliat  flutters  in  your  buad 

"  Coine  down,  come  down,  my  hoony  Wrd, 

Light  down  upon  my  hand  [ 
For  ae  gowd  feather  that's  in  your  wins, 

1  wou'd  p'e  a'  my  land." 

"  How  shall  1  L'Ome  Jonn,  bow  can  1  come 
How  shall  I  come  down  to  thee  ¥ 

The  tbingi  ye  said  lo  young  Hunting, 
The  same  ye're  Kn)-ing  lo  me." 

But  it  fell  out  on  that  same  day. 

The  k]Qg  was  going  lo  ride, 
Aod  he  i^all'U  lor  hiai,  young  Hunting, 

For  to  ride  hy  hia  mde. 

Tlien  out  it  speaks  Ibc  little  young  son, 

Sat  on  the  nurse's  knee, 
"  It  fears  me  sair,"  said  that  young  babe, 

"  Hea  in  bower  wi'  yon  ladie." 


YOINT,     HINTING.  JJ'.' 

Then  I  hey  ha'e  callM  her,  Lady  Katharinci 

And  she  sware  by  the  thorn, 
That  she  saw  not  him,  young  Uuntmg, 

Sin'  yesterday  at  morn. 

Then  they  ha'e  call'd  her,  Lady  Mainyi 

And  she  sware  by  the  moon, 
That  she  saw  not  him,  young  Hunting, 

Sin'  yesterday  at  noon. 

**  He  was  pla3ring  him  at  the  Clyde's  water, 

Perhaps  he  has  &'en  in : " 
The  king  he  call'd  his  divers  all. 

To  dive  for  his  young  son. 

They  div'd  in  thro'  the  wan  bum-bank, 

Sae  did  they  out  thro'  the  other : 
"  Well  dive  nae  mair,"  said  these  young  men, 

"  Suppose  he  were  our  brother." 

Then  out  it  spake  a  little  bird. 

That  flew  aboon  their  head : 
•*  Dive  on,  dive  on,  ye  divers  all, 

For  there  he  lies  indeed. 

**  But  ye'll  leave  afl*  your  day  diving, 

And  ye'll  dive  in  the  night ; 
The  pot  where  young  Hunting  lies  in. 

The  candles  they'll  burn  bright 

"  There  are  twa  ladies  in  yon  bower. 

And  even  in  yon  ha'. 
And  they  ha'e  kill'd  him,  young  Hunting, 

And  casten  him  awa'. 
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"  I'hcj'  booted  him  and  i>piirred  him, 

As  be'^l  been  gaun  to  riite; 
A  hunUng  bora  tleJ  round  hii  Deck, 

A  sharp  aword  by  his  aide. 

"  The  deepest  pol  o'  Clyde's  water, 

There  ihej  Hang  him  in, 
Laid  B  turfoD  his  breasl  bane, 
To  had  young  Hunting  down." 

Now  they  left  alT  their  day  dlviog, 
And  tliey  dived  on  the  night; 

Thu  pot  that  young  Hunting  lay  in, 
The  candles  were  burning  brighL 

The  king  he  call'd  his  hewon  all, 
To  hew  down  wood  and  thorn, 

For  to  put  up  a  strong  bale-fire, 
These  UdicB  for  to  burn. 

And  they  ha'«  la'en  her.  Lady  KaihuiiM, 

And  they  ba'e  pittcn  her  in ; 
But  it  wadna  light  npon  her  cheek, 

Nor  wou'd  it  on  her  chin, 
But  sang  the  points  o'  her  yellow  hair. 

For  healing  the  deadly  wo. 

Then  they  ba'e  ta'en  her.  Lady  Maiirr, 

And  tliey  ha'e  put  her  in : 
First  it  lighifd  on  her  cheek. 

And  syne  upon  her  chin, 
And  sang  the  points  o'  her  yellow  bur, 

And  she  buml  like  keckle-pin. 


YOUNG  WATERS.—  See  p.  88. 
From  Bachan'8  BaBada  oftU  North  of  Scotkmdy  i.  p.  16. 

It  fell  about  the  gude  Yule  time. 
When  caps  and  stoups  gaed  roun', 

Down  it  came  him  young  Waters, 
To  welcome  James,  our  king. 

The  great,  the  great,  radc  a*  together, 

The  fma'  came  a'  behin' ; 
But  wi'  young  Waters,  that  brare  knight, 

There  came  a  gay  gatherin'. 

The  horse  young  Waters  rade  upon, 

It  cost  him  hunders  nine ; 
For  he  was  siller  shod  before, 

And  gowd  graiih  had  behin'. 

At  ilka  tippit  o'  his  horse  mane 

There  hang  a  siller  bell ; 
The  wind  was  loud,  the  steed  was  proud, 

And  they  gae  a  sindry  knell. 

The  king  he  lay  ower's  castle  wa', 

Beheld  baith  dale  and  down  ; 
And  he  beheld  him,  young  Waters, 

Come  riding  to  the  town. 


•2  TOUNO    WATERS. 

Me  turn'd  liim  right  and  round  about, 
And  to  the  qaeeo  said  he, — 

■*  Who  ia  the  brareEt  man,  my  dame, 
That  ever  your  eon  did  see  ?  " 

■'  I've  seen  lairds,  and  Vve  eeea  lord». 

And  knights  o'  high  degree ; 
But  a  bi'aver  maa  tlian  young  Waten 

My  e'en  dU  never  see." 

He  turn'd  him  right  and  roun*  about, 
Aud  ane  angry  man  was  he ; 

"  0  wao  to  you,  my  dame,  the  iiueen ; 
Ye  might  lia'e  excepted  mol  " 

■*  Ye  are  nae  laird,  ye  are  nae  lord. 
Ye  are  the  king  that  wears  ihe  crown ; 

There's  nae  a  lord  id  fair  Scotland, 
But  unto  you  maun  a.'  bow  down." 

"  O  lady,  for  your  love  ehwcini!, 

Ye  ahall  win  to  your  will ; 
The  morn,  or  I  eat  or  drink, 

Young  Waters  I'll  gar  kill." 

And  neverlholeaa,  the  kiofc  cou'd  i^, 
"  Ye  might  ha'e  eiCBpted  me ; 

Yea  for  yea."  tbe  king  cou'd  aay, 
"  Young  Waters  he  shall  die. 

"  Likewise  for  your  lU-wyled  worda  • 
Ye  sail  ha'e  cause  to  mourn ; 

Gin  ye  hadna  been  «ae  big  wi'  cbiUjfl 
Ye  on  a  hiU  su'd  burn." 


Young  Wators  cnmo  before  the  King, 

Pell  low  down  on  his  knee ; 
"Win  up,  win  up,  joang  Wat«n, 

What's  this  1  hear o' thee?" 

■■  What  oils  ibe  king  nt  me,  he  laid, 
Whai  ails  Ihe  king  «t  me?  " 

>■  It  is  lauld  me  the  day,  sir  knight, 
YeVe  done  me  treasonie." 

Xiftra  will  lie  oa  sell  gude  atttn, 

Sae  will  Ihey  do  on  me ; 
I  wuiliia  wi^h  to  be  the  m&n 

That  liars  on  wudna  lie." 

Nevt-nhelcss,  the  king  couM  say, 

"  In  ]>rison  Strang  pang  ye ; 
0  yen  for  ye*,"  the  king  rouM  say, 

"  Young  Waters,  yo  shall  die," 

Syne  they  ha'e  ta'en  him,  young  Waten, 
'        Laid  him  in  prison  Strang, 
And  lel^  him  there  wi'  Tetters  boua', 
Making  a  heavy  mane. 

"  AfV  ha'e  1  ridden  thro'  Striveling  town 
Thro'  heavy  wind  and  weet ; 

Bat  ne'er  rade  I  thro'  Striveliog  town 
Wi'  fetters  on  my  feet 

"  Aft  ha'e  1  ridden  thro'  Striveling  town, 
Thro'  heavy  wind  and  rain  ; 

But  ne'er  mcle  1  thm'  Striveling  town 
Bui  thoLiglit  lo  ridilen'I  again." 


U 
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Tbcy  brought  Uia  la  ibe  beaclin^bill, 
HI9  horae.  bat  nnd  hU  saddle ; 

And  they  brought  W  the  heading-hill 
Hit  young  SOD  iu  his  i-raclle. 

And  they  brought  to  the  headiag-hill. 

His  bounds  intiU  a  teish ; 
And  they  brought  till  tlie  heading-lull, 
His  gos-liawk  in  ajfta. 

King  James  he  then  rade  up  the  h&t. 

And  mony  a  man  hint  wi', 

And  called  on  his  trusty  pagQ. 

To  cooie  right  speedilie. 

-■  Yell  do-  ye  to  the  Earl  o'  Mar, 

For  he  sits  oq  jod  hill ; 
Bid  him  loose  the  brattd  frne  his  bodi«. 

Young  Waters  (or  to  fcilL" 

"  O  guda  ftirbid,"  the  Earl  be  aaid, 
"  The  like  su'd  o'er  fa'  me. 

My  bodle  e'er  su'd  wear  the  braBil 
That  gara  young  Waters  die." 

Then  ha  bu  Inox'd  his  trtuty  braiul. 

And  rasten't  in  the  sea; 
Savs.  "  Never  lat  them  get  a  brandy  J 

Till  it  come  hatk  to  ma." 

Tlie  ncnffbld  it  prepared  w», 

And  he  did  mount  it  hie; 
Ami  a'  spoL-taton  that  were  tbsi^   . 

Tie  saiU  tears  Uii.t  their  e'e 
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"  0  harl  yoiir  tongues,  my  brethren  dear 

Te're  8e«kin(;pnK'e  Irai;  a  gnLcelest  face 
For  [be  re  i»  naoe  to  gie. 

"  Yell  tak'  &  bit  o'  Minvu  claith, 

And  pit  it  ower  my  ee ; 
And  Jacb,  m;  mftn,  ye'W  be  at  band. 

The  hour  lliat  1  au'J  die. 

"  Sjne  aS  ye'U  tak'  my  liluidy  Mrk, 
Gie  it  Tair  Margaret  (Irahaine ; 

For  she  may  curse  tbe  donHe  dell 
That  brought  Einp  James  blm  ham*. 

"  Yell  bid  her  mak'  her  bed  narrow, 
And  mak"  it  iiaeways  wide ; 

For  a  brairer  man  than  young  Waten 
Will  ne'er  sireek  by  her  »ide. 

"  Bid  her  do  we«l  to  my  joang  ion. 

And  gie  hira  nurses  three; 
For  gin  he  live  to  be  a  man,  ■ 

King  James  will  gnr  him  die." 

He  caQ'd  npon  the  headaman  then, 

A  purse  o'  goird  him  (cae ; 
Says,  "  Do  youp  ofBce,  headmoan,  boy, 

And  mak'  noe  mnir  delay." 

"  0  bead  me  soon,  O  liparl  me  clean, 

And  pit  me  out  o'  pine  ; 
For  it  is  by  the  king's  commrind ; 
Gang  head  me  till  his  niin'. 
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"  Tli(.*  by  liiiii  I'm  r'ondemn'd  to  dia, 


"  Gin  ye'rc  my  aisier's  son,"  he  « 
"It  is  uiikent  to  me." 


That  lives  in  the  French  countria  ?" 


"  Gin  Buss  then  be  vour  mliher  dear. 

As  I  trust  well  she  be, 
Gae  hame,  gau  bamo,  young  Waten, 

Ye'se  ne'er  be  slain  by  me," 

But  he  lay  by  hia  napkin  Bne, 

Was  saft  as  ony  silk, 
And  on  the  blotk  he  laid  his  neck. 

Was  whiter  tban  the  milk. 

Says,  '■  Strike  the  blow,  ye  headsman)  bo 

Anil  that  right  speedilie ; 
li'g  never  be  said  here  gacs  a  knight. 

Was  ance  condomn'd  to  die" 

The  bead  was  W'en  frae  young  Waten, 
And  mony  tears  for  him  shed; 

But  mair  did  mourn  fur  fair  Margaret, 
As  mvinj;  she  lyes  mod. 


LAMMIKIN.    See  p.  B4. 


FlnlBf's  Scoaiili  B'lUadt,  ii.  41. 


As  ever  heneil  a  stane ; 

He  iMggit  Lord  Weire's  castle. 

But  payment  gat  be  Dane. 

"  Sen  ye  winna  giu  me  my  guerdon,  lord, 
Sen  ye  winna  gie  me  my  bire, 

Thu  gude  casllp,  ana  etately  built, 
1  «all  gar  roi'k  wi'  6re. 

"  Sen  ye  winna  gie  me  my  wages,  lord, 

YetaUbaecauaelorue:" 
And  syae  ho  brewed  a  blai'k  revenge. 

And  i)'ne  be  voned  a  vow. 

The  Lanunilcin  sair  wroih,  tur  wroth, 

Returned  again  lo  Downe  ; 
But  or  be  gaed,  be  vow'd  and  vow'd,  ■ 

The  casile  should  sweep  the  ground.     ' 
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"  O  byile  ai  hame,  iny  giiiic  l-onl  Weire, 

1  wciH  ye  byJe  at  hamo  ; 
Gang  na  to  this  day's  hunting, 

To  leave  me  a'  alanc. 

"  Yae  nigbt,  yae  night,  I  dreamt  this  bower 

0  red,  red  blude  waa  fu'; 

Giu  ye  g^'ig  lo  tJiia  blcuk  hunting, 

1  saU  bac  caiue  to  rue." 

"  Wha  looks  to  dreams,  my  vrmsome  ilame  t 
.    Nae  cause  hae  ye  to  fear ;  " 
And  tyae  he  kindly  kiiued  her  ehei-k, 
And  syne  the  alarting  tear. 

Now  lo  the  gude  green-afooil  he's  gatift. 

She  lo  her  pdnteu  bower ; 
But  firat  she  cl(*ed  the  winilo^m  and  door* 

Of  the  L-astle,  ha',  and  lower. 

They  Bleclted  Aixn,  they  steeted  yetta, 

Closis  lo  the  (.'heek  and  chin ; 
They  stuukod  theni  a'  but  a  wee  wirkat. 

And  l.animikin  crap  in. 

"  Where  are  the  lads  o'  this  castle?" 

Says  (he  Lammikin  ; 
"  They  are  a'  wi  Lord  Weirc,  hunting," 

The  faliie  nourice  did  sing. 

"  Where  are  the  lasses  o'  this  caatle  ?  " 

tiaya  the  Jininmikin  ; 
"  Tliey  are  a'  out  at  thu  washing," 

I'jju  lalse  uourli'e  did  sin);. 
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«*  But  whcre*8  the  lady  o'  this  castle  ? 

Says  the  Lammikin  ; 
•*  She  is  in  her  bower  sewing," 

The  felse  nourice  did  sing. 

**  Is  this  the  bairn  o'  this  house  ?  " 

Says  the  Laininikin  ; 
"  The  only  bairn  LonI  Weire  aughts, 
'  The  false  nourice  did  sin^r. 

Lammikin  nipfved  tht3  bonnie  babe. 
While  loud  fal.«e  nourice  sings  ; 

Liaromikin  nipped  the  bonnie  babet 
Till  high  the  red  blude  spring!. 

^  Still  my  bairn,  nourice, 

O  still  him  if  ye  can : " 
**  He  will  not  still,  madam, 

For  a'  his  father's  Ian'." 

**  O  gentle  nourice,  still  m}  bairn, 

O  still  him  wi'  the  keys : " 
<«  He  will  not  still,  fiur  lady, 

Let  me  do  what  I  please." 

^  O  still  my  bairn,  kind  nounce, 

O  still  him  wi'  the  ring :  ** 
**  He  wiU  not  still,  my  lady. 

Let  me  do  any  thing.** 

•*  0  still  my  bairn,  gude  nourice, 
O  still  him  wi'  the  knife  :  *• 

**  He  will  not  still,  duar  miiitress  mine. 
Gin  rd  lay  down  uiy  iiie." 


0  LAMMIKIS'. 

"  Svrci  nourieo,  loud,  loud  vn^  mj  hair 

0»lill  himnri-the  L>ell : ' 
■'  lie  will  not  stili,  dearbUj-, 

nil  ye  i-uQi  down  yourselL" 

The  Grat  step  iihe  stepped, 

Sbu  8li;ppe(l  on  a  Elane, 
Tlie  tii'si  step  she  stepped, 

She  mcl  the  Lammikin. 

And  when  she  aaw  ibe  red,  red  blude, 
A  loud  skriecb  skrieched  aba: 

"  O  monster,  monstor,  eparo  laj  child. 
Who  never  skaitbed  thee  1 

"  0  spare,  if  in  your  bluiiiy  brea« 
Abides  not  heart  Drstiine ! 

0  spare,  an'  ye  sail  hse  o"  gold 
That  ye  can  carry  home  1 " 

"  I  carena  for  your  gold,"  he  said, 
"  I  carena  for  your  fee : 

1  hae  been  wrangcd  by  your  lord. 

Black  vengeance  ye  sail  drie. 

"  Here  are  nae  serfs  to  guard  your  bu'c, 

Nike  truBiy  speannen  here ; 
In  yon  green  wood  they  sound  tbe  hom, 

And  i;h.VLe  tbe  doe  and  deer. 

"  Tho  merry  sounds  the  guJe  green  wood 
U'i'  buiitsnien.  hounds,  and  horn, 

Vour  lonl  lall  rue  ere  seU  you  sun 
He  bus  dooe  me  skaith  and  Kara." 
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"  O  noiirice,  wanted  jc  jour  meat. 

Of  wiiniod  ye  your  fee, 
Or  wnninl  ye  for  any  ihine, 

A  lair  loily  could  gie  ?  " 

•'  ]  waMtxi  for  uiic  mvM,  IsJie, 

]wni.i«<irornaefc'c; 
Bat  I  tranted  for  a  hantle 

A  fair  lady  could  gie." 

Then  l<3inmil(ia  drew  liis  re<l,  n'<l  sword. 

And  sharped  it  on  a  Mane, 
And  tlirougli  and  through  this  Toar  ladie. 

The  oauld,  cauld  tl«el  is  gone. 

Hor  lang  was't  aAer  thL<  I'uul  deed, 
Till  Lord  Weire  cumin*  hame, 

HK)cht  he  saw  his  sweet  bairn's  bluid 
Sprinkled  on  &  stane. 

"I  wish  a'  may  be  wecl,"  he  sajs, 

"  Wi'  my  ladle  at  haiue  ; 
For  the  rings  upon  my  fingers 

Are  bursting  in  twain." 

fiut  mai:  he  look'd,  and  dule  saw  he. 

On  the  door  at  the  trance, 
Bpota  o'  bis  dear  lodya  bluid 

Shining  like  a  lanee. 

"  There's  bluid  in  my  nurwry, 
There'i  bluid  in  my  ha*, 

II  bluid  in  my  Ttiir  IjiUv's  txiwor, 
r 
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O  svtui'U  iwout  rang  tlie  Wrdie, 

Ujiun  tlm  hoiigli  ue  hie, 
But  littli-  caret  false  nourice  Ibr  llut, 

For  it  waa  her  gnllowa  tree. 

Then  out  he  aet,  and  hi*  braw  men 
Roile  a'  the  country  roun'; 

Ere  lang  I  hey  fduil  the  Laniniikin 
llaii  ahcUi.'reJ  near  to  Donriic. 

They  carrieil  him  a'  alns  o'  ■ind, 

Anil  mil  kle  pain  had  he, 
At  laet  U'lbi'i>  l<ord  U'cire'sgata 

They  han;:eii  liirn  an  tbft  treo. 


LONG  LONKIN.    8w  p.  M. 
hon  BiolianUod's  Bordtnr'i  TabU-Bvuk,  viii.  lia 


TBI  lord  (Bid  to  his  liulie, 
Ai  be  inouDted  bia  hone, 

"  Beware  of  Long  Lon^n 
That  lies  in  the  □loss.'* 

The  lord  sairl  to  his  ladie. 

As  he  rode  away, 
"  Beware  of  Long  Lonkio 
That  liim  in  the  tlay." 

•■  What  care  I  for  Lonkiu, 
Or  Mty  of  bis  gang  ? 

Uf  doors  are  all  shut 
And  my  windows  penned  in 

There  arc  dx  little  windowa, 
And  they  were  all  shut, 
I  But  one  little  window, 

^^B^  And  Ibat  was  forgot. 
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And  at  that  little  window 
Long  I-oiikia  vrcpt  in. 

-  ■ftTierc's  the  lonl  of  the  liall  ?  * 

Saya  llie  Lookiii ; 
"  He's  gone  up  to  London,' 

Saj-8  Orauge  to  tiui. 

■•  Where's  tlie  mpn  of  tLo  LaU  ?  " 

SayB  ibo  Lonkiii ; 
"They're  St  the  lidd  ploughlug,' 

Says  Orange  to  biiu. 

"  Where's  the  maids  of  the  h«n  I' 

Saya  the  Lonkin ; 
"  They're  at  the  well  wariitng" 

Says  Orange  lo  him. 

"  Where's  the  ladies  of  the  lull  f  " 

Says  the  Lonkin ; 
"  They're  up  in  Ibeir  cbambera," 

Says  Orange  to  him. 

"  How  shall  wc  get  tbem  down  ?  " 

Says  [he  Lonkin ; 
"  Prick  the  babe  in  the  ctadle," 

Says  Orange  to  him. 

"  Rock  well  my  cradle, 

And  bee-la  my  son  : 
Ye  shall  have  a  new  gown 

When  the  lord  he  oomes  hofne." 


"  Come  ilovn,  clearest  mistreaa, 
AdiI  atUl  your  onrn  child." 


"  O  sdll  luj  iihilU,  Orftuge, 
StiU  huD  witli  a  bell ; " 

"  I  can't  itill  biuii  lailic, 
Till  you  comii  Uown  j-ouraelL" 


"Hold  tliegoM  haaln. 

For  your  heart's  blood  to  n 


'■  To  held  the  gaU  hmia. 


Oh  kill  nil.',  dear  l,onkin 
Ab>1  let  my  mother  go 
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"John  Ki.vcaid,  Lainl  of  Warutoun,  (on  c 
■icuaipil  bvtwecn  the  cilr  of  Edinburgh  and  the  «m, 
towanb  l.uitli,)  was  murdered,  on  the  2d  of  July.  1600, 
by  a  Hum  iiaiiii-il  Robert  Weir,  who  was  employenl  1o 
do  so  hy  his  wife,  Jean  LiviogaUine,  daughter  of  the 
I>^rd  of  Dunipace.  The  unfoHunale  woman,  who 
thuE  bcoame  implicated  in  a  crime  H>  revoltiiig  Ui  hu- 
matiity,  was  only  Iwcuty-itne  ye&rs  of  age  at  die  titne. 
It  is  proUible  from  souie  circumstance:!,  tliat  her  hu» 
band  was  considerably  older  than  hcncif,  and  also  thai 
their  marriage  «n»  any  thing  but  one  of  love.  It  i> 
only  alleged,  howevur,  that  she  was  instigated  to  ivek 
his  death  by  resentment  for  some  bad  treatment  on  hi* 
part,  anil,  in  partii'ular,  for  a  Ute  which  he  had  inHid- 
ed  on  her  ami.  There  was  somclbing  extraonlinaiT 
m  Ilic  Jollberatiou  with  which  this  nrett-hed  woroaa 
BfipiiMched  the  awful  gulf  of  crime.  Having  rewlvcd 
on  tbe  meaoa  to  bo  employed  in  the  murder,  «hc  bbdI 
for  a  quonilnm  servant  of  her  father,  Robert  AVeir, 
who  lived  in  ihc  neighbouring  city.  He  ea 
place  of  Waristoun.  to  see  lier ;  but,  for  bo 
plaineil  renmn  was  not  admitteil.     She  agalj 


i>d  1. 


Again  be  v 


.t  a<lmitts4,f 
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^Wllgth,  on  hh  bving  calloil  a  t)iini  time,  be  wa« 
iDtnxIiii-eil  to  her  |ir<!Scnro.  Before  [his  time  she  had 
ibiinil  an  awompliL-i!  in  ihc  nurn?  of  her  chilli.  It  waa 
then  airan^ied.  i!ii>t  Weir  should  be  concealed  in  a 
»IIiir  till  the  iliad  of  night,  when  Ub  shoiild  lonip  forth 
Inil  proi'ueil  \a  destroy  the  Liinl  as  he  laj  in  his  chain- 
,  tier.  The  bloiyly  Ira^dy  was  acted  prucisely  in  ao- 
/HmlaiU'e  with  tliia  plan.  Wior  was  brought  up,  at 
Oiidnij;hu  from  the  vullur  to  the  hall  by  thi?  lotly  her- 
and  aflorwarda  went  forward  alone  to  the  laird's 
l>eJroom.  As  lie  proceeded  to  hia  blooiiy  work,  she 
ntiml  K  Iter  bcil,  to  wait  the  intellif^nce  of  her  hao- 
'•  iRunlcr  When  Weir  entered  the  ehaiiibcr, 
Wnristoun  awoke  with  tlm  noise,  and  k-aiit  irii|uiriiiglj' 
werlliij  aide  of  the  ImsiL  The  murderer  then  leapt 
«pon  him;  the  unhappy  mail  uttered  a  great  cry; 
Weir  gave  him  several  drcailful  blows  on  vital  pnru, 
jMrtii'ularly  one  on  the  flank  vein.  But  as  the  laJrd 
Hill  ablo  to  cry  out,  he  at  Icnirth  saw  fit  to  take 
I  effoctive  measures;  he  seized  htm  by  the  throat 
with  both  hands,  and  compressing  that  part  with  all 
his  force,  succeeded,  after  a  few  minutes,  in  ckpriving 
Irim  of  life.  When  the  lady  heard  her  huabantrs  drat 
ideatii-shout,  she  leapt  out  of  bed,  in  an  agony  of  min- 
fled  horror  and  re[>entani:e,  and  descended  to  the  hall : 
Iwt  the  made  no  ejfort  to  countermand  her  missioD  of 
duMruction.  She  wailed  patiently  till  Weir  conie 
•kiwii  to  inlbno  her  that  all  waa  over. 

"  Weir  made  an  immediate  escape  Croat  justice ;  but 
Ijidy  Warialoun  and  the  nurse  were  apprehended  be- 
Jbru  the  deed  was  half  a  day  old.  Being  caught,  at 
the  Si'ottish  law  lemu  it,  re'l-haml — that  is,  while 
ibU  buariiig  uncipiivoi-al   marks  of  guilt,   they  were 


icdiatelv 
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e^!  by  tbe  magixtrates  of  Ediiibui(|^| 


and  sentenced  to  be  strangled  and  burnt  a 
The  lady's  Ihlber,  the  Lairil  of  Dunipace.  nat  a  favour- 
ite of  King  Jamra  VI.,  and  ho  made  all  the  intereat 
he  could  n'ith  hia  majest;  to  procure  a  pardon ;  but 
ftU  tbut  eould  be  obtiureed  from  the  king,  naa  an  onler 
tliat  llje  uubappy  lady  sbould  lie  executed  by  Jeoa|H- 
tatioD,  and  that  at  such  an  e&rly  hour  id  the  luomiug 
OB  lo  iniikc  tha  affair  aa  little  of  a  spectacle  as  poAible. 
"  The  space  intervening  betneen  her  sentenco  and 
her  exeuutioQ  nas  only  thirty-scien  houn ;  yel, In 
that  little  time,  Lady  Wanatoun  contrived  to  become 
converted  frooi  a  blood-alainecl  and  unrelenting  mur- 
deress into  a  perfect  saint  on  earlb.  One  of  tbe  then 
minislert  of  Edinburgh  haa  Ictl  an  account  of  her  con- 
version, Mliich  was  lulely  pubUsheili  and  wotilil  be  ex* 
tremely  aiuusiiig,  nore  it  not  for  tbe  disgust  whk-b 
•eizcB  the  mind  on  buholding  such  an  instance  of  per- 
verted rcli^'ion.  She  went  to  ibc  scailbid  with  a  d«- 
mennour  which  would  have  |^mi-eil «  martyr-  Her 
lips  were  inceuant  in  the  utterance  of  pious  exclama- 
tions. She  profbased  hcrautf  confident  of  everlasting 
happineM.  She  even  grudgi'd  wtry  mocDcnt  vhich 
she  spent  in  this  world,  as  so  iir.:~Ii  taken  froju  that 
luin  of  eternal  felicity  which  she  wru  to  enjoy  in  tbe 
next.  Tbe  people  who  osuie  to  witneai  the  Ust  scene, 
instead  of  having  their  minds  inspired  with  ^utMry 
horror  for  her  uriine,  were  enj-rotueil  in  ailniiiution  of 
her  saintly  livhaviour,  and  grecilily  ^thered  up  every 
devout  woril  whii'b  fell  from  her  tongue.  It  would 
^most  appear  froiu  tbe  narrative  of  the  clergyman, 
that  her  tate  was  mtlier  a  maUer  of  envy  than  of  way 
Dlbei  feeling.     Her 
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llie  morning  of  ihe  5lli  of  July,  at  the  W»tet^to  near 
Holyrooilhoufc;  and  nt  the  fame  bonr  her  nurse  wa« 
burnt  OD  the  vastld-hEU.  It  is  lome  grstiScation  10 
know,  that  llie  nctunl  murderer,  Weir,  was  erentuallir 
wized  anil  fxecutcd,  tliougb  oot  till  four  years  after." 
CHAWBBRs'e  Scottith  Bollodi,  p.  I!9. 

From  Barhan  ,  Baliadt  of  the  Iforlh  0/  Seotlaint,  i.  M. 

Mt  mother  was  an  ill  wouiua, 
In  fifteen  years  she  majriei]  me; 

I  badna  wit  to  guide  a  maa, 
Alas!  ill  couDBel  guided  me. 


I  took  my  youDg  son  in  my  arms, 
likewise  my  nourico  me  forebye. 

And  I  went  down  lo  yon  nhoi'e  iide. 
My  gude  lord's  vessel  I  migbt  spy. 
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'■  O  get  me  coal  and  canillc  Ugbl. 

And  get  me  some  gudu  companie ; " 
Bui  belbre  the  liglil  was  brougbt, 

Wamslon  he  was  gart  dcu. 

They've  la'en  the  lady  and  fauau  noiiriuo. 
In  prison  strong  they  ha'e  them  boun*; 

The  nourice  she  «taa  hard  o"  heart. 
But  the  bonny  lady  fell  in  swoon. 

In  it  came  Iter  brother  dear, 
And  aye  a  sorry  man  was  he ; 

"  I  wou'd  gia  a'  the  lands  I  heir, 
O  bonny  Jean,  to  borrow  thee." 

"  0  borrow  me  brother,  borrow  tno,— 

0  borrow'd  shall  I  never  be  ; 
For  I  gart  kilt  my  tun  gude  lonl, 

And  life  is  nae  ploaaure  to  mu." 

In  it  came  her  mother  dear, 

1  wyte  a  sorry  woman  was  she  ; 

"  I  wou'd  gie  my  white  monip  and  gowd, 
O  bonny  Jean,  to  borrow  thee." 

"  Borrow  me  mother,  borrow  me, — 

0  borrow'd  shall  I  never  be  ; 
For  1  gart  kill  my  ain  gude  lord, 

And  life's  now  nae  pleasure  to  me." 

Then  in  it  (?ame  her  father  dear, 

1  wyl«  a  sorry  man  nas  he  ; 
Saji,  "  Ohon,  alas !  my  bonny  Jean, 

If  I  bad  you  at  hame  vii'  mc. 
VuL.  iir.  21 
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"  Si'vuii  daughters  I  ha'e  left  al  luune, 
Ks  fair  namen  ae  fitir  can  be ; 

Bill  1  wou'il  gi'e  them  ane  by  ane, 
O  lotiny  Jean,  to  borrciw  thee." 

"  O  borrow  mo  falhor,  borrow  me, — 
O  IforTon'd  shall  I  never  be  ; 

1  that  is  worthy  o"  llie  Heath, 

It  is  but  right  that  I  sbou'i]  dee." 

Tlion  out  it  speaks  llie  king  liinuell. 
And  aye  oi  he  slejis  in  the  fleer; 

Enys,  "  I  grant  you  your  life,  lady, 
Bei-ause  you  are  of'  tetider  year." 

"  A  boon,  a  boon,  ray  l!ege  tlie  king, 
The  boon  I  ask,  ye'll  grant  to  me;" 

"  Aak  on,  ask  on.  oiy  bonny  Jean, 
Wliaie'cr  ye  ask  It's  granted  tie." 

"  Causi!  take  me  out  at  night,  al  night, 
Lat  not  Ihe  sun  u|>on  me  shine ; 

And  take  tno  lo  yon  heaiiiiig  hill. 
Strike  alT  this  dowie  head  o'  mine. 

"  Vo'U  lake  me  out  at  uight,  at  night. 
When  there  aru  nane  lo  gaze  and  lee 

Am)  liu'e  iiie  to  you  he^vling  hill. 
Anil  3-d'I1  gar  hitail  me  spcedilie." 

They've  t.iVn  hur  out  al  nine  at  nii:bt( 
Loot  not  the  sun  upon  her  shiuu ; 

And  liad  her  Eo  yoD  hiMidlng  hill. 
AnJ  headed  hur  boith  uunt  ntid  fine. 


THE   LAIBP    or    WjUIISTON. 

'Then  out  it  ■peaks  the  king  hiiDMll, 
t  wyte  a  sorry  man  wag  he ; 
['ve  travell'd  eaat,  Tve  travell'd  wi-rt, 
And  soiled  (kr  beyond  the  sen. 

But  In 

"  But  War 

For  slighting  o'  hi»  lady  « 
I  He  had  the  wyte  o'  bis  aln  dwith, 
And  bonny  lady's  overthrow.'- 


MARY  HAMILTON.    See  [k  118. 


A  **  North  Countiy  "  version  firom  Kinloch'f  A 
Scottish  Ballads,  p.  252.    The  Editor  fomishet 
two  following  stanzas  of  another  copy :~~ 

My  father  is  the  Duke  of  Argyle, 

My  mother's  a  lady  gay, 
And  I  mysel  am  a  daintie  dame. 

And  the  king  desired  me.  ' 

He  8haw*d  me  up,  he  shawM  me  donn, 

He  shaw*d  me  to  the  ha*, 
He  shaw*d  me  to  the  low  cellars, 

And  that  was  want  of  a*. 

In  one  of  Motherwell's  copies,  and  in  Buchan's,  the 
heroine  calls  herself  daughter  of  the  Duke  of  York. 


'*  Whan  I  was  a  babe,  and  a  very  little  babe, 

And  stood  at  my  mither's  knee, 
Nae  witch  nor  warlock  did  unfauld 

Tiu^  death  I  was  to  dive. 
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"  But  my  mither  was  a  proud  woman, 

A  proud  woman  and  a  bauld ; 
And  she  hired  me  to  Queen  Mary's  boaer 

When  scarce  eleven  years  auld. 

^  0  happy,  happy,  is  the  maid, 

That* s  bom  of  beauty  free  I 
It  was  my  dimpling  rosy  cheeks 

That* 8  been  the  dale  o'  me ; 
And  wae  be  to  that  weirdless  wicht. 

And  a'  his  witcherie." 

Word's  gane  up  and  word's  ganc  doun, 

And  word's  gane  to  the  ha', 
That  Mary  Hamilton  was  wi*  bairn, 

And  na  body  ken'd  to  wha. 

But  in  and  cam  the  Queen  hersel, 

Wi*  gowd  plait  on  her  hair ; — 
Says,  '*  Mary  Hamilton,  whare  is  the  babe 

That  I  heard  greet  sae  sair  V  " 

^  There  is  na  babe  within  my  bouer. 

And  I  hope  there  ne'er  will  be ; 
But  it's  me  wi'  a  sair  and  sick  colic. 

And  Fm  just  like  to  dee." 

But  they  looked  up,  they  looked  down, 

Atwcen  the  bowsters  and  the  wa', 
It's  there  they  got  a  bonnie  lad-baim, 

But  it's  life  it  w;i8  awa*. 

**  Rise  up,  rise  up,  Mary  Hamilton, 
Rise  up,  ami  dress  ye  fine, 
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For  you  maun  gang  to  Edinbruch, 
And  Btand  albre  Che  nine.  > 

"  Ye'U  no  put  on  the  ilowia  bUuk, 

Nor  yet  the  dowie  brown ; 
Bu[  }-u11  put  on  Che  ivbea  o'  red. 

To  sheeu  thro'  Edinbruch  town." 

"  I'll  no  put  on  tbe  dowie  block. 

Nor  yet  the  dome  brown  ; 
But  rU  put  on  cbe  robes  o'  red, 

To  sheen  chro'  Edinbruoh  town," 

As  they  ^ed  chro'  Edinbruch  toifn, 
And  down  by  the  Nether-bow, 

There  war  uioiiie  &  lady  fair 
Siching  and  trying,  "  Otb  bow  I" 

»  O  weep  na  mair  for  me,  Isdiea, 

Weep  na  moir  for  me ; 
YeBtreen  I  killed  my  oin  bairn, 

The  day  I  deserve  to  dee. 

"  What  need  ye  hech  I  and  how !  Ia<fiu, 
^Vhat  aeed  ye  how  1  for  me  ; 

Queen  Maiy  has  nane  to  giu." 

"  Uae  Ibi'Ward,  gae  Ibcword,"  the  Qu»*n  < 
"  Gae  forward,  that  ye  may  we  ; 


•ral,  uid  hU  eight  Deputai.     Kibloor. 
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Foi'  tlu'  v<*ry  saiiu-  woi-il-  tli.it  \t"  Iru'  s,ii.l, 
SalJ  h<ing  }'L'  on  the  gullows  tree.' 

I 

As  she  gaed  up  the  Tolbooih  staira, 

6he  gied  loud  lauchten  throe ; 
But  or  ever  the  cam  down  agaiti. 

She  was  condeiun*d  to  due, 

^  O  tak  example  frae  me,  Maries. 

O  tak  example  frae  me, 
Nor  gle  your  luve  to  courdy  lonls, 

Nor  heed  their  wit<.*hin'  ee. 

^  fiat  wae  be  to  the  Queen  henel, 

She  micht  hae  pardon'd  me  ; 
But  sair  she's  striven  for  me  to  hang 

Upon  the  gallows  tree. 

^  Yestreen  the  Queen  had  four  Maries, 

The  nicht  she*!!  hae  but  thruc; 
There  was  Mary  Beatoun,  Mary  Seaton, 

And  Mary  Carmiebie!,  and  me. 

**  Aft  hae  1  set  pearls  in  her  hair, 

Aft  hae  I  lac'd  her  gown, 
And  this  is  the  reward  I  now  get, 

To  be  hang*d  in  Edinbruch  town  . 

**  0  a'  ye  mariners,  far  and  near. 

That  sail  ayont  the  faem, 
0  dinna  let  my  father  and  mither  ken, 

But  what  I  am  coming  hame. 

**  0  a*  ye  mariners,  far  and  near, 
That  sail  ayont  the  sea, 
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Let  HA  mr  father  and  micher  ken, 
The  death  I  am  to  dee, 


"  Bse,  weep 

Weep  aa  mair  for  me, 
The  mither  that  luUa  lier 

Deserves  weei  f or  to  de 


for  me,  ladie*, 


MARY  HAMILTON.     See  p  113. 

Hi 

Maidment*8  North  QmiUrU  Garland,  p.  19. 


Thbn  down  cam  Queen  Marie 

Wr  gold  links  in  her  ludr, 
Sajdng,  **  Marie  mild,  where  is  the  child, 

That  I  heard  greet  sair  sair  ?  " 

**  Tliere  was  nae  child  wi'  me,  madam, 
There  was  nae  child  wi'  me ; 

It  was  bat  me  in  a  sair  cholic, 
When  I  was  like  to  die." 

M  Pm  not  deceived,"  Queen  Marie  said. 

^  No,  no,  indeed,  not  1 1 
So  Marie  mild,  where  is  the  child  ? 

For  sure  I  heard  it  cry." 

She  turned  down  the  blankets  fine. 

Likewise  the  Holland  sheet. 
And  underneath,  there  strangled  lay 

A  lovely  baby  sweet 


()  MArnC    HAUILTOn, 

"  U  cnicl  mother."  BBid  the  (jueeni 
>•  Some  ftuwl  posaKsatd  thee; 

But  I  irill  hang  ihcu  Ibr  this  deed, 
My  Marie  tho'  tliou  be  1 ' 


When  slie  cam  to  th«  Nuther-Bow  Port, 
She  laugh't  loud  laughters  ihreo  ', 

But  when  the  com  [o  tbe  gallows  loot, 
Tho  MUt  tear  Uintled  hor  ee. 

"  Yestreen  tho  Queen  liad  four  Klarief, 

The  night  she'll  hae  but  three  ; 
There  vfos  Marie  Seton,  and  Marie  Bwton, 
\nd  Marie  Cannithael  and  nuv 


"Yen 

That  Bail  upon  the  ^ea, 
Let  not  tay  father  or  mother  wit 

The  death  that  I  niaiin  die. 

"I  was  my  parents'  only  hope. 
They  ne'er  hail  one  but  me ; 

They  little  thought  when  I  lef^  hame. 
They  should  nae  mair  me  lee  I " 


IR  HUGH,  OR  THE  JEWS  DAUGHTER. 

Suti  p.  1 SG. 

X  MollierweU'i  Mia4lrrlty,  p,  El  ;  Ul^an  di>wn  from  ra- 


Tbsterday  hob  brave  Ilullowday, 

And,  above  all  days  of  the  year, 

t^  ir.lioolbcij-a  all  got  leave  to  play, 

And  little  Sir  Hu^h  was  there. 

«  kicked  the  ball  with  his  foot. 

And  kepped  it  with  his  knee, 

And  even  in  at  the  Jew's  window 

He  g»n  the  bonniv  ba'  Hee. 

I)at  then  came  the  Jew's  daughter, — 
"  Will  ye  come  in  ai.d  dine  'I " 
I  wiona  como  in  and  I  vnnna  come  ii 
'BUlget  that  bailor  mine. 

•Throw  down  thiit  Iwll  lo  me,  uioidei: 
Throw  down  the  ball  to  iiii.-." 
I  winna  throw  down  j'Oiir  ball,  Sir  I 
TUly.  com.  .p  »„,..■■ 

h*  pn'd  the  apple  frne  tha  tre«, 
It  was  bailh  red  and  greun, 

lie  gave  it  unto  litito  I^ir  HukW 
With  that  tiia  hi^art  did  win. 


Sbi?  wiled  bim  into  ae  chamber, 

She  wHec)  bini  into  t»s, 
She  wiled  him  into  the  third  i-ham 

And  that  waa  warat  o't  a'. 

Bbe  look  out  a  little  penknife, 

Hung  low  down  by  her  spare, 
She  twined  thi?  young  thing  o'  his  life, 

And  a  wonl  he  ne'er  spak  a 

And  Grat  came  out  the  thi<*k,  thiirk  V>lood 

And  Ryne  came  out  tbp  thin. 
And  sjns  came  out  the  bonnie  hettrt's 

There  was  nae  mair  within. 

She  laid  him  on  a  dressing  table. 

She  dresa'd  him  like  a  swine. 
Says,  "  Lie  ye  there,  my  bonnie  Sir  H 

Wi'  yc're  apples  red  and  green  !" 

She  put  him  in  a  case  of  lead, 
Saj's,  "  Lie  ye  there  and  deep ! " 

She  threw  him  into  the  deep  draw-well 
Was  fifty  I'athoro  deep, 

A  schoolboy  walking  in  the  rrtirden 

Did  grievously  hear  hiiu  monn, 
He  ran  away  to  the  deep  draw-well 

And  felt  down  on  big  knee- 
Says,  "  Bonnie  Sir  Hugh,  and  pretty  Sir  Hilgl 

1  pray  you  speak  to  me ; 
II'  you  speak  to  any  boily  in  this  world. 

1  pray  you  speak  t< 
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When  ]<L'll>  wti'c  niti'i  aii'l  ina>r<  was  sun:;, 

And  every  boilv  went  lianie, 
Then  every  lady  had  her  son, 

But  Lady  Helen  had  nane. 

She  roOed  her  mantle  her  about. 

And  sore,  sore  did  she  weep ; 
She  ran  *way  to  the  Jew's  castle, 

When  all  were  &8t  asleep. 

She  cries,  ^  Bonnie  Sir  Hugh,  O  pretty  Sir  Hugh, 

I  pray  you  speak  to  me ; 
If  you  speak  to  any  body  in  this  world, 

I  pray  you  speak  to  me." 

•*  Lady  Helen,  if  ye  want  your  son, 

I  '11  tell  ye  where  to  seek ; 
J^ady  Helen,  if  ye  want  your  son, 

He  's  in  the  well  sae  deep." 

She  ran  away  to  the  deep  draw-well, 

And  she  fell  down  on  her  knee  ; 
Saying,  "  Bonnie  Sir  Hugh,  O  pretty  Sir  Hugh, 

I  pray  ye  speak  to  me ; 
If  ye  speak  to  any  body  in  the  world, 

1  pray  ye  speak  to  me." 

**  Oh !  the  lead  it  is  wondrous  heavy,  mother, 

The  well  it  is  wondrous  deep ; 
The  little  penknife  sticks  in  my  throat, 

And  I  downa  to  ye  speak. 

But  lift  me  out  o'  this  deep  draw-well, 
And  bury  me  in  yon  churchyard ; 
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"  Put  a  Bible  at  my  head,"  ho  mj-b, 
"  Auit  a  l-jittaaii^ii  t  at  Tay  feet, 

And  pen  and  ink  at  every  side, 
And  1  'tl  lie  still  and  sleep. 

«  And  go  to  the  bock  of  Maitland  lowii, 

Bring  me  my  windinj^  sheet ; 
Fgr  it  '3  at  the  btL'k  ol'  Alaiiland  town 
That  you  and  1  gliitl]  meet.' 

O  the  broom,  the  bonoy,  bonny  broaot) 
The  broom  thai  mnke^  full  sore, 

A  woman's  mervy  is  very  little, 
But  ■  man's  meKy  ii  mora. 


SIR  HUGH.    See  p.  136. 

Ktnr   Harness  8*.r  Hugh  of  Lincoln^  p.  86;  obtained  fttmn 

recitation,  in  Ireland. 

'TwAS  OD  a  summer's  morning, 
Some  scholars  were  playing  at  ball; 

When  out  came  the  Jevr's  daughter 
And  lean'd  her  back  against  the  walL 

She  said  unto  the  fairest  boy, 

**  Come  here  to  me,  Sir  Hugh." 
••  No !  I  will  not,"  said  he, 

**  Without  my  playfellows  too." 

She  took  an  apple  out  of  her  pocket, 

And  trundled  it  along  the  plain  ; 
And  who  was  readiest  to  lif\  it. 

Was  little  Sir  Hugh,  again. 

She  took  him  by  the  milk-white  han', 

An*  led  him  through  many  a  hall. 
Until  they  came  to  one  stone  chamber, 

Where  no  man  might  hear  his  calL 

She  sat  him  in  a  goolden  chair, 

And  jagg'd  him  with  a  pin  ; 
And  called  for  a  goolden  cup 

To  hour  his  hearths  blood  in. 
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Slie  tuk  hiin  by  tlie  yellow  hair, 

An'  aba  by  the  Teat ; 
All'  she  threw  liim  in  the  deep  draw  well, 

It  v>as  60/  fadoin  deep. 

Daj*  beitt'  over,  tho  night  cBm«  oo. 

And  the  scholars  all  went  home; 
Thea  every  mother  liiwl  her  son, 

Qut  little  Sir  Hugh's  had  none. 

She  pnt  her  manile  about  ber  bead, 

Tub  a  little  rod  in  her  kin'. 
An'  she  rays,  "  Sir  Hugh,  if  I  fin'  70U  hen, 

I  will  bate  you  for  stayin'  k>  long.' 

Firet  she  went  to  the  Jew's  door, 

fiut  tbey  were  foit  asleep  ; 
An'  then  she  went  to  the  deep  draw-well. 

That  was  fifty  fadom  deep. 

She  say*,  "  Sir  Hugh,  if  you  be  here, 

Aa  I  suppMe  you  be, 
If  ever  the  dead  or  quivk  arose. 

Arise  and  spake  to  me." 

Ves,  mother  dear.  I  am  here, 
I  know  1  havi;  staid  very  long ; 

But  a  little  penknife  was  stuok  iu  my  heart, 
Till  the  stream  ran  down  lull  itrong. 

And  mother  dear,  when  you  go  home, 

Tell  my  playfellows  all, 
That  I  lost  my  lite  by  leaving  ihem 

When  playing  ibnt  game  of  hall. 
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And  ere  another  dajr  is  gone, 
My  winding-sheet  prepare, 

And  bury  me  in  the  green  churchyard 
Where  the  flowers  are  bloomin'  fair. 

Lay  my  Bible  at  my  head, 

My  testament  at  my  feet ; 
The  earth  and  worms  shall  be  my  bed, 

Till  Christ  and  I  shall  meet. 


OL.  UX* 
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SIU  J-ATRJCK  Sl'ENS.    See  p.  H7 

From  Bucliaii's  Balladi  ef  At  ffofA  a/acvdami,  I . 

a  Dunrcrmliau  town, 
t  thti  wine ; 

It  a  good  tkipper 


TuK  King  luts  ii 
A-drinking  at 

Says, "  Wliei-o  w 
WiU  sail  the  « 


Uut  it  speaks  an  ddren  knight 

Aniang  the  companje, — 
"  Young  Patrick  Spens  is  tbe  best  skjpper 

That  ever  sail'd  the  sea." 

Tbe  king  he  wrote  a  braid  letter, 

And  seal'd  it  wi'  his  ring; 
Says,  "  Ye'll  gi'e  thnt  to  PaUiuk  Speu; 

See  if  ye  can  him  End." 

III!  eenl  lliis,  no!  wi'  an  auld  man, 

Nor  yet  a  simple  boy, 
But  the  best  o'  nobles  la  bis  train 

This  letter  did  toovoy. 

When  Patri(;k  look'd  tbe  letter  npoD 

A  light  laugh  then  ga'e  he ; 
Bui  ere  he  rend  it  till  an  end. 

The  li-ar  blinded  hia  e'e. 


BIB    PATBICK   SHtLNS. 

11  eftt  and  drink,  my  merry  men  a', 
;  see  ye  be  we.'ll  thorn  ; 
For  blaw  it  weet,  or  blaw  it  wind. 
My  guid  ship  sails  the  morn." 

Then  out  it  epoaks  a  guiJ  aulil  man, 

A  guid  death  mat  he  dvv, — 
••  Whatever  ye  do,  my  guid  luaater, 

Tak'  God  your  guide  to  Im-'o- 

Por  lato  yestreen  I  aaw  the  new  moon 
The  auld  moon  in  bor  arm." 
*■  ObOD,  alas !  "  sayi  PatJ'iik  Spens, 
»  Thai  bodes  a  deadly  slonu. 

'*But  I  maun  buI  the  aeaa  the  mom, 
And  likewise  scte  mauu  you  ; 

To  Noroway,  wi"  our  king's  daughter, — 
A  chosen  queen  she's  now. 

■>But  I  woader  who  has  been  sao  base. 

As  tauld  the  king  a'  mee : 
B»en  tho*  bee  ware  my  ae  bi'llher. 

An  ill  death  mat  he  dee." 

Bow  Patrick  he  rig^'d  out  ]ila  ship. 

And  sailed  owur  llie  facm ; 
But  mony  a  dreary  Lhaught  liad  bee. 

While  boe  wad  on  the  muiii. 
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^O  where  will  I  <u-t  .i  liftle  wrc  lioy 

Will  Uik'  luy  helm  in  hand, 
Till  1  gae  up  to  my  tapmast, 

And  see  for  some  dry  land  ?  " 

He  hadoa  gane  to  his  tapmast 

A  step  but  barely  three ; 
£re  thro'  and  thro'  the  bonny  ship's  side* 

He  saw  the  green  haw  sea. 

•*  There  are  five-an-fifty  feather  beda 

Well  packed  in  ae  room ; 
And  ye'U  get  as  muekle  gaid  canvas 

As  wrap  the  ship  a'  ronn' ; 

••  Yell  pict  her  well,  and  spare  her  not. 

And  mak'  her  hale  and  soun'." 
But  ere  he  had  the  word  well  spoke 

The  bonny  ship  was  down. 

O  laith,  laith  were  our  guid  lords^  sons 

To  weet  their  milk-white  hand? ; 
But  lang  ere  a'  the  play  was  ower 

They  wat  their  gowden  bands. 

O  laith,  laith  were  our  Scots  lords'  sons 

To  weet  their  coal-black  shoon  ; 
But  lang  ere  a'  the  play  was  ower 

They  wat  their  hats  aboon. 

It's  even  ower  by  Aberdour 

It's  fifty  fathoms  deep, 
And  yonder  lies  Sir  Patrick  Spens, 

And  a's  men  at  his  feet 
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ll's  even  owor  by  Abenloiir, 
There's  mony  a  craig  ami  fin. 

And  yonder  lies  Sir  Pntrick  Spena, 
Wi'  mony  a  guid  lord's  «on. 

L«ng,  lang  will  the  laJyes  look 

Inlo  iheir  morning  weed, 
Berore  they  sec  young  Patrk-k  Spcu 

Come  sailing  ower  the  Heed. 

Lang,  lanf!  will  Uio  ladyra  louk 
Wi"  llieir  fans  in  Ihcir  hand. 

Before  iboy  ma  hiin,  Patritk  SpeoB, 
Come  sailing  Co  ilry  land. 


LORD   LIVINGSTON. 

n  Buolmn's  BaBad,  oflht  .V'lrth  of  ScoQpmd,  ii.  89. 


It  fell  about  the  Lammas  time, 
When  ffightaincn  vron  their  bajr; 

A'  the  squirea  in  merry  Linkum, 
Went  a'  forth  till  a  play. 

'S\xty  playil  until  ihu  evening  tide, 

Tho  sun  was  gaeing  down  ; 
A  lady  tliro'  plain  fieliU  <Tas  bound, 
A  lily  leesoiiiti  Uiing. 

Tito  >i]uirc3  that  Tor  this  lady  pledged, 

In  hopes  for  a  renown ; 
The  one  nos  uali'd  the  proud  Seaton, 

The  other  LivingNon. 

"  When  will  ye,  Mich.iell  o'  Livingston, 

Wad  for  rhis  Iwiy  gay  ?  " 
~  To-morrow,  lo-uiorrow,"  ^id  Llvingttan, 

"To-inorrow,  if  you  nuv," 
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Tlien  they  hae  waUilctJ  tbeir  ■wagon, 
Aud  laid  their  pledges  down  i 

To  (he  high  casile  o'  Bilinbro* 
They  nude  them  rvady  boun'. 

The  ehuuber  thai  they  did  gang  in. 

There  it  was  daily  digbt; 
The  kipplen  were  like  Ihc  gude  red  gowd, 

As  tliey  stood  up  in  bight ; 
And  the  roor-tme  like  the  siller  wUte, 

Aud  shiii'd  [ike  i^andlcs  bright. 

The  lady  fair  into  that  W 

Was  toiuely  to  be  aeeti ; 
Her  kirtle  wa«  made  o'  ihe  pa'. 

Her  gowns  seuiu'd  o'  the  greso. 

Her  gowns  secm'd  like  green,  like  greet), 

Ikr  kirtle  o'  the  pa,'; 
A  siller  wand  intiti  her  bniid, 

bhf  luarsliall'd  owur  theiu  a*. 

She  gae  every  knight  a  lady  brighti 

And  every  squire  a  mayi 
Her  own  ncU  L'hose  him,  Livingston, 

They  were  a  lOiuuly  iway. 

Then  Sealon  stnrlcd  till  his  foot. 

The  fierce  flame  in  hit  e'e  ; 
"  Ou  the  uest  day,  ni'  sword  in  hand. 

Un  plain  Gelds,  meet  ye  me. " 

Whett  bells  were  rung,  and  niasa  wb« 

And  a*  niiiu  bound  lur  liLtl ; 
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Lord  Livingston  and  his  iair  dame 
In  bed  were  sweetly  laid. 

The  bed,  the  bed,  where  they  lay  in^ 

Was  cover'd  wi'  the  pa* ; 
A  covering  o'  the  gude  red  gowd. 

Lay  nightly  ower  the  twa. 

So  they  lay  there,  till  on  the  mom 

The  snn  shone  on  their  feet ; 
Then  np  it  raise  him,  Livingston, 

To  draw  to  him  a  weed. 

The  first  an'  weed  that  he  drew  on, 

Was  o'  the  linen  clear ; 
The  next  an'  weed  that  he  drew  on, 

It  was  a  weed  o'  weir. 

The  niest  an'  weed  that  he  drew  on. 

Was  gude  iron  and  steel ; 
Twa  gloves  o'  plate,  a  gowden  helmet. 

Became  that  hind  chicl  weeL 

Then  out  it  speaks  that  lady  gay, 

A  little  forbye  stood  she ; 
**  ril  dress  mysell  in  men's  array, 

Gae  to  the  fields  for  thee." 

^  O  God  forbid,"  said  Livingston, 

**  That  e'er  I  dree  the  shame ; 
My  lady  slain  in  plain  fields, 

And  I  cowaixl  knight  at  hame  1 " 

He  scarcely  taavelled  frae  the  town 
A  mile  but  barely  twa. 
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mi  he  met  wi'  a  wttth  womoa, 
I  pray  to  Bead  her  waa. 

"  This  in  UM  glide  a  ilay,  my  lord, 
To  gang  KU!  far  IVae  town  ; 

This  id  too  guile  a  day,  my  lord, 
On  liuUt  to  make  you  bouii'. 

"  I  dreain'd  a  dream  Foocemiog  tbee. 

O  reikd  ill  dreams  ia  guid  I 
Your  bower  was  full  o'  milk-white  nrai 

Your  bride'H  bed  full  o'  bluid." 

"  O  bluid  \i  gude."  said  LivingBton, 

"  To  bida  it  whoso  may ; 
If  I  be  trae  yon  plain  Geldt, 

Nane  knew  the  plight  I  lay." 

Then  be  rade  on  lo  pl^n  Geldi, 
As  awifl  's  his  horse  cou'd  hie  ; 

And  there  be  met  the  proud  Seaton, 
Come  boldly  oner  the  lee. 

•'  Come  on  to  me  now,  Livingston, 
Or  then  late  foot  and  See; 

Tim  is  Ihe  day  that  we  must  try 
Who  gains  the  viworie." 

Then  they  fought  with  sword  in  hood, 
Till  they  were  bluidy  men  \ 

But  on  Ibe  point  o'  Seaton's  swoKl 
Brave  Livingston  wastlain. 

Efis  lady  lay  ower  castle  wa', 
Beholding  dale  and  doitii. 
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I  Vhen  Blenclmot  brave,  his  gallsnt  steed, 
e  prancing  to  the  totnx- 


"  O  where  is  now  my  ain  giirle  lord, 

lie  8lay<  soe  far  frae  mc  V  " 
"  O  dinna  ye  see  your  ob  gude  lord, 

Slaad  bleeding  by  j-our  knee  ?  " 

"  O  Uve,  0  live,  Lord  Lirin^ston, 

The  «pace  o'  ae  half  liour ; 
There's  nae  a  leeth  in  Eiiiiibro"  town 

Bui  I'll  bring  loyour  lioor." 

"  Awa'  wi'  your  leochea,  laiiy,"  he  slid, 

"  Of  them  I'll  be  the  waur ; 
There'*  ooe  a  leech  in  E^linbro'  town, 

Thai  can  strong  death  debar. 

"  Ye'U  take  the  kndi  o'  Livingston, 

And  deal  them  hberallie ; 
To  the  auld  that  may  not,  tlie  young  that  cannot, 

And  blind  that  does  na  see  ; 
And  help  young  maideoa'  marriagei. 

Hist  has  nae  gear  to  gie." 

"  My  mother  got  it  in  a  book, 

The  first  night  I  wot  bom, 
I  wou'd  be  wedded  till  a  knight. 

And  him  slain  on  the  mom. 


■*  But  1  will  do  for  my  love's  sake 
What  ladies  woudna  thole ; 

Ere  eovcn  yean  shall  hae  an  end, 
Nae  shoe 's  gang  on  my  sole. 
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"  ^lercTB  Derer  lint  gang  on  mj*  bud, 
Nor  kame  gang  in  m;  hmr. 

Nor  ever  coal  nor  candle  light, 
Shine  in  my  bowor  majr." 

^Vllea  seven  yean  were  near  an  end. 
The  lacly  she  thought  lang ; 

And  wi'  a  crack  her  heart  did  brake. 
And  aae  thii  ends  my  sang. 


CLERK  TA^AS. 
Bnchui'i  Bfittab  t>/  Ikt  Iforik  of  BcMmd,  I.  U 

Clbrk  Tamas  lov'd  her,  fair  Annie, 
Ai  well  ta  Mary  lov'd  her  aoa  ; 

Bat  now  be  haUs  her,  fair  Aanie, 
And  hatea  the  lands  that  she  livea  tn. 

■■  Ohou,  &la<  1 "  said  fur  Aiidiq, 
••  Alaa !  this  day  I  fear  I'll  die ; 

Bot  1  will  on  to  sweet  Tamos, 
And  aee  gin  he  will  pi^  me." 

Aj  Tamas  lay  over  his  sfaott- window, 
Just  as  the  «un  woa  gaen  down, 

There  he  beheld  her,  fair  Annie, 
As  ihe  came  walking  lo  the  town 

"  0  where  arc  a'  my  well-wigbt  men, 
I  wBt  thai  I  pay  meat  and  fee. 

For  lo  lat  a'  my  hounds  gnng  loose. 
To  hunl  thin  vile  whore  to  the  sea  I " 


T)ie  houndi!  they  kneir  the  laclv  well, 
Aad  none  a'  tliem  they  wou'd  licr  bile; 

Save  ane  tliat  js  caM  Gaody-wLere, 
I  wat  be  did  the  lady  smile. 

"  O  wae  mat  worth  ye,  Gaudy-whera, 

An  lli  reward  this  a  to  me ; 
For  ae  bit  that  I  jp^  the  lave, 

I'm  very  sure  I've  gi'en  you  three. 

"For  me,  alas!  there's  oae  remcid. 
Here  cotnes  the  ilay  that  I  maun  die; 

I  kea  ye  lov'd  your  master  well. 
And  sue,  alas  for  me,  did  I !  " 

A  taptaiD  lay  ower  his  sUp  window,. 

Just  as  the  sun  was  gaen  down  ■ 
There  he  beheld  her,  fair  Aouie, 
As  she  was  hiuited  irae  the  towD. 

"  Gin  yell  forsake  father  ami  mitlier. 
And  nae  will  ye  your  frieuds  and  kin. 

Gin  yc'U  forsake  your  lands  sae  broad. 
Then  come  and  I  will  lake  you  in-" 

"  Yes,  I'll  Ibniake  balth  father  and  mither. 
And  sae  will  I  my  friends  and  kin. 

Yea.  I'll  forsake  my  lands  aae  broad, 
And  (.'oine,  gin  ye  will  take  me  in." 

Then  a'  thing  gaed  fiBe  fause  Tamas, 
And  there  was  naething  byde  him  wi'j 

Then  he  thought  laug  for  ArraodeUk, 
It  wan  litir  Auiiie  for  to  see. 
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"  How  do  ye  now,  ye  sweet  Tfttnas  ? 

And  how  gaea  a*  in  your  countrie  ?  " 
"  nj  do  better  to  you  tban  ever  Vve  done, 

Fwr  Annie,  gin  yell  come  an"  see." 

**  O  Guid  forbid,"  emd  lair  Aanie. 

"  That  e'er  the  like  fa'  in  my  band ; 
Wou'd  I  Ibrsake  my  ain  c^uilc  lord, 

And  (bUow  you,  a  gne-tbrougU-land  1 

**  Tet  nevertbelen  now,  sweet  Tomaa, 
Yell  drink  a  cop  o'  wine  wi'  me ; 

And  nine  times  in  the  live  long  day, 
Yonr  fiur  clothing:  shall  changed  ha.* 

Fair  Annte  pat  it  till  ber  cbeek, 
Sse  did  ibe  till  her  milk-white  cbin, 

Sae  did  she  till  her  flattering  lipa. 
But  never  a  drap  o'  wine  gaed  in. 

Tamas  pat  it  till  hia  cheek, 

Sae  did  be  till  hi:  dimpled  chin ; 

Be  pat  it  till  his  rooy  lips. 

And  then  the  welt  o'  wine  gaed  in. 

"  Tbe«  pains,"  wtid  he.  "  are  ill  to  bide ; 

Here  is  the  day  that  t  maun  die; 
0  take  this  cup  frae  me,  Annie, 

For  o"  the  same  I  am  wenrj." 

'  And  me  wn*  I,  o'  you,  Tantos, 
When  I  was  hunted  to  the  »ea; 

Bot  I'se  gar  l)ur)-  you  in  state, 

MThich  ia  mail'  than  yo'd  done  to  mo." 
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JOHN  THOMSON  AND  THE  TURK. 


From  Motherweirs  Mhuirtltff^  Appendix,  p.  be    The 
in  Buchan*t  collection,  ii.  169. 


John  Thomson  fought  against  the  Tmkf 
Three  years,  intill  a  far  countrie ; 

And  all  that  time,  and  something  mair, 
Was  absent  from  his  gay  ladie. 

But  it  fell  ance  upon  a  time, 

As  this  young  chieftain  sat  alane, 

He  spied  his  lady  in  rich  array, 
As  she  walk'd  ower  a  rural  plain. 

**  What  brought  ye  here,  my  lady  gay, 
So  far  awa  from  your  ain  countrie  ? 

I've  thought  lang,  and  very  lang. 
And  all  for  your  fair  face  to  see." 

For  some  days  she  did  with  him  stay, 

Till  it  fell  ance  upon  a  day, 
**  Fareweel,  for  a  time,**  she  said, 

**  For  now  I  must  boun  hame  away." 


JOHK  TBOMBOH  AKD  THE    TCRK.         S.} 

He'«  gi'cu  to  her  a  Jewul  fiuei 

Waa  gel  wiih  pearl  and  precious  siane ; 
Soys,  "  My  love,  beware  of  ihvev  savages  bold 

HiU's  in  your  wny  oi  yu  gviif;  liame. 

"  Yell  lak  the  roiuJ,  my  lady  fair, 
That  leads  you  liiir  ttcrosn  tlie  leu  : 

That  keepa  you  from  wild  Hiud  Soldan, 
And  likewist)  Trom  base  Violt'iilHi:." 

Wi'  heavy  heart  thir  twa  did  pairt. 
She  miatet  a*  she  mild  jiae  liaiue ; 
iBind  Soldaii  by  the  Greeks  was  slain, 
t  to  baau  Violentrie  aWa  gane. 

When  a  IwelvemoQLh  had  expired, 

John  Thomson  he  thought  vondmus  lang, 
And  he  has  written  a  braid  Idler. 

And  seftled  it  weel  wi'  his  ain  hand. 

Be  sent  it  with  a  miiall  vestti 

Thill  there  was  quiukly  gauti  to  sea ; 
And  sent  il  on  to  fair  Scolliuid, 
'  ge«  about  his  gay  loUie. 

But  the  answer  he  reeeived  agiiin, — 

Th«  tintjs  did  grieve  hii'  hcArt  right  s4ir : 

iBue  or  her  frieoils  there  hwl  lier  siien. 
For  t  iwelvFUioiith  and  somL'tliiii;;  nioir. 

^cii  he  put  on  n  [Hilmer';  wei-d. 
,     And  look  a  pike-slall'  in  lii«  liarnl  ; 
iTo  Violontrie's  faatcll  Im  liii:d  ; 
But  ilovly,  slowly  be  did  gong. 

TOL.  ni.  as 


4         JOHN  THOMSON  AND  THE    TUBS. 

Wlien  witbiu  the  hull  he  came. 

He  jooked  and  couuh'U  out  ower  bis  tn«: 
"ir  ye  be  lady  of  this  hall, 

Some  of  your  good  bountilh  gie  me." 

"  ^Vhat  news,  vhat  dcws,  palmer,"  she  laid, 
"  And  iVom  what  counlrie  cam  ye  ?  " 

"  I'm  lately  come  from  Grwian  plains, 
^VLcre  lies  some  o(  the  ixou  annie." 

"  If  ye  be  come  from  Gretiiui  plnitiii. 
Some  mair  news  I  vill  ask  of  lb«e,— 

Of  one  of  the  cliiefhiins  that  liea  ihere, 
If  he  has  lately  seen  his  ga}'  ladie." 

"  It  is  twB  months,  and  something  mair. 
Since  wa  did  pairt  on  yonder  plain  j 

And  noiT  ihia  knijjht  hiu  began  (o  fear 
One  of  his  foes  he  has  her  ta'ea.*' 

"  He  has  not  la'en  me  by  fbroa  nor  sUgfat  J 

It  was  a'  by  my  aln  free  will ; 
He  may  tarry  into  the  fight. 

For  here  I  mean  (o  tarry  Will. 

"  And  if  John  Thomson  ye  do  see. 
Tell  him  I  irish  him  silent  sleep ; 

His  bead  was  not  so  coiicly. 
Nor  yet  sae  wee!,  a«  lies  at  my  feat," 

With  that  he  threw  alT  his  strniige  disguisS) ' 

Laid  by  the  mafk  ihac  be  bud  on  ; 
Said,  "  Hide  nie  now,  my  tndy  liiir. 


JOHM   THOMSON    AND    TIIKI   TDRK. 

For  the  lore  I  bore  thee  aai.'e, 
rn  strive  lo  hide  you,  if  1  can ;" 

lea  she  put  hint  (Ioitd  in  d  clork  cellar 
Where  there  la^  ni&n^  a  new  alain  man. 

But  be  hadoa  in  tlie  cellar-  been, 
Not  an  hour  but  barely  thrae, 
ben  bideoiu  was  the  noi>e  he  beanl. 
When  in  at  the  gate  cam  Vloloutrie. 

&JS,  ■'  1  wish  jou  wall,  iny  \atiy  fair. 

It's  dme  for  as  lo  ait  lo  iline  ; 
Come,  serve  uc  nitb  the  gixxl  white  bread 

And  likewlae  with  the  clurut  wine. 

That  Scots  chieCWii.our  mortal  fae, 
Sw  «fl  frso  the  field  baa  nuide  us  fiee, 
Xen  thouMLiul  lechina  tbia  daj  I'll  give 
That  I  bia  face  eould  only  see." 

"  Of  ihat  laiDC  gift  wuld  ye  give  roe, 
K  I  wiild  bring  him  unto  tbee  ? 
Ifikirly  bdJ  you  at  your  word  : — 
jCome  beo.John  Thomsourlo  [ny  lord." 

^en  from  the  vault  John  Thomson  cam^ 

Wringing  his  hnniU  moat  piteoualie  : 

4' What  would  yu  do,"  tlie  Turk  he  cried, 

If  ye  had  me  as  1  hae  thee  ?  " 

*  If  I  had  yon  as  ye  have  me, 
m  tell  ye  whnt  I'd  do  to  thee  | 

Td  hang  you  up  in  gooil  greenwood, 
Aod  C«uw  J'our  un  hand  walu  the  tree. 
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>6         JOHN  THOUBON    A»D   THE  TUBJE. 

"  1  meant  to  stick  you  with  mf  knife 
For  kissing  my  belov»]  ladie ; " 

"  But  tliat  laiiie  weuil  ye've  shaped  Tor  me. 
It  quiokly  ahall  be  eened  for  rhee-" 

Tbcii  10  ihe  wood  tliey  baith  are  gane ; 

Jobn  TlioiBSon  olainb  frae  tree  to  tree ; 
Aod  aye  he  sighed  and  said,  "  Uch  bone  I 

Here  cornea  the  day  that  I  must  di&~ 

He  tied  a  ribbon  on  every  branch, 
Put  up  a  flag  bis  men  might  iee ; 

But  little  did  his  false  faes  ken 
He  meant  them  any  injurie. 

He  acl  his  horn  unto  his  mouth, 

And  he  has  blann  bmth  loud  and  tchill : 

And  then  three  thousand  armed  men 
Cam  tripping  all  out  ower  the  hill. 

"  Deliver  us  our  chief,"  they  all  did  cry ; 

"  It's  by  oar  hand  that  ye  must  die  ; " 
"  Here  is  your  chief,"  the  Turk  replied, 

Wilb  that  fell  on  his  bended  knee. 

"  O  mercy,  mercy,  good  fellows  all, 
Mercy  1  pray  you'll  grant  lo  me ; " 

"  Such  mercy  as  ye  meant  lo  give, 
Such  mercy  wo  shall  give  to  ihea." 

This  Turk  they  in  hia  castel  burnt, 
That  stood  upon  yon  hill  BO  hie ; 

John  Thomson's  pay  ladie  they  took 

And  hanged  her  on  yon  greenwood  iree. 


LORD  THOMAS  STUART. 
From  Maidment's  North  OowUrie  Garltmd,  p.  1. 

Thomas  Stuart  was  a  lord,  / 

A  lord  of  mickle  land  ; 
He  used  to  wear  a  coat  of  gold, 

But  now  his  grave  is  green. 

Kow  he  has  wooed  the  young  oounte«i 

The  Countess  of  Balquhin, 
An'  given  her  for  a  morning  gift, 

Strathboggie  and  Aboyne. 

But  women's  wit  b  aye  willful, 

Alas  1  that  ever  it  was  sae  ; 
She  longed  to  see  the  morning  gift 

That  her  gude  brd  to  her  gae. 

When  steeds  were  saddled  an'  weel  bridled. 

An'  ready  for  to  ride, 
There  ccune  a  pain  on  that  gude  lord, 

His  back,  likewise  his  side. 

He  said,  **  Ride  on,  my  lady  fair, 

May  goodness  be  your  guide  ; 
For  I'm  sac  sick  an*  weary  that 

No  farther  can  1  ride.** 


LORD    TUOUA8    STUABT. 

Novr  ben  diU  come  his  lather  dear. 

Wearing  a  golden  band  ; 
Says,  "  1$  there  nae  leech  ia  Edinhuijh, 

"  0  leecb  is  tome,  an'  leech  is  gane. 

Yet,  father,  I'm  aj-o  waur ; 
There's  not  a  leech  in  Eilinbra' 

Can  death  Irom  me  debar. 


"  Bui  lie  a,  Irii^n'l  to  my  irile,  &tlier, 

Eeslore  to  her  her  own  j 
Resloi-e  to  her  my  moming  gift, 

Strathboggie  and  Aboyne. 

"  It  had  boen  gude  for  my  wife,  ftther, 

To  me  she'd  born  a  too ; 
He  would  baie  got  my  land  au'  rents, 

Where  they  lie  out  an'  in. 

"It  had  been  gadc  Ibr  my  wife,  &llidr, 

To  me  she'd  born  an  b«r ; 
He  would  have  got  my  land  ao'  rcitM, 

Where  tliey  lie  fine  an'  fair." 

The  tleeda  [bey  sttave  into  their  stables, 
The  boys  fould'nt  get  Ibom  bound ; 

Tlie  bouuda  lay  howling  on  the  loech, 
'Cause  tlieir  iDiMter  was  behind. 

"  I  dreamed  a  dream  sinve  late  yestreen, 
I  wish  it  may  be  good, 

Tliat  our  (.-hamliKr  was  full  of  swine. 
An'  our  b«U  full  of  blood. 
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^  1  saw  a  woman  como  from  the  West, 

Full  sore  wringing  her  hands, 
And  aye  she  cried,  *  Ohon  alas ! 

*  My  good  lord's  broken  bands.' 

^  As  she  came  by  my  good  lord's  tx)wer, 
Saw  mony  black  steeds  an'  brown ; 

Fm  feared  it  be  mony  unco  lords 
Havin'  my  love  from  town." 

As  she  came  by  my  gude  lord's  bower, 

Saw  mony  black  steeds  an'  grey ; 
'  ^  Fm  fbared  its  mony  unco  lords 
Havin'  my  bve  to  the  clay." 


THE  SPANISH  VIRGIN. 


From  reioy'i  JUIiqut*,  Hi.  SIS. 

TuK  three  roUoning  pietea  are  here  laserled  taec^ 
at  gpecicnens  of  a  class  of  tales,  horrible  in  their  ir'* 
deaia  but  feeble  in  their  execuCioo,  of  which  wh. ' 
dreary  volumes  were  printed  and  read  about  two  u^ 
luries  ago.  They  were  all  of  them,  probabi}',  founi^ 
on  Italian  DOveU. 

"  The  subject  of  thii  ballad  is  taken  from  &  fo  ^ 
collection  of  tragical  storiet,  entitled,  The  Theatre 
OoiTa  JudgmaiU,  by  Dr.  Beard  and  Dr.  Taylor,  16tf 
Pt.   2.   p.  89.     The  text  i»  given  (with  correction 
from  two  copies;  one  of  them  in  black-letter 
Pepya  Collection.     lu  this  every  s 
niBil  with  (he  following  distich  by  way  of  burden  : 


All  tender  hearts,  that  ake  to  hear 
Of  thoau  that  sufler  wrong ; 

AU  you  that  never  shed  a  tear, 
Give  heed  unto  my  Boog, 

Fair  liabcllu'e  tragedy 
My  tale  doth  far  exceed : 

Ahu,  that  so  much  cruelty 

In  female  hejirts  should  breed  I 


THE    SPAMIaH    VltiaiN. 

Id  Spain  a  laily  liv'd  of  late, 

Who  was  of  high  degree; 
Whoae  wayward  lemper  did  ereata 

Much  woe  and  misery. 

Blrange  jealousieit  so  filli^d  her  head 

With  many  a  vain  suniiizG, 
She  thought  her  lord  hail  wrong'd  her  b> 

And  did  her  love  despite. 


L  (centlen 


'oraaa  passing  lair 
Did  on  this  lady  wait ; 
With  breveet  damca  she  might  compare; 
Her  beauty  was  ramplcftt. 

Eer  lady  cast  a  jealous  eye 

Upon  tbb  gentle  maid, 
And  taxt  her  with  disloyaltye. 

And  did  her  oil  upbraid. 

In  nlence  <till  this  maiden  meek 
Her  bitter  taunts  would  bear, 

While  oft  adown  her  lovely  chuek 
Would  steal  the  lulling  tear. 

Id  vain  in  humble  sort  she  strove 

Her  fury  to  disarm; 
As  well  the  meekntas  of  the  dove 

The  bloody  hawke  might  eliarm. 

Her  loidi  of  humour  light  and  gay, 

And  innocent  the  while, 
As  oft  M  she  came  in  hia  way, 

Would  on  (he  damecU  smile. 
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TIIK    SPANISH   1 


Ami  oil  l:icfore  his  lady's  iHoe, 
As  til  inking  her  her  frJeud, 

He  would  die  nioiilcn's  mixlest  g 
And  oomelities 


All  which  iacens'd  hi)  lady  so. 
She  burnt  Kith  wrath  exireame; 

At  length  Iho  fire  that  long  did  glow, 
Burst  forth  iulo  a  flame. 

For  on  a  day  it  so  befell. 

When  he  wm  gone  from  boms, 
The  lady  hII  with  rage  did  swell, 

And  la  the  tlamaell  come. 

And  chsipng  ber  with  great  ofTeocfl 

And  many  a  grievoiu  iiiult. 
She  bade  her  tervanU  drag  ber  thenoe. 

Into  a  diBTnal  vault. 

That  lay  beaeath  ihe  uommon-elKiFe^'^ 

A  dungeon  dark  and  deep, 
Where  tliey  were  wont,  in  dsya  of  jon, 

OfTenders  great  to  keep. 

There  never  light  of  cbearAil  day 
Dispera'd  the  hideous  gloom; 

But  dank  and  noisome  vapoun  pUj 
Around  tbe  wretched  room : 

And  adders,  snakce,  and  Uvuh  therein, 

At  aDorwanJs  was  known, 
Long  ill  this  loathsome  vault  had  bio. 
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Into  tlii->  toiil  aii'l  If  irfiil  place, 

The  fair  one  innocent 
Was  oast,  l)etbre  her  lady's  face ; 

Her  malice  to  content 

This  maid  do  sooner  enter'd  is, 

But  strait,  alas  1  she  hears 
The  toads  to  croak,  and  snakes  to  hits  * 

Then  grievously  she  fears. 

Soon  from  their  holes  the  vipers  creep, 

And  fiercely  her  assail, 
Which  makes  the  damsel  sorely  weep. 

And  her  sad  fate  bewaiL 

With  her  fair  hands  she  strives  in  vain 

Her  body  to  defend ; 
With  shrieks  and  cries  she  doth  complain. 

But  all  is  to  no  end. 

A  servant  listning  near  the  door. 

Struck  with  her  doleful  noise. 
Strait  ran  his  lady  to  implore ; 

But  she*ll  not  hear  his  voice. 

With  bleeding  heart  he  goes  agen 

To  mark  the  maiden's  groans  ; 
And  plainly  hears,  within  the  den, 

How  she  herself  bemoans. 

Again  he  to  his  lady  hies. 

With  all  the  haste  he  may ; 
She  into  furious  passion  flies, 

And  orders  him  away. 


Still  back  agnJn  does  he  return 

To  hear  Iht  tender  cries ; 
The  virgin  now  haU  cuas'd  to  moam, 

Which  fill'cl  him  with  surprize. 

In  grief,  and  horror,  and  affnght. 

He  listens  at  the  walls 
But  lindlng  ail  w&g  silent  quite, 

He  to  his  lady  tnlla. 

"  Too  sure,  0  iady,"  now  quoth  he, 

"  Your  cruelty  hath  sped; 
Hake  haste,  for  shame,  atvl  come  and  im 

I  fear  the  virgin's  dead." 

She  starts  to  hear  her  sudden  fate, 

And  does  with  wrthes  run  ; 
But  all  her  hsste  was  now  too  late, 

For  death  liia  worst  had  done. 

The  door  being  open'd,  slnut  lliey  fonnd 

The  virgin  atreti'h'd  along', 
Two  dreadful  anatos  had  wrapt  her  ronn 

Which  her  (o  death  had  slung. 

One  round  her  legs,  her  thighs,  her  waiat)' 

Had  twin'd  his  fatal  wreath ; 
The  other  close  her  nock  erahrac'd. 

And  slopt  her  gentle  breath. 

The  enakes  being  from  her  body  thnut, 

Their  bellies  were  so  til  I'd, 
That  with  excess  of  blood  they  burst, 

Thus  with  their  prey  were  kill'd. 


THK    STANISH    VIRGIN.  •'•♦>•' 

Tlu'  wickcil  lady,  at  this  siiiht, 

With  horror  strait  ran  mad ; 
So  raving  dy*d,  as  was  most  right, 

'Cause  she  no  pity  had. 

Let  me  advise  you,  ladies  all, 

Of  jealousy  beware : 
It  causetb  many  a  one  to  fkllt 

And  is  the  devil's  snare. 


\ 


THE  LADY  ISABELLA'S  TRAGEDT. 

"  Thi8  ballad  is  given  from  an  old  bisclc-letter  cr^'Pl 
in  the  Pepys  Collection,  collatod  with  aaather  in  *-*" 
British  Muwum,  H.  263,  Iblio.  It  Is  there  e 
The  Lady  InaMia'a  Tragedy,  or  the  Sltp-Molhef»  €. 
dly  ;  being  a  relation  of  a  tamentabU  and  cruel  w»  *^^ 
Iher,  commiUed  on  the  body  of  the  Lady  Itabella-r  *^ 
only  daughter  of  a  nohU  Duke,  ^e.  To  the  tun^  ^ 
The  Ladg'g  FalL  To  aome  copira  are  annexed  nr|"^~^ 
more  modem  stanzas,  eclitled,  The  Dutchas't 
Coolii  Lamentation."     Percy's  Reliqua,  iii.  199. 

The  cop/  m   OurTe/a  PtUj  to  Pargt  Mdanel^ 
*.  63,  is  nearly  verbatim  the  aaxae. 


Tbkrb  waa  a  lord  of  worthy  fiuna, 
Anil  a  hunting  he  would  ride, 

Attended  by  a  noblu  trtune 
Of  gontrye  by  his  ride. 

And  while  ho  d 

""      !e  both  sport  and  playe, 

:n[,  as  she  did  feigne, 


in  ehase  renuune, 

HI9  ladye  Wuhl,  <»  auti  uiu  icig 
Unto  the  church  to  praye. 

Thii  lord  he  had  a  daughter  Jeara, 
Whose  beauty  shone  so  bright. 

She  was  belov'd,  both  far  and  uesre, 
Of  many  a  lord  and  knight. 


TBI  IJIDT   ISAHi;i.LA3  TltAGEDT. 

Fur  IiabelU  wna  alie  ca\l'd, 

A  (Teature  faire  iriis  ehee ; 
Sbe  WM  hiT  falhera  only  joye  J 

A»  7011  shftll  lifter  see. 

Tberefbre  her  cruel  step-mother 

Did  envye  her  so  much, 
That  daje  by  daye  she  sought  her  life, 

Her  malice  it  was  such. 

She  bsrgain'd  with  the  tnaster^ook 

To  take  her  life  away*^ ; 
And  taking  of  her  dnunhtcr's  book, 

She  thiis  to  her  iliil  save  ■— 

"  Go  home,  meet  daughtt:r,  1  thee  praye, 

60  hasten  present  lie, 
And  l«ll  unto  the  mastvt^ook 

These  worries  that  I  tell  tboe. 

"  And  bid  him  dresse  to  dinner  straight 
That  faire  and  milk-nhitu  doe 

Thai  in  the  parke  rioth  shine  to  bright, 
lllerc'i  none  so  lairc  to  shoira." 

This  ladye  fearing  of  no  hanne, 

Obey'ii  her  mothers  will; 
And  prcseiitlye  she  hasted  home, 

Her  pleasure  to  I'ulfill. 

Hbe  ftreight  into  the  kJIohen  went. 

Her  mej»a^  for  to  tell ; 
And  there  she  ipied  the  master-coi^, 
Who  did  with  oialicB  awi'll. 


866        THB  L&DT   ISABVLLVs   TBAOBDT. 

"  Nowe,  masiMr-cook,  it  must  bo  soe, 

Do  that  whiuh  1  thee  tell : 
You  needes  must  drease  tho  m)lk-ivlut«  doe, 

Which  )ou  do  kiiowe  fuU  well" 

Then  stroight  his  ltuoII  bloodye  hand*, 

He  oil  the  ladye  layd ; 
Who  quivoring  and  shaking  Bloiida, 

While  thus  to  her  he  sayd : 

"  Thou  art  the  doo  that  I  must  dre»e ; 

Seo  here,  behold  my  knife; 
For  it  it  pointed  presently 

To  ridd  thee  of  iliy  life." 

"  O  then,"  cnad  out  the  scuUion-boye, 

As  loud  as  bud  might  bee, 
"  O  aare  her  life,  good  master-cook. 

And  make  your  pyes  of  mee  I 

*'  For  piiyes  sake  da  not  destroys 

My  ladye  with  your  knife; 
You  know  sbee  is  her  father's  joye  i 

For  Christes  soke  lare  her  Uf«  I " 

"  I  will  not  save  her  life,"  he  isyd, 
"  Nor  make  my  pyes  of  thee  \ 

Yet  if  lliou  dost  this  deed  bewraya, 
Thy  but.'her  1  will  boe." 

Now  when  this  lord  he  did  come  hamt 

For  to  aitt  down  and  eat, 
Be  called  for  hia  daughter  deare, 

To  coniii  and  carve  hla  uioaU 


■*  Wherein  her  lleshc  is  minced  smkll, 

Anil  parched  with  the  fire; 
AU  oauMd  by  her  atep-mothcr, 

Who  did  her  death  deaire. 

"  And  enrBcd  bee  the  miuter-cook, 

O  cursed  may  he  bee  I 
1  proffered  him  my  own  heart's  blood, 

From  death  lo  set  her  free." 

Then  all  in  blacke  Lliie  lord  did  mourDB, 

And  Ibr  his  daughters  sake. 
He  judged  her  rniell  slup-mother 

To  bo  burnt  at  a  slaku. 


I.il[ewi»e  he  jud^'d  lliu  inaa 
In  boiling  leail  to  itjiml. 

And  nia'le  the  simple  ai'iLlii 
Ue  heiru  of  all  his  In'.d. 
loi..  III.  24 
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In  Kome  &  nobleman  did  w«d 

A  virgin  of  grt'Bt  tatne; 
A  Ikirer  iTcature  never  did 

Dune  Nitture  ever  fVame : 
By  wh'un  he  had  two  t-hildren  fUr, 

Wliosi)  beau^  did  oxt-el ; 
They  were  th^ir  parents  only  joy, 

They  lov'd  tlieni  both  so  weU. 

The  loi-d  fat!  luv'd  to  hunt  the  buck, 
Tile  tiger,  and  the  boar; 
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AbA  Still  for  swIflncBs  nlira.r:  took 

With  liiin  n  h!ack-a-moor  t 
Whtcli  blai-k-a-moor  within  the  wood 

His  bnl  be  iIJU  offend, 
For  whidi  hu  iliil  him  Llien  correct, 

III  )io|ius  lie  woultl  amend. 

The  Uay  ii  grew  unto  an  end; 

Tlieii  home  ware  U  he  did  hastu, 
■Whure.wiih  his  lady  he  did  rest, 

Until  the  iiigiit  was  past 
Then  in  ihu  niomin{j  hu  did  Km, 

And  did  Ilia  servants  i:all ; 
A  bunting  he  provides  lo  go; 

StiwghC  they  were  roady  all. 

To  cause  the  toyl  the  lady  did 

Intreat  him  not  lo  go: 
"  AJas,  good  loit}',"  tliiin  qiioib  be, 

"  Why  art  thou  grieved  so? 
Content  Ihysuif,  I  will  return 

With  speed  lo  thee  Again." 
"  Good  father,"  quoth  the  little  babea, 

»  With  us  here  still  remain." 

**  Forewel,  dear  children,  I  will  go 

A  fine  thing  for  to  buy ; " 
But  they,  therewith  nothing  conteol, 

Aloud  began  to  cry. 
The  toother  takes  them  by  the  hand. 

Saying,  "  Come,  go  with  me 
Unto  ibo  bigbeat  i<jw,-r,  where 

Yo>ir  lather  you  sb.ill  nie." 


k 
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The  lilai*k-a-moor,  perceWing  now, 

Wlio  tlien  did  slay  tx^hind, 
His  lonl  lo  bo  a  hunting  gone, 

BefTtiii  to  call  lo  mind: 
"  My  master  be  did  me  correct, 

My  fault  not  b«ing  great; 
Now  of  his  wife  ril  be  reveng'd. 

She  shall  not  me  inireat" 

The  plaice  was  moated  round  about; 

The  bridge  he  up  did  draw ; 
The  gatea  he  bolteil  very  fast ; 

Of  npnt  he  sli»d  in  awe. 
He  up  into  the  lower  wetit, 

The  lady  bein^'  thi^i""  i 
Who,  when  »he  saw  his  countonanoe  grin, 

She  Btraigbt  began  lo  fear. 

But  now  my  trembling  heart  it  ijuaket 

To  think  what  I  must  write ; 
My  senses  all  begin  lo  fail, 

My  soul  it  dcitb  aflVight. 
Yet  must  I  mnke  an  end  of  this 

Whii'h  here  I  have  begun, 
Which  will  mnke  sad  the  hardest  beaiti 

Before  that  I  have  done. 

'ITiis  wTolch  unto  the  lady  went, 

And  her  with  speed  did  will,  

His  lual  forthwith  to  aatisTy, 

His  mind  for  to  fulfil. 
The  lady  she  amazed  was, 

To  hear  the  villain  speak ; 
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**  Abu,"  quolh  xlie.  "  wlial  shall  I  dot 
Wilh  grief  loy  heart  will  break." 

With  that  he  louk  her  in  hia  amu ; 

She  itroight  for  hulp  did  cry ; 
"  Content  yourself,  liidy,"  he  saiA, 

"  Your  husband  is  not  nifth  : 
The  bridge  »  drawn,  the  gates  are  tbvt, 

Therefore  come  lie  with  iM, 
Or  else  I  do  protest  ami  vow. 

Thy  butohor  I  will  be." 

The  tpysUl  tears  ran  ilown  her  face. 

Her  children  cried  amain. 
And  sought  lo  help  their  inodier  dear, 

For  that  egregiout  Gllhy  rogue 
Her  hands  behind  ber  bound, 

And  then  perfi>rL't>  with  all  his  might, 
Be  threw  her  on  the  ground. 

With  that  she  shriok'd,  her  children  criec 

And  sueh  a  ooisi!  did  niake, 
That  town-folks,  hearing  her  lamcnta, 

Did  seek  their  parts  to  take: 
But  all  in  vain ;  no  way  was  found 

To  help  the  My't  ni'ctl, 
VHio  eried  lo  them  most  piteoualy, 

'*  O  belp  I     0  help  with  speed  I' 

Some  run  into  the  forest  wide, 
Hsr  lord  home  for  to  eall ; 


Anil  tliej  tliat  bIcxxI  still  did  lament 

This  ^Inot  lady's  tall. 
With  speed  her  loni  cnine  posting  hoiiM{ 

He  could  not  enbsr  in ; 
His  lady's  cries  did  pieix-e  his  heart; 

To  call  he  <lld  begin : 

"  O  bold  thy  hand,  thou  savage  moor, 

To  hurt  her  do  forliear. 
Or  else  bo  sure,  if  I  do  live, 

Wild  horsea  shall  ihi^c  tear." 
With  that  the  ro<{ue  ran  to  the  wall. 

He  havin;;  hail  his  will, 
And  brought  one  child  under  hU  trm, 

His  dearest  blood  to  spill. 

The  I'hild,  nccing  Ins  father  there, 

To  him  Tor  hcip  did  call : 
"  O  father  I  help  tny  motlier  dear, 

Wc  shall  be  klUeii  alL" 
Then  fell  the  lonl  up<iii  his  knee, 

And  did  the  luoor  iiitreat, 
To  save  the  life  of  thia  jioor  thUd, 

Whose  fear  was  then  so  great 

But  this  vile  ivrotih  the  little  child 

By  both  tht'  heels  did  take 
And  dosh'd  Us  brains  against  the  wall, 

Whilsl  paruDt'f  hearts  did  ake  : 
That  being  done,  utraightway  he  ran 

The  other  child  to  rulth, 
And  pluck'd  it  from  the  mother's  bmaat. 

Most  like  a  cniel  wretch. 


Tin:    CKUl  L    BLACK.  'WO 


^Vitli'm    nw  li  iii'l  a  kiill'<'  li'-  Ino'.i'jht, 

Tin-  «-liil;l  within  the  oiIkt; 
—And  liolding  it  over  the  wall, 

Saying,  "  Thus  shall  die  thy  mother," 
"^Vith  that  he  cut  the  throat  of  it ; 

Then  to  the  father  he  did  call, 
TTo  look  how  he  the  head  did  cot, 

And  down  the  head  did  fiill. 

This  done,  be  threw  it  down  the  wall 

Into  the  moat  so  deep ; 
IVhich  made  the  father  wring  his  hands, 

And  grievously  to  weep. 
Tlien  to  the  lady  went  this  rogue. 

Who  was  near  dead  with  fear. 
Yet  this  vile  wretch  most  cruelly 

Did  drag  her  by  the  hair ; 

A.]id  drew  her  to  the  very  wall, 
Which  when  her  lord  did  see, 

^?ben  presently  he  cried  out, 
And  fell  upon  his  knee: 

Quoth  he,  **  If  thou  wilt  save  her  life, 
Whom  I  do  love  so  dear, 

X  will  forgive  thee  all  is  past, 
Though  they  concern  me  near. 

• '  O  save  her  life,  I  thee  beseech ; 

O  save  her,  I  thee  pray, 
-And  I  will  grant  thee  what  thou  wilt 

Demand  of  me  this  day." 
•*  Well,"  quoth  the  moor,  "  I  do  regard 

The  moan  that  thou  dost  make  : 


II'  tliou  will  glint  me  what  I  aak, 
I'll  save  her  fpr  thy  sake." 

"  O  save  her  life,  and  then  tlemaiid 

Of  me  what  thing  thou  wilt." 
"  Cut  off  thy  nose,  and  not  one  drop 

Of  her  blood  shall  be  spilt" 
With  ihat  the  lord  presently  took 

A  knife  within  his  bancl. 
And  then  bis  nose  he  quite  cut  off, 

In  place  where  he  did  stand. 

"  Now  I  have  bought  my  lady's  life," 

He  to  the  moor  did  call : 
"  Then  take  her,"  ijuoth  this  wii-ked  rogoe. 

And  down  he  let  her  fall. 
Which  when  her  gallant  lord  did  Ma, 

His  seniren  all  did  fail ; 
Yet  many  sought  to  save  hi«  life, 

But  Tiolhin^  could  prevail. 

^Vhen  sa  the  moor  did  see  him  dead, 

Then  did  he  laugh  amain 
At  them  who  for  their  gallant  lord 

And  lady  did  complain : 
Quoth  he,  "  I  know  you'l!  torture  ma, 

If  that  j-otl  can  me  pet, 
But  nil  your  ttireais  T  do  not  fear, 

Nor  yet  regard  one  whit 

"  Wild  horses  shall  my  body  tear, 
I  know  it  to  be  Irue, 
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«d  a  death  for  such  a  wretcli, 

illa'm  vindof  Tcarl 

iiua  Uolb  end  as  sad  a  lale 
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KraC  MAI>COLM  AND  SIE  COLVIN. 
p.  ITS. 

From  BugIi&d's  BaOadi  cfOii  North  of  SroOamd,  iL   < 


TnERB  anee  liv"!!  a  king  in  feir  Scotland, 
King  Malcolm  called  bj  name  ; 

Whom  ancient  history  givea  record, 
For  valour,  worth,  aad  fame. 

And  it  fell  ance  upon  a  da^. 

The  king  sat  down  to  dine ; 
And  then  he  mise'd  a  &vouriCe  kui^ti 

Whose  name  was  Sir  Colvin. 

But  out  it  speaks  aootber  knight, 

Ane  o'  Sir  Colvin's  kin ; 
"  Ue'a  iyia'  in  bed,  right  sick  Id  k)TQ, 

All  lor  your  daughter  Jean." 

"  O  iraea  me,"  said  the  royal  king, 

"  I'm  sorry  for  the  same ; 
She  maun  take  bread  and  wine  ne  nd* 

Give  it  to  Sir  Colvin." 
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*Th»'n  ^if-ntly  diJ  >lio  lioar  tin'  ])read, 

Iler  page  did  carry  the  wine, 
-And  set  a  table  at  his  bed  ;  — 

**  Sir  Colvin,  rise  and  dine." 

^*  O  well  love  I  the  wine,  lady, 

Come  frae  joar  lovely  hand ; 
IBut  better  love  I  your  fiur  body, 

Than  all  fidr  Scotland's  strand.** 

^  O  hold  your  tongne  now,  Sir  Colvin, 

Let  all  yoor  folly  be  ; 
My  love  must  be  by  honour  won. 

Or  nane  shall  enjoy  me. 

«  But  on  the  head  o'  Elrick's  hill, 

Near  by  yon  sharp  hawthorn. 
Where  never  a  man  with  life  e'er  came. 

Sin  our  sweet  Christ  was  bom  ;— 

**  O  yell  gang  there  and  walk  a'  night, 

And  boldly  blaw  your  horn  ; 
With  honour  that  ye  do  return, 

Yell  marry  me  the  mom." 

Then  up  it  raise  him,  Sir  Colvin, 

And  dress'd  in  armour  keen ; 
And  he  is  on  to  Elrick's  hill, 

Without  light  of  the  meen. 

At  midnight  mark  the  meen  upstarts; 

The  knight  walk'd  up  and  down ; 
While  loudetit  cracks  o'  thunder  roared. 

Out  ower  the  bent  sae  brown. 
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Then  by  the  twinkling  of  an  o'e 

He  spied  an  armed  knight; 
A  fair  lady  bearing  his  brand, 

Wi'  Wrchoa  burning  brighL 

Then  he  cried  high,  as  ho  came  ni^ 
"  Coward,  thief,  I  bid  j-ou  floo  I 

Tiicre  is  not  aue  oomee  to  this  hill, 
But  must  engnge  m'  me. 

"  Ye'll  best  take  road  before  I  cmne, 

And  best  take  foot  and  flea ; 
Here  la  a  «word  baitb  sharp  and  bioHl, 

Will  quarter  jou  in  throe." 

Sir  Colvin  sud,  "  I'm  not  afraid 

Of  any  here  1  see  ; 
You  hoe  not  ta'en  your  God  befijn  ; 

Leas  dread  hoel  o'  thee." 

Sir  Calvin  then  he  drew  hia  sword, 

His  foe  he  drew  his  brand  ; 
And  they  fought  there  on  Eliick'a  hill 

Till  they  wi;r«  bluidy  men. 

The  first  an'  stroke  the  knight  he  itrakS) 

Gae  Colvin  a  alight  wound  ; 
The  next  ao'  stroke  Lord  Colvin  strake, 

Drought's  foe  unto  the  ground, 

"  I  yield,  I  yield,"  ihe  knight  he  swd, 

"  I  fairly  yield  to  thee; 
Nao  one  eame  e'er  10  Elrick-faiU 

E'er  gniu'd  such  Victoria. 
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'  I  and  my  fbrbMn  here  did  haunt 

Three  bnndred  years  and  n 

B*in  tala  to  fwear  a  solcuiti  oath. 

We  were  never  beat  beforo." 

*  An  aaldng,"  lud  the  \tulj  gay, 
"  An  asking  yell  grant  ma:  " 

*  Aalc  on,  ask  on,"  siiid  iHr  Colvin, 

'*  What  may  your  Mklng  lie  ?  " 

Yeli  gie  me  liaine  my  wqmided  kni^it, 
liet  me  bre  on  my  way ; 

IT  be  teen  on  Elrick'g  hi]], 
By  night,  nor  yet  by  day  ; 

to  thii  place  we'll  come  nae  mair, 
Cou'd  we  win  lafa  away ; 

"To  trouble  any  Christian  one 

Uvea  in  tlie  righleoud  law, 
Veil  come  nae  mair  unto  tbia  plaiie, 

Cou'd  we  irin  aafe  awa'." 

"  0  ye'fe  get  iiame  your  wounded  knight, 

Te  iliall  not  gang  abine ; 
Bui  I  maun  bae  a  wad  o'  him, 

Before  that  we  twa  twine." 

Sir  Colvin  being  a  book-leam'd  man. 

Boa  gude  in  fencing  tee, 
He's  drawn  a  stroke  behind  hie  band. 

And  Ibllowed  in  spGedilie. 

Sae  fierce  a  stroke  Sir  Colvin's  drawn, 
And  foUowed  in  specdilie. 
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The  knight's  bnuid  and  sword  hand 
In  the  air  he  gar'd  them  flee. 

It  flew  8ae  high  iaio  the  iky. 
And  lighted  on  the  ground ; 

The  rings  that  were  on  Ibeiie  fingen 
Were  worth  fire  hundred  pound* 

Up  he  ban  ta'en  that  bluidj  hand, 

Set  it  before  the  king; 
And  the  mora  it  wa»  Wednesday, 

When  he  married  his  daughter  Jeui 
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Thb  reiTen  they  wad  a  stealing  gang, 

To  steal  sae  far  frae  hame; 
And  stown  ha'e  they  the  king's  daughter, 

Fair  Annie  hight  by  name. 

They'Te  carried  her  into  fremmit  lands, 

To  a  dnke's  son  of  high  degree ; 
And  he  has  gie'n  for  Fair  Annie 

Mickle  goud  and  white  money. 

And  eight  lang  years  o'  love  sae  leal 

Had  past  atween  them  twae ; 
And  now  a  bonny  bairndme 

O*  seven  fair  sons  had  they. 

That  lord  he  was  of  Meckelborg  land, 

Of  princely  blood  and  stemme ; 
And  for  his  worth  and  curtesy 

That  lord  a  king  became. 
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But  little  wist  thm  noble  king, 

As  little  his  bnrons  bnlJ, 
Tlint  it  was  the  king  of  Englnnd'a  datictim'. 

liad  sao  to  liiu  been  mid  I 

Anil  eight  lang  years  bob  past  and  gane, 


Anither  bride  hell  wooe. 

Fair  Aaiue'a  till  his  mither  gane; 

Fell  btr  down  on  her  knm  ; 
"A  boon,  a  booD.  now  Udy  wilhet. 

Ye  grant  your  oys  tuid  me  I 

"  If  BTBT  ye  kist.  if  eTor  ye  blest. 
And  bade  them  thrivp  and  theo, 
O  save  tbam  now  frae  C'Ritli  and  acorn, 

0  suve  your  nys  and  me  I 

"  Their  ftther'a  pride  may  yot  i«leU4 
His  mitbcr's  rede  hell  hear; 

Nor  for  anither  brefik  (be  heart 
That  ance  to  him  was  dear. 

"  He  had  my  love  and  maiden  prid« ; 

1  bad  nae  mair  to  gi'e  ; 

He  well  may  fa'  a  brighter  bride, 
But  nane  that  b'ra  like  me." 

"A  brighter  bride  be  ne'er  eaa  Ik' 

A  richer  well  he  may  ; 
But  daughter  dearer  nor  Pnir  Aiytf*, 


\ 
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"  My  lord  the  kinir,"  said  she, 
"  Fy  on  the  lawless  life  ye  lead, 
Dishonour*d  as  ye  be  ' 

**  Its  Annie's  gude,  and  Annie's  fiur, 

And  dearly  she  lo'es  thee ; 
And  the  brightest  gems  in  a'  y<mr  crown 

Tour  seven  &ir  sons  wad  be. 

^  Her  love,  her  life,  her  maiden  fame, 

Wi'  yon  she  shared  them  a* ; 
17ow  share  wi'  her  your  bridal  bed ; 

Her  due  she  well  may  fa'." 

^  To  my  bridal  bed,  my  mither  dear, 

Fair  Annie  ne'er  can  win ; 
I  coft  her  out  of  fremmit  lands, 

Nor  ken  her  kith  or  kin." 

And  he's  gard  write  a  braid  letter, 

His  wedding  to  ordein ; 
And  to  betrothe  anither  bride 

To  be  his  noble  queen. 

Fair  Annie  np  at  her  bower  window 
Heard  a'  that  knight  did  say : 

"  O  God,  my  heavenly  Father !  gif 
My  heart  mat  brast  in  twae  ! " 

Fair  Annie  stood  at  her  bower  window, 
And  heard  that  knight  sae  bald  : 

•*  O  God,  my  heavenly  Father  I  gif 
I  mat  my  dearest  hald  !  " 
TOL.  III.  25 
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Tbiit  Icii'd  is  to  Fair  Annie  gana : 

Saj's,  "Annie,  thou  vr 
0  whatten  a  gudc  gift  will  ye  gi'e 

My  bride  on  hor  bridal  day  ?  " 

"  111  gi'e  ber  &  gift,  nod  a  rery  gade  gilti 

And  a  dear-bought  g 
For  I'll  p'e  ber  my  b 

Her  pages  for  to  be." 

"  O  that  \a  a  ^ft,  but  uae  gude  gift, 
Frae  thee.  Fair  Annie,  I  ween ; 

Am!  ye  niaun  gi'e  Bome  richer  gA 
Befitting  a  noble  queen." 

"  I'll  gi'e  ber  a  gift,  and  a  dear,  dear  ffti, 

And  a  gift  I  brook  n 
For  111  gi'e  ber  my  dearest  lift. 

That  I  dow  brook  n; 

'■  O  that  is  a  ^ft,  but  a  dowie  ffft. 
Now,  Annie,  thon  winsome  way; 

Ye  maun  gi'e  her  your  best  goud  prdle, 
Her  gude  will  for  to  ha'e." 

"  Oh  na,  that  girdle  she  ne'er  shall  &i'| 

That  I  uan  ju 
The  luckless  mom  I  gave  yon  &*, 

To  gae  me  that  girdle  to  wear." 

That  lord  before  liis  bride  gan  stand  : 
"  My  noble  bride  and  queen  ! 

0  wliatlen  a  gift  to  my  lemnmn  Annie 
WiUnowbyyoubegi'en?" 


"ni  ff'i  her  a  gift,  and  a  xery  gude  ^ft, 
My  lord  the  king,"  raid  she  ; 

"  For  111  gi'e  her  my  auld  shoe  to  wear, 
Beat  fitting  her  base  degree," 

■•  D  that  is  a  gii%  but  nae  j;udo  gift, 
iiy  noble  bride  and  queen  ; 

And  ye  maun  gi'v  Ler  aaitlier  gifl, 
If  you'll  my  tavour  win." 

"  Then  TU  gi'e  her  a  very  jrudo  gift, 
My  lord  llie  king,"  said  she ; 

"111  gie  her  my  millera  aCveo,  that  lig 
Sae  lar  ayont  the  aea. 

"  Well  arc  they  fed,  ncl!  are  they  eladi 

Atid  live  in  heal  and  weal ; 
And  well  they  ken  to  mejuure  out 

The  wheal,  but  and  caneol." 

I   Pair  Aniue  says,  "  My  noble  lord, 
Thja  boon  ye  grant  to  uie ; 
I^  me  gang  up  to  the  bridal  bower, 
Your  young  bride  fur  to  see." 

"  0  ganglia,  Annie,  gungtia,  there. 
Nor  come  that  bower  within ; 

Te  uaunna  eome  near  that  bridal  bower, 
Wad  ye  my  favour  win." 

Fur  Annie  is  till  hia  niiiher  gane: 

"  0  lady  mithcr,"  siiid  elie, 
"  May  I  gang  to  the  bridal  bower, 

My  lord's  uew  bride  to  ae«  ? 
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"  Her  iMurndme  a'  stand  li«r  before, 
Her  Be«en  young  sons  Hae  lair  i 

And  ibey  maun  now  your  pages  be, 
That  maks  licr  heart  sae  salt." 

■'AlitUefPrtcraneelliad, 

A  aisUr  that  bight  Ann ; 
By  reivers  slie  was  stown  awa', 

And  lolil  in  Iromoiit  land. 

"  Hbe  was  a  baim  wlien  she  was  Btown, 

Yet  in  lier  lender  year* ; 
And  «air  her  partial*  mauru'd  tbr  beiv 

Wi'  mony  siglis  and  leara. 

"  Alt  thou  fair  Annie,  sislfir  mine, 

Thou  noble  violet  flower? 
Her  mitiier  never  emil'd  agnic 

Frae  Annie  luft  her  bower  1 

"  O  thou  art  ^e  I  a  sister's  heart 
Want*  nane  that  Ude  to  tell  I 

And  there  he  ii,  thy  ain  true  lord ; 
God  ipare  ye  lang  and  nell  I  " 

And  gladoets  through  the  pulaco  apread, 

Wi'  miekle  game  and  glee  : 
And  blythe  were  a'  for  lair  Annie, 

Her  bridal  day  to  see. 

Ajid  now  iintill  her  father's  land 
This  young  bride  she  is  gane ; 

And  her  aster  Annie's  youngest  ion 
She  hame  wi'  her  has  Iji'en. 


i 


LADV  MASGARET.    Sue  p.  205. 

From  Kiuloch'i  Ancient  Scottiik  Batladt.  p,  1»0- 


"  The  com  is  turning  ripe,  Lord  Jobn, 

The  nuts  are  growing  fti", 
And  ye  are  bound  far  your  ^n  counbM; 

Fain  wad  I  go  wi'  yon." 

"  Wi  me,  Marg-rut,  wi  me,  Maig^t, 

What  wad  ye  do  wi'  me  ? 
I've  mair  need  o'  a  pretty  litlle  boy, 

To  wiiit  upon  my  «teed." 

"  It's  I  will  be  your  pretty  little  boy, 

To  wait  upon  your  ateed ; 
And  ilka  town  that  we  tome  to, 

A  pack  of  lioundg  111  lead." 

"  My  hounds  will  cat  o'  the  bread  o*  vhHl 

A  nd  ye  of  the  bread  of  bran : 
And  then  you  will  sit  and  sigh, 
That  e'er  yo  loud  a  man." 


The  first  wafer  that  they  cam  to, 

I  think  ihey  call  it  ClyJe, 
He  saftly  unto  her  did  say, — 

"  Lady  Uarg'rct,  will  ye  ride  ?" 

The  first  9tep  that  sht:  steppit  in, 

She  siepjiit  lo  Uiu  knee ; 
Says,  "  Wae  bu  lo  ye,  waefu'  wat«r, 

For  through  yo  I  luaun  be." 

The  teconi]  step  tiiat  she  sleppit  m, 

She  ateppit  Lo  the  middle. 
And  sigh*d,  and  said.  Lady  Marf^aret, 

**  Tve  staio'd  my  gowJcn  girdle." 

The  third  step  that  she  steppit  in, 

She  ateppit  to  the  Deck ; 
The  pretty  babe  within  her  aides. 

The  cauld  it  garr'd  it  squake. 

"  Lie  itiU  mj  babe,  lie  Btill  uxy  babe, 

Lie  still  as  Ung's  ye  may, 
For  your  £itbcr  rides  on  boraeback  high, 

Carea  little  for  us  twae." 

It's  whan  she  cam  to  the  other  nde, 

e  sat  doun  on  a  itane ; 
Says,  "  Them  that  made  me,  help  me  now, 
Foi  1  am  fiu'  frao  luime. 

Bow  <ar  i»  it  frau  your  mithor's  boner, 
Gude  Lord  John  tell  to  me  ?  " 

I^s  tberty  miles,  Lady  Margaret, 
It'i  tberty  milea  -ind  three  ; 


J 
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ThcD  up  beapak  Uie  wylie  parrDt, 

"  Ye  lee,  ye  lee,  Lord  John,"  it  aaid, 

"  Su)  loud  an  I  hunt  ye  loe. 

*'  Ye  tay  it's  liiirty  inilcB  frae  your  mithei'i  be 

Whan  it's  but  barely  threu  j 
And  she'll  ne'er  be  wed  to  a  serTiag  m 

For  she'll  be  yaax  aia  ladie." 


Uonie  a  lord  ftnd  Sur  tadie 

Met  Lord  John  in  the  cloa. 
But  the  boouiost  face  amang  Cham  a'. 

Was  hauding  Lord  Jolin's 

Mouie  a  lord  and  guy  ladle 

Sat  dining  in  the  ha', 
But  the  bonniest  Jiiue  that  was  there, 

Was  waitiug  "on  them  a'. 

O  up  beapak  Lord  John's  sitter, 

A  sireet  youag  ouud  was  she : 
"  My  brither  bos  brought  a  bonnie  yomg  p 

HU  hke  I  ne'er  did  see  ; 
But  the  red  Sits  fast  frae  his  cheek, 

And  the  tear  stauda  id  bis  ee." 

But  up  bespak  Lord  John's  milbeiv 
She  spak  wi'  meikle  Kara: 
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■  He'a  lik«r  >  woman  gret  wi*  bairti, 
Than  onie  waiiing-iann." 

'  Ifa  yell  rise  up,  ray  bonnie  boy. 
And  gie  iny  sweil  the  hay :" — 

'  O  that  I  will,  mj  deat  auMer, 
Aa  bii  03 1  can  gae." 

ihe  took  the  hay  aneath  her  wot, 

The  torn  iDtil  ber  hand ; 
But  ntwcen  the  stable  dour  and  (he  st 

Lwly  Ifurg'rel  made  a  stand. 


*>  O  open  tlie  door,  Lady  Margaret, 

0  open  and  let  me  in ; 
I  want  lo  «ce  if  my  stoud  be  fed, 

Or  my  grey  bouuda  fit  to  riii." 

"  111  na  open  the  cluor,  Lord  John,"  she  Bald, 

"  rU  na  open  it  M  theu, 
KU  yo  grunt  to  ini;  my  an  mniest. 

And  a  pmr  ane  k'*  tu  oiu. 


:*•  Tell  gie  to  mo  a  bed  in  an  outhouse, 
}       For  my  young  ton  and  ine, 
cAnd  the  meaOGst  Mrvnnt  In  a'  the  place 
I       To  wut  on  him  and  me." 

**1  grant,  I  grant.  Lady  Mnrg'ret "  be  m 
X  A'  thai,  and  mair  fcno  uie, 

itbe  »cry  best  bed  in  a'  ihe  place 
To  your  young  »ou  and  thee  : 

i^nd  my  mitlier,  and  ray  aialur  dear, 
To  wait  on  him  and  ihee 
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Pram  Kinloch'i  Ameimi  SeotHtk  BaOatb,  p.  15. 

There  was  a  shepherd's  dochter 

Kept  sheep  on  yonder  hill ; 
Bye  cam  a  knicht  frae  the  king's  court, 

And  he  wad  hae  his  will. 

Whan  be  had  got  his  wills  o'  her, 

His  will  as  he  has  tane ; 
**  Wad  ye  be  sae  gude  and  kind, 

As  tell  to  me  your  name  ?  " 

^«  Some  ca's  me  Jock,  some  ca's  me  John, 

Some  disna  ken  my  name ; 
Sut  whan  I'm  in  the  king's  court, 

Mitchcock  is  my  name." 

**  Mitchcock  !  hey  1 "  the  lady  did  say. 

And  spelt  it  oure  again  ; 
^  If  that's  your  name  in  the  Latin  tongue, 

Earl  Richard  is  your  name  I " 

0  jumpt  he  upon  his  horse, 

And  said  he  wad  gae  ride ; 
Kilted  she  her  green  claithing. 

And  said  she  wad  na  bide. 
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And  lie  was  never  sae  ilisereet, 
Aa  bid  her  loup  on  and  rido ; 

And  she  Wiis  ne'er  we  meanly  brodi 
As  for  to  Ind  bim  bide. 

And  whan  they  cam  to  yon  water, 
It  WHS  iiimiing  like  a  flude ; 

"  We  teAnit  it  in  my  micher'a  booer, 
I've  learnt  it  for  oiy  gude, 

lliat  1  can  soiun  this  wan  water, 
Like  a  fish  in  a  Dude. 

"  I've  learnt  it  in  my  father's  boner, 

Ive  learnt  it  for  my  butter. 
And  I  will  aoum  this 

As  iLa'  I  wa3  anc  otter." 

•'  Jump  on  behind,  ye  woill-thur'd  mA^, 

Or  do  ye  chuse  to  ride  ?  " 
"  No,  thank  ye,  air,"  the  lady  aid, 

"  I  wad  rather  chuse  to  wyd«;" 
And  afore  thai  he  wai 

She  was  at  the  itbor  Mde. 


"  Turn  back,  turn  back,  ye  weiil-&ur'd  ndf, 

My  heart  will  bmk  in  three ; " 
"  And  sae  did  mine,  on  yon  bonnie  hill-wla, 

Whan  ye  wad  na  let  me  be." 

"  Whare  gat  ye  that  gay  claitlung, 
This  day  I  sec  on  thee  ?  " 

"  My  mither  was  a  g 
And  a  gude  nouri 


EAUL     KICIIAKD.  397 

She  nui'^M  tlu*  I:>:irl  u'  Siocklonrs  :io  do^  liU'r, 
And  gat  a'  this  to  me." 

Whan  she  cam  to  the  king's  court, 

She  rappit  wi'  a  ring ; 
Sae  ready  was  the  king  himsel' 

To  lat  the  lady  in. 

"  Gude  day,  gude  day,  my  liege  the  king, 

Gude  day,  gude  day,  to  thee ; " 
"  Gude  day,"  quo*  he,  "  my  lady  fidr, 

What  is't  ye  want  wi*  me  ?  " 

**  There  b  a  knicht  into  your  court, 

This  day  has  robbed  me ; ' 
*•  O  has  he  tane  your  gowd,"  he  says, 

••  Or  has  he  tane  your  fee  ?  " 

^  He  has  na  tane  my  gowd,"  she  says, 

"  Nor  yet  has  he  my  fee ; 
Sat  he  has  tane  my  maiden-head^ 

The  floVr  o*  my  bodie." 

^  O  gin  he  be  a  single  man. 

His  body  1*11  gie  thee  ; 
But  gin  he  be  a  married  man, 

I'll  hang  him  on  a  tree." 

Then  out  bcspak  the  queen  hersel', 

Wha  sal  by  the  king's  knee  : 
"  I'here's  ha  a  knic-ht  in  a'  our  court 

AVad  hae  dune  that  to  thee, 
Unless  it  war  my  brithcr,  Earl  Richard, 

Aiid  forbid  it,  it  war  he  !  " 


"  Waii  ye  ken  ymir  Ibiuo  lore, 

Aniang  a  huiiJred  men  V  " 
"  I  wad,"  isaid  tliu  bonnie  ladie, 

"  AuiMig  Qvo  hundred  and  Mo." 

Tho  king  made  a'  his  merry  men  p«a*, 

By  auc,  by  two,  and  ihi'ee  ;- 
Earl  Richard  us'd  to  be  ihc  firat  nuui, 

But  «Bs  hiDduiOBl  man  that  day. 

He  cam  hauping  on  ae  foot, 

And  winking  wi'  ae  ee; 
"  Ha  !  ha  I "  tried  the  bonDie  bdie, 

■'  That  »ame  youug  man  are  yo." 

He  baa  pou'd  out  a  hundred  poundi, 

Wcel  lockit  in  a  glove ; 
"  Gill  ye  be  a  courteous  may, 

Ye'U  chose  antther  love." 

"  What  care  I  for  your  hundred  poonda  I 
Nae  Diair  tban  ye  wad  for  mine ; 

What's  a  hundred  pounds  l«  me, 
To  a  mai-rioge  wi'  a  king  I 

"  I'll  hae  nauB  o"  your  gowd, 

Nor  eilher  o'  your  fee ; 
But  I  wilt  bae  your  ain  bodie, 

The  king  has  gran^t  me." 

"  O  wu  ye  gentle  gott«n,  maid  t 

Or  was  ye  gentle  bom  T 
Or  has  ye  oiii(!i  g>>rss  grawio*  1 

Or  hac  ye  onie  corn  ? 
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**  Or  bae  yo  onk*  lands  or  reuts 

Lvinof  at  llbertie  V 
Or  hae  ye  onie  education,  i 

To  dance  alang  wi'  me  ?  " 

^^  I  was  na  gentle  gotten,  madiim, 

Nor  was  I  gentle  bom ; 
Neither  hae  I  gens  growing 

Nor  liae  I  onie  com. 

^  I  liae  na  onie  lands  or  rents, 

Lying  at  liberde ; 
Nor  hae  I  onie  education, 

To  danoe  along  wi'  thee." 

Whan  the  marriage  it  was  oure. 

And  ilk  ane  took  their  horser- 
"It  never  sat  a  beggar's  brat, 

At  na  kniehf  s  back  to  be." 

He  lap  on  ae  milk-white  steed,  ' 

And  she  lap  on  anither, 
And  syne  the  twa  rade  out  the  way 

like  sister  and  like  brither. 

The  ladie  met  wi'  a  beirsar-wife, 

A»d  gied  her  halfXown- 
^  Tell  a'  yoor  neebours  whao  ye  gae  hama, 

That  Earl  Richard's  your  gude-son." 

**  O  hand  yonr  tongue,  ye  beggar's  brat, 

My  heart  will  brak  in  three ; " 
**  And  sae  did  mine  on  yon  bonnie  hill-side. 

Whan  ye  wad  na  lat  me  be." 
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VV'lian  bIic  cam  lo  yon  nellle-iijke— 
"  An  Diy  aiilil  millier  was  here, 

8ae  WL'ill  as  she  wad  ye  t>ou ; 

She  iTHil  boii  ye  iti-lII,  and  butter  je< 

And  BUU  bll  ghu  war  Tou, 

S\  ue  Inye  hor  bead  upo*  her  dah  dotq^ 

And  slaep  hkc  onie  sow." 

And  whHti  she  I'am  lo  Tynes  walei, 

She  wj'lilie  did  saj- — 
"  Farewell,  ye  wills  </  Tyne's  waMr, 

With  thee  I  bid  gude-day. 

"  Farewell,  ye  mills  o"  Tyne's  water, 

To  you  I  bid  gude-uoo ; 
Whare  moiiie  a  time  I've  fill'd  my  poc^ 

At  mid-day  and  at  een." 

"  Hoch  I  had  1  drank  the  well-water, 
Whan  first  I  drank  the  wine, 

Never  a  mill-capon 

Wad  hae  been  a  love  o'  tuine." 

Wlian  sho  cam  to  Earl  Richard's  booM^ 

The  sheels  war  Hollan'  fine; 
"  O  haud  awa  thao  linen  sheets. 
And  bring  to  me  Ae  linsey  clouts, 
I  hoe  been  best  used  in." 

"  O  haud  your  tongue,  ye  beggar's  ont. 
My  heart  will  brak  in  three;" 

**  And  sae  did  mine  on  yon  bonnie 
Whan  ye  wodna  lat  me  be." 
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~  I  wish  I  had  drank  the  well-waler, 

Wlian  first  I  drank  the  beer; 
That  ever  a  shepherd's  dochter 
Shou'U  hfie  been  my  only  dear  I " 

"  Yell  turn  about.  Earl  ffii'hard. 

And  Ptak  Mojc  nitur  o'  eo©  ; 
Aa  ye  mak  me  lady  j'  ne  puir  plow, 

I  can  mak  you  Uvird  o'  three." 

"  If  ye  bo  Ihe  Earl  o"  Sfockford'a  dochlar, 

As  Fve  miue  ihouehta  yo  b«, 
Aft  htte  I  wailed  at  your  futher'a  yett, 

But  your  face  I  ne'er  could  see."  I 

■Whan  they  tarn  lo  lier  father's  yett, 

She  tirled  on  Ihe  pin  ; 
■A,ail  lui  auld  beily'biind  man  n.is  siltln'  there. 

As  they  wore  entering  iii : — 

**  The  meetesl  marriage,"  the  belly-blind  did 

"  Atween  the  aoe  and  the  ilher ; 
Atween  tha  Ear)  o'  Stockford'a  ae  dochter, 
And  the  <jueea  o'  England'!  brithor." 
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YOUNG  BEICHAN  AND  SUSIE  PYE. 

Ak  inspection  of  the  first  hundred  lines  of  Robert 
f  Gloucester's  Life  and  Martyrdom  of  Thomas  Beket^ 
edited  for  the  Percy  Society  by  W.  H.  Black,  voL 
ix,)  will  leave  no  doubt  that  the  hero  of  this  ancient 
nd  beautiful  tale  is  veritably  Gilbert  Becket,  father  of 
be  renowned  Saint  Thomas  of  Canterbury.  Robert 
f  Gloucester's  story  coincides  in  all  essential  par- 
LCtdars  with  the  traditionary  legend,  but  Susie  Pye 
s,  unfortunately,  spoken  of  in  the  chronicle  by  no 
ither  name  than  the  daughter  of  the  Saracen  Prince 
idmiraud. 

In  some  mysterious  way  this  little  romance  seems  to 
lave  been  tran8][k>rted  from  England  to  Italy.  At  any 
rate  it  is  found  there,  and  in  a  beautiful  form.  I'he 
story  is  also  found  in  Andalusia,  Catalonia,  and  the 
Asturias.  See  Moron  d* InghUlerra^  Nigra,  Canzoni 
Popolari,  Rivist  Con.  vol.  xxxi.  p.  3. 

We  have  thought  it  well  to  present  the  three  bo«»t 
versions  of  so  popular  and  interesting  a  ballad.  The 
two  which  are  given  in  the  body  of  this  work  are 
Jamieson's,  from  Popular  Ballads^  ii.  117,  and  ii.  127. 
In  the  Appendix  is  Einloch's,  from  Ancient  ScottUh 
Ballads,  p.  260.  Other  printed  copies  are  Lord 
Beichauj  in  Richardson's  Borderer's  7  able  Book,  vii. 
20,  communicated  by  J.  H.  Dixon,  who  has  inserted 
the  same  in  Ancient  Poems,  Ballads,  and  Songs,  Percy 
Society,  vol.  xvii.  p.  85  ;  Lord  Bateman,  the  common 
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English  broailside    (at  p.   95  of  ihe   coUeclJou  jiul 
cited) ;  and  Yiiung  BnnilaieU,  piibliahed  from  BucWi 
MS.   in    Scoriiah     Traditionary   Venioni   i>/  Jnnnil 
Sallai/t.  p.  1 ,  (Percy  Soc.  toL  xrit.)  identical,  we  Kf 
poBc,  with   the  copy  referred  to  by  Motbenrell  ^ 
Scarce  Aiicit'il  Balladu,  Peterhead,  1819.     TLere  t»»      I 
iteU-known  burlesque  of  the  OTdinary  Engliih  ballwl<      ' 
called    Tht   toeing   Ballad  of  Lord   Bateman,  *i* 
comical  illustmliona  by  Cruikshank.     On  Uiii  ^f* 
founded  a  burlesque  drama,  produced  some  years  »^ 
al  the  Strand  Theatre,  London,  wilh  great  applin*0- 

"  Tliis  ballad,  and  that  which  siicce«di  it  in  (h'm  t-**" 
lection,  (both  on  the   samr  subject,)  ar*  given  fir>c^» 
copies  taken  from  Mrs.  Brown')  recitation,  coBi*^^ 
with  two  othp.r  copies  procured  from  BiMittaiu),  oa9     ** 
MS.,  another  lerj-  good  cue  printed  for  the  sullt  S 
third,  in  the  posaessiou  of  the  late  Ileverend  .Tonad-^^ 
Boucher  of  Eptora,  taken  from  wcitat'on  in  the  Utt^-^^^ 
of  England  ;  and  a  Iburth,  about  one  thjitl  as  1""^^ 
the  others,  which  the  Editor  picked  off*  an  old  waS. 
Recadijly." 

JamicBon's  interpolatJons  have  been  omitted. 


In  London  was  yoang  Beichan  bom, 
He  lotiged  strange  couotnes  for  (o  si 

Btit  he  was  tacn  by  a  savage  moor, 
Who  handled  tiim  right  cruellie  ; 


For  he  viewed  the  fashions  of  that  land  i 
Their  way  of  worship  riewed  he  ; 

'tint  to  Mahound,  or  Termagant, 
Would  Beichun  never  bend  a  knee. 
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But  when  t>he  came  joung  Be'iclian  befora, 
Sore  wonder'd  he  timt  may  10  see ; 

He  took  her  for  some  fair  captive  ; — 
"  Fair  Lady,  I  pray,  of  what  countrie?" 

"  O  bave  ye  any  lands,"  she  said, 
"  Or  castles  in  your  own  countrie. 

That  ye  could  give  to  a  lady  l^r. 

From  prison  strong  to  set  you  free  ?  " 

"  Near  London  town  I  have  a  hall, 
With  other  castles  two  or  three ; 

I'll  give  them  all  lo  (he  lady  lair 
That  out  of  prison  will  set  me  free." 

"  Give  me  the  truth  of  your  right  haad, 

Tlve  truth  of  it  give  unto  me, 
That  for  seven  years  ye'll  no  lady  wed, 

Uiilesa  it  be  along  with  me." 

"  I'll  give  thee  the  truth  uf  my  right  hand. 

The  truth  of  it  I'll  freely  gie, 
That  for  seven  years  TU  stay  unwed, 

For  the  kindness  thoa  dost  show  lo  ma." , 

And  she  has  brib'd  the  proud  warder 
Wi'  mickle  gold  and  white  monte ; 

She's  gotten  the  keys  of  the  prison  stiXHi^  I 
And  she  has  set  young  Beicban  &»t 
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She's 


n  bim  t( 


t  the  good  aplce-cake, 
She's  gi'en  him  to  drink  the  blood-red  wine  s 
She's  bidden  him  fiotiielJTiies  think  on  her, 
That  sae  kindly  freed  him  out  of  pine. 

She's  broken  a  ring  from  iier  finger, 

And  lo  Beichan  half  of  it  gave  Hhe  i 
•'Keep  il,  lo  mind  jou  of  that  love 
I   The  lady  bore  lliat  set  you  free. 

PAnd  set  your  foot  on  good  ship-board, 
I   And  hasle  ye  buck  to  your  owu  countrie  j 
d  before  that  seven  years  have  an  end, 
Come  hack  again,  love,  and  uiurry  me," 

It  long  ere  seven  years  had  nii  end. 

She  long'd  full  sore  her  love  lo  see  ; 
For  ever  a  voice  within  her  bi'east 

Said,  '<  Beichan  lias  broke  hia  vovr  lo  Ihee." 
Ra  she'g  set  her  foot  on  good  $iiip-boni'd, 

And  tum'd  her  back  on  her  own  countrie. 


She  Bailed  east,  she  Biuled  west. 

Tilt  lo  fair  England's  shore  i<he  came ) 

Where  a  bonny  shepherd  she  espied, 
Feeding  his  sheep  upon  the  plain. 

"  What  news,  what  news,  ihou  bonny  shepherd  ? 

What  news  hast  tliou  to  tell  lo  me?" 
*  Such  news  I  hear,  ladie,"  he  says, 

"  The  Uke  v 


f         roDKG  Bateaux  a»d  susib  pzx. 

**  There  is  ci  weildjog  in  yoniler  ball, 
lias  la«ied  these  tliirty  days  and  threes 

Young  BeicbuD  will  iioL  bed  iviili  bis  brid^ 
For  love  of  one  that's  jond  the  sea." 

She's  put  bur  band  in  ber  pwkel, 
Gi't!n  him  the  gold  und  wbil«  monie; 

■^  Hae,  take  ye  that,  my  bonny  boy. 
Pot  the  good  news  tbou  tell'at  to  me." 

When  she  came  to  young  Beichon's  gale,    ' 

She  tirled  softly  at  the  pin; 
So  ready  was  the  proud  porter 

To  open  and  let  this  lady  in. 

''Is  this  young  Beichnn's  haU,"  she  eaiSt 
"  Or  is  that  noble  lord  within  ?  ** 

"Ten,  he's  in  the  hall  among  them  all, 
And  this  is  the  day  o'  his  weddin." 

"And  htis  be  wed  anither  love  ? 

And  has  he  c\ean  forgotten  me  ?  " 
And,  sighin',  said  that  gay  Indie, 

"  I  wish  I  were  in  my  own  coimtrie.'* 


And  she  has  tnen  her  gay  gold  ring, 
Tbat  with  her  love  she  brake  bo  fi«tt| 

Bays,  "  Gie  him  ibal,  ye  proud  porter. 
And  bid  the  bridegroom  £peak  to  me." 


zooxe  BBiaaAir  and  bqsis  ftx. 

"When  the  porler  came  his  iord  before. 
He  kneeleU  down  low  on  his  knee 

"•  What  aileth  thee,  my  proud  porter, 
Thou  art  so  lull  of  courtesie  ?  " ' 

"I've  been  porter  at  your  gates, 

It's  thirty  long  years  now  and  three ; 

Bat  there  stands  a  lady  at  them  now. 
The  Uke  o'  ber  did  I  never  see  i 

"For  on  every  finger  she  bas  a  ring, 
And  on  her  mid  finger  she  has  three  i 

And  as  meickle  gold  aboon  her  brow 
As  would  buy  an  earldom  lo  me." 

Its  out  then  spak  the  bride's  mother. 
Aye  and  an  angry  woman  was  shee ; 

"  Ye  might  have  excepted  our  bonny  bride, 
And  twa  or  three  of  our  companie." 

•"0  hold  your  tongue,  thou  bride's  mother) 

Of  all  your  folly  let  me  be  ; 
She's  ten  times  fairer  nor  the  bride, 

And  all  that's  in  your  companie. 


Bui  u-hen  be  cnnm  Lord  Jockey  bersre, 

Uekne«lBdIowIy«]bi>kDefl: 
■'  Wh»l  news,  wlwt  newi,  lliou  Tommy  PoW, 

Thouutiofullof  conrleitie?" 

n*  Lortn'  QiarTtl,  r.  ISS-lSa. 
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"  She  begs  oae  sheave  of  your  while  b 
But  aud  a  cup  of  your  red  wine ; 

And  to  rememher  the  lady's  love, 
That  last  reliev'd  jou  out  of  pine." 

"  O  well-a-day !  "  said  Beichan  then, 
"  That  I  so  soon  have  married  lliee  I 

For  it  can  be  none  but  Susie  Fje, 
That  sailed  the  sea  for  love  of  me." 

And  quickly  hied  he  down  the  stair; 

Of  Slleen  steps  he  mode  but  three; 
He's  ta'en  his  bonny  lore  in  his  armS) 

And  kist,  and  kist  her  tenderlie. 

"0  hae  ye  ta'ea  anither  bride? 

Aud  hae  ye  quite  forgotten  me  ? 
And  hue  je  quite  forgotten  her, 

That  gave  you  life  and  libertie?" 


She  looked  o'er  her  lefl  shoulder, 
To  hide  the  teara  stood  in  her  e'e; 

"  Now  fare  thee  well,  young  Beichan,"  sl»o  ■ 
"  I'll  try  to  think  no  more  on  thee." 

"  O  never,  never,  Susie  Pyo, 

For  surely  this  can  never  be  ; 
Nor  ever  thall  I  wed  but  her 

That's  done  and  drce'd  so  much  for  me." 
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fbun  oat  and  epek  the  forenoon  bride, — 
"My  lord,  your  love  it  changeth  soon  ; 
bb  morning  I  was  made  your  bride, 
And  another  chose  ere  it  be  nooo." 

'0  hold  Ihy  tongue,  tliou  forenoon  bride; 

Te're  ne'er  a  whit  Ibe  worse  for  me ; 
Mid  whan  ye  return  to  your  own  countrie, 

A  double  dower  I'll  send  with  iLee." 

Se's  taen  Susie  Pye  by  the  white  liand, 

And  gently  led  her  up  and  down ; 
^d  ay  aa  he  kht  her  red  roRy  lips, 

e're  welcome,  jewel,  to  yonr  own." 

36*3  taen  her  by  the  milk-while  hand, 
And  led  her  to  yon  fountain  stane; 

He's  changed  her  name  from  Snsie  Pye, 
And  he's  call'd  her  his  bonny  love,  Lady 
Jane. 


YOUNG  BEKIE. 


TODNQ  Bekie  was  as  brave  a  knight 

As  ever  eail'd  the  sea; 
And  he's  doen  him  to  the  court  o'  Frances 

To  serve  for  meat  and  fee. 

He  Ladna  been  in  the  court  o'  Fnmoe 

A  twelvemonth  nor  sae  iaag, 
TUI  he  fell  in  love  wi'  the  king's  daughtor, 

And  was  thrown  in  prison  Btrang. 

The  king  he  had  but  ae  daughter, 

Burd  Isbel  was  her  name; 
And  she  has  to  the  prison  gane. 

To  hew  the  prisoner's  mane. 


•.  Oxirla'  Fhaat.   '' And  firat,  bore  to  omit  the  progrt^^ 
Df  him  iDd  his  mother,  inmed  B<we,  whom  Poljd.  Vlrgfl^^ 
Gilwlj  nnmcth  to  b«  a  Snracen,  nben  Indeed  Rhe  cama  C^^^ 
of  the  porta  bordering  newrB  lo  Aormnji^"     Fox,  Jtit  ^^^ 
f,  cited  by  Uotherwetl,  p.  xvL 
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[O  ^n  a  ladj  wad  borrow  me, 

At  her  stiiTUp  I  wad  rin ; 
tr  gin  a  widow  wad  borrow  me, 

1  wad  Bweur  to  be  ber  son. 

Or  gin  a  virgin  wnd  borrow  me, 

I  wftd  wed  ber  wi'  a  ring; 
id  gfo  ber  ba's,  Fd  gi'e  ber  bowers, 

The  bonny  lowers  o'  Linoe." 

*  barefoot  barefiwt  gaed  she  but, 

And  barefoot  cam  she  ben  ; 
t  wuna  for  want  o'  bose  and  sboon, 

Nor  time  to  put  them  on ; 

tut  a'  (or  fear  that  her  father 

Had  beard  ber  makin'  din ; 
for  she's  slown  the  keys  of  the  prison, 

And  gane  the  dungeon  within. 

bid  when  she  saw  him,  young  Bekie, 
Wow,  but  ber  heart  was  sair  i 

Par  the  mice,  but  and  the  bald  rattons, 
Had  eaten  his  jreliow  hair. 

he's  gotten  bim  a  shaver  Ibr  his  beard, 

A  comber  till  his  hair ; 
Pive  hundred  pound  in  bis  pocket, 

To  spend,  and  nae  to  spare. 


TODHQ  BXEIB. 

She's  gi'en  Iiim  a  sleed  \rad  good  in  need. 

And  a  enddle  o'  rojal  baiie; 
A.  leash  o'  hounds  o'  ae  litlcr^ 

And  Hector  called  aoe. 

Alween  iliir  twa  a  tow  was  made, 

'Twus  made  full  solemulie, 
Thnt  or  ibree  years  were  come  and  gone,  I 

Weel  married  Ihey  sbould  be. 

He  hadna  been  in'e  ain  countrie 

A  twelvemonth  till  an  end, 
Till  he's  forced  to  marry  a  duke's  daughter^ 

Or  than  lose  a'  bis  land. 

"Ochon,  alas  I"  enjR  young  Bekifl, 

"  I  kenna  what  Eo  dee  ; 
For  I  canna  win  to  Burd  Isbel, 

And  she  canna  come  to  me." 

0  it  fell  out  upon  a  day 

Burd  I^bcl  fell  asleep, 
And  up  it  starts  the  BiUy  BUn, 

And  stood  at  ber  bed  feet. 

"  O  waken,  waken,  Burd  label; 

How  can  ye  sleep  si 
When  [bis  is  Bekie's  wielding  day. 
And  the  maniage  gaing  on? 


TODMS   BSEIX. 

Te  do  ye  till  your  milher's  bower, 
As  fasl  as  ye  can  gang ; 
^d  ye  isk  three  o'  your  molher's  maxys, 
To  baud  ye  untliocht  lang. 

^Ye  dross  yoursel  i'  the  red  scarlet, 
And  your  maryg  in  dainty  green ; 

^d  ye  pat  girdles  about  your  middle 
Wad  buy  an  earldonie. 

"Syne  ye  gang  down  by  yon  sea-side, 
And  down  by  yon  sea-strand  ; 
Lnd  bonny  will  tlie  UoUiius  boal^ 
Come  rowin'  til!  your  hand. 

Te  set  your  milk-white  foot  on  boud, 
Cry, '  Hail  ye,  Domine  1 ' 
{jllnd  I  will  be  the  aleerer  o't, 
To  row  you  o'er  the  sea." 

Bte's  ta'eo  her  till  her  mither'a  bower. 

As  fa't  fts  she  could  gang ; 
^nd  she's  ta'eu  twa  o'  ber  milher's  marya, 

To  baud  her  unthocht  long. 

fbe'a  dreat  hersel  i'  the  rcl  acariet. 
Her  mnrys  i'  the  dainty  green  ; 

Asd  they've  pnl  girdles  about  ibcir  middle 
Would  buy  an  earldome. 
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And  Ihey  gacd  down  by  yon  sea-sidfl^ 
And  down  by  yoD  sea-strand  ; 

And  sae  bonny  as  ihe  Hollaiis  boats 
Come  rowin'  [ill  their  haod. 

Sbe  set  lier  milk-white  foot  on  board, 

Cried,  "  Hwl  ye,  Domine!" 
And  the  Billy  Blin  waa  the  ateerer  tft, 

T',  row  her  o'er  tlie  sea. 

Whan  sbe  cam  to  young  Betcie'a  gate, 

She  heard  tbe  muerc  play  ; 
And  her  mind  misgae  by  a'  she  b(!ard, 

That  'twaa  hia  wedding  day. 

She's  pitten  her  hand  in  her  pocket, 
Gi'en  the  porter  markis  three  ; 

"  Hue,  lake  ye  that,  ye  proud  porter, 
Bid  your  master  epeake  lo  me." 

0  whan  that  he  cam  up  the  stair. 
He  fell  low  down  on  his  knee : 

He  hail'd  the  king,  and  be  bail'd  the  qnM 
And  he  bail'd  him,  young  Bekie. 

"01  have  been  porter  at  your  gatea 
This  thirty  years  and  three  ; 

But  there  are  three  ladies  at  them  now. 
Their  like  I  did  never  sen. 
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"There's  sne  o'  them  drest  in  red  scarlet, 

And  twa  in  dainty  green  ; 
And  they  hae  girdles  about  tbeir  middles 

Would  buy  an  earldome," 

ftrti  out  and  apak  the  bierdly  bride, 

Was  a'  goud  to  the  chin ; 
"  Gin  she  be  floe  without,"  she  uya, 
We's  he  as  fine  within." 

Hen  op  it  etaria  him,  young  Bekie, 

And  the  tear  was  in  his  e*e : 
Til  lay  my  life  it's  Burd  Isbel, 

Come  o'er  the  sea  to  me." 

D  qaickty  ran  he  down  the  stair  i 

And  whan  be  saw  'twas  she, 
He  kindly  took  her  in  bis  arms, 

And  kiet  her  teud«rlie. 

**  0  hae  ye  forgotten  now,  young  Bekifl^ 

The  TOW  ye  made  to  me, 
Whea  I  look  you  out  of  prison  Strang 

When  ye  was  condemned  to  die? 

"  I  gae  you  a  steed  wos  good  in  need. 

And  a  saddle  d'  royul  bane  ; 
A  lea^ih  o'  hoiindi^  o'  au  liiterj 

And  Hector  l^aIleJ  une." 


l6  toohg  sbkib. 

It  was  weel  kent  what  the  lady  said, 

That  it  was  r\ae  4  lie  i 
For  at  ihe  firat  word  ihe  lady  spal^ 

The  houud  fell  at  her  knee. 

"  Tuk  hame,  tak  hame  your  daughter  d 

A  blessing  gong  her  wi' ; 
Fur  I  maun  marry  my  Burd  label. 

That's  comfi  o'er  the  Gea  to  me." 

"  b  this  the  cuatome  o'  your  house, 
Or  the  fashion  o'  your  land, 

To  marry  a  maid  in  a  May  morning 
Send  her  back  a  maid  at  «'tm  ?  " 


[  Tbobe  metrical  romancea,  which  in  ihe  chiTolniiii 
B,  constituted  the  tnoat  refiued  pasliinu  of  a  rude 
sbiliCy,  are  kjiomi  in  many  oasca  to  liavc  been 
ftdspted  for  the  eotertuiuueiit  of  humbler  iicciruri,  bj 
abridgtueat  in  the  form  of  balloda.  Suoh  was  the 
ease  with  the  ancient  yal  of  Kiny  Horn.  Pi-userved 
a  several  MSS.,  both  French  and  English,  in  Boiue- 
ing  of  ita  original  proportions,  an  epitoine  of  it  hai 
»  deaueoded  to  lu  tbrougli  the  tnoutbs  of  the  jicopla. 
mperfect  copy  of  the  IbUowing  piece  wa^  ia> 
■orted  by  Cromek  in  his  Seltc!  Scoftuh  So'ii/s,  (Ixin- 
don,  1810,  vol.  ii.  p.  204-210.)  Better  edition!  have 
Dace  been  famiahcd  by  Kinloi'h,  Ancient  Scotluh 
BaUaiiji,  p.  136 ;  Motherwell,  MinnlreUy,  p.  9fi  ;  sad 
IjBticlian,  Balladi  of  iht  North  of  Soolland.n.  209.  Of 
BMe.  we  reprint  the  lane  two. 

rr  All  the  poema  relating  to  Horn,  Ju  French  and 
Cugliah,  including  the  Scottiah  ballada  above  men- 
tioned, are  coIle(.'ted  by  Michel  in  a  beautiful  Tolume 
of  the  Bannatyne  Club,  Horn  et  liimeiihii'l,  Parii, 
,^(846. 
^^01.  IT.  2 


HTHS  HOXir* 


From  MoUierwell'a  iTmstrtlitj,  p.  SO. 

Near  Edinburgh  was  a  young  child  bom, 
With  a  hey  lillelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian 

And  bis  name  it  was  called  Young  Hj^d  f 
And  the  birk  and  the  hvme  bloomt  boi 

Seven  Inng  years  he  served  the  King, 
Wilfi  a  key  liBelu  and  a  how  h  Ian  ; 

And.  it's  a'  for  tho  sake  of  bis  dochier  Jean, 
And  the  birk  and  the  brume  biaomt  &>n«jfc  J 

The  King  an  angrj  man  was  he, 
With  a  liey  Hllelu  and  a  how  lo  la»  ,* 

He  sent  young  Uyiid  Horn  to  the  sea, 

And  the  birk  and  the  brume  bloomt  bonmtt  \ 

"01  never  saw  my  love  before. 

With  a  hey  UlUlit  and  a  how  lo  Ian  i 

Till  I  saw  her  tbro'  an  augrc  bore, 
And  the  birk  and  the  brume  Moomi  hoi 


"And  she  gave  to  me  a  gay  gold  ring. 
With  a  hey  URelu  and  a  hoin  lo  tan  ; 

With  three  .^bining  diamonds  set  tbereint 
And  the  birk  and  Ike  brvme  bloomt  botmU.  J 


HTND   HOEK. 

-And  I  gnre  to  her  a  silver  wanil, 

With  a  he^  lillelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian  ; 
9^itb  three  singing  lAveroi'ks  set  tliereon, 
.Aftd  the  I/irk  and  tlie  brunu  bioomt  bonnie, 

\ibat,  if  those  diamonds  lose  their  hue, 

With  a  hey  UHelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian; 
«ut  when  mv  love  begins  for  to  rew, 
jbut  the  birk  and  the  brume  bioomt  bomiie  ?  " 

■  For  when  your  ring  turns  pale  and  wan, 
With  a  hey  liSelu  and  a  hour  lo  Ian  ; 

Fben  I'm  in  love  with  aiiutiier  iniui. 

And  the  birk  and  llie  brume  blooms  bonnie." 


Be's  led  the  land,  and  he's  gone  to  the  sea. 
With  a  hey  HUelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian  ; 

And  he's  stajed  there  seven  yeai's  nnil  a  day, 
And  the  birk  and  the  brvme  bioomt  bonnie. 

Seven  lang  years  he  ttos  heen  on  tlio  sen, 

With  a  hty  lillelu  and  a  hov>  to  Ian  ; 
And  Hyiid  Horn  has  looked  liow  his  ring  may  hv. 
And  the  birk  and  the  brume  bloonit  bonnie. 


Bat  when  he  looked  thia  ring  ujton, 

With  a  hey  UlUU  and  a  hou>  la  Inn  ; 
The  shilling  diaroondij  were  bciili  pale  and  nan, 
And  the  biri  and  the  brume  bioomt  bonnie. 
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nrsn  boks. 


0  the  ring  it  was  both  black  and  blue, 
Wilh  a  hey  liUela  and  a  how  h  Ian  ; 
And  slie's  cither  dead,  or  ahe's  married. 
And  the  birk  and  the  brume  Hoonw  bonmi. 

He's  left  the  seas,  and  he's  come  to  the  tan^^ 
With  a  hey  liUelu  and  a  how  lo  km;  i 

And  the  first  he  met  vas,  aa  nuld  beggar  maa^ 
And  the  birk  and  the  brvme  bloomt  bonm«. 

"  What  news,  what  news,  my  silly  auld  uan  ? 

Wilh  a  key  lillelu  and  a  how  lo  Um  ; 
For  it's  eeren  years  since  I  hnvo  seen  land, 
And  the  birk  and  the  brutne  hloomt  boraat. 


"What  news,  what  news,  thou  auld  beggar 

With  a  hey  lillelu  and  a  hou>  to  Ian  ; 
Whnl  news,  what  news,  by  sea  or  land  ? 
And  the  birk  and  the  brume  Noomt  bonnM 


] 


"  No  news  at  all,"  Paid  the  auld  beggar  man. 

With  a  hey  liVelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian  ; 
*  But  there  is  a  wedding  in  the  King's  ball. 

And  the  birk  and  the  brwne  bloomt  bonm^A 


"  There  is  a  King's  docliter  in  Ihe  West,  ^" 

With  a  hey  lillelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian  ; 

And  she  has  been  married  thir  nine  nights  pasty 
And  the  birk  and  the  brume  bhomt  bonnie.  , 


*  Into  Uio  bride-bed  she  ivinna  gang, 

With  a  Ikes  ^''*'«^«  ""^  "  ^'"W  lo  Ian  ; 
Dill  she  hears  lell  of  hi-r  uiii  Hynd  Horn, 
.^nc^  iht  birk  and  the  brume  Uootiit  bonnie." 

Wilt  ttiou  give  lo  me  thy  begging  coat? 

Wit/i  a  hen  '<'^«'w  "nrf  a  hour  lo  Ian  ,- 
kod  ril  give  to  thee  my  scnilet  cloak, 
And  the  hirk  and  the  brume  bloona  bonnie. 

"Will  thou  give  ro  me  thy  begging  staff? 

With  a  hfy  lillelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian  ; 
.And  I'll  give  to  thee  my  good  gray  steed, 

And  the  birk  and  the  brume  bloom*  bonnie." 


The  auld  beggar  man  cast  off  hia  coat, 
With  a  hey  Hllelu  and  a  lioto  lo  Ian  ; 

And  lie's  ta'en  up  the  scarlet  clonk, 

And  the  bxrk  and  the  brume  blaomt  bonnie. 

The  auld  beggar  man  tJirew  down  bia  slnff. 
With  a  hey  liUelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian  ; 

And  he  has  mounted  the  good  gray  siecd. 
And  the  hirk  and  the  brume  bloomt  bonnie. 


Hie  auld  beggar  man  was  bound  Tor  the  mill, 
With  a  hey  UMu  and  a  bow  lo  Ian  ; 

fiot  young  Hynd  Horn  for  the  Kmg'x  hnll, 
And  the  btrk  and  the  brumt  bli'omt  bonnie. 


BTHD   HOBir. 


The  nuld  bcggHr  mim  wns  boand  fbr  to  tide, 
With  a  lie;i  liHelu  and  a  hoio  fo  Ian  ; 

But  young  HyntJ  Horn  wna  bound  for  tbo  h^S/t, 
And  the  birk  and  llie  brume  Uooitu  bourne. 

When  he  came  to  the  King's  gale, 
Wi/A  a  heif  HOelu  and  a  hmo  hi  Ian  ; 

H-i  asked  a  drink  for  young  Hynd  Horn's  »d 
And  the  birk  and  the  brunu  blooms  bonttit. 

These  news  anlo  Ihe  bonnie  bride  came, 
With  a  hey  UUHu  and  a  how  lo  Ian  ; 

That  at  the  yett  there  stands  an  aiild  man, 
And  lie  birk  and  tht  brume  bloomt  bvtmit. 


I 


"  There  stands  an  auld  man  at  the  King's  ffU, 
With  a  hey  liileht  and  a  how  lo  Ian  ; 

He  askeih  a  drink  for  young  Hynd  Horn' 
And  the  birk  and  the  brume  Uoanie  bonnie 


"  I'll  go  through  nine  fires  so  hot, 

With  a  hey  liilelu  and  a  kowi  lo  Ian  ; 
But  I'll  give  him  a  druik  for  young  Hynd  Hoi"*^'' 

And  Hie  birk  and  the  brume  blooms  bonnie.'' 

She  went  lo  the  gate  where  the  auld  man 

With  a  hey  lilkiu  and  a  how  h  Ian; 
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And  she  gave  falm  a  drink  out  of  licr  own  band, 
And  the  hiri  and  the  brume  /thomg  ixmnit. 

She  gave  him  a  cup  oul  of  her  own  hnnd. 
With  a  Aetf  lUlela  anil  a  hovi  lo  Ian  ; 

He  dnink  out  llie  dr'mk.  nnd  dropt  in  the  ring, 
And  the  fnrk  and  the  brume  blooms  boiinie. 

"  Got  ibou  ii  by  sea,  or  got  thou  it  by  land  ? 

With  a  hey  UMit  and  n  how  lo  Ian  j 
Or  got  thou  il  off  a  dciad  man'»  hand  ? 
|L  Jbid  the  birk  and  the  brume  hlooiju  bomnU," 

"l  got  il  not  by  sea,  but  I  got  it  by  bind, 
JTiVA  a  hey  lUlelu  and  a  how  lo  lati  ; 
For  I  got  it  out  of  thine  own  hand. 

And  the  Inrl  and  the  brume  htoomt  bonnie." 

■rO  Cfi^t  off  my  gowna  of  brown, 
W    With  a  hey  Hltelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian  ; 
Ani]  111  follow  thee  frora  town  to  town, 
And  the  birk  and  the  brume  bloo-mt  bonnie. 

"  I'll  east  off  my  gowns  of  red. 

With  a  km/  lilMu  and  a  how  la  Ian  ; 
And  along  with  thee  I'll  beg  my  hreaU, 

And  the  birk  and  the  brume  blooms  bonnit." 


11  need  nol  en?t  off  [by  gowns  of  brown, 
LffifA  0  h^  Ullelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian ; 


I*  HTHD   BOBK. 

For  I  can  toake  Ihee  lad^  of  many  a  lovn, 
And  the  Inrk  and  the  brume  blooms  bontiie. 

"Thou  need  not  cast  off  ihy  gowns  of  red, 

Wilh  a  hey  liUelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian ; 

For  I  can  mainlaui  thee  with  both  wine  and  b: 

And  the  birk  and  the  brume  blooms  honme.' 


The  bridegroom  thought  be  bad  the  bonnie  bn<l»,E^t 

With  a  hey  liUela  and  a  how  to  Ian; 
Bat  young  Hynd  Horn  took  Ihe  bride  to  the  *""^i,t 
Jiul  the  birk  and  the  brume  blooms  bowne. 


HTND  HORN. 

Buc1ii!i'>  BaUadi  b/ Ote  Xorlh  «f  Stntiaii^  W.  M 

*HTm>  Horn  fair,  and  Hynd  Horn  free, 
0  where  were  jou  bom,  in  whnl  countrio?" 

In  gude  greenwood,  there  I  was  bom, 
Jjid  ail  taj  forbears  me  befom. 

0  BBTen  years  I  served  the  king, 
And  as  for  wages,  I  never  gnt  nane ; 

ae  sight  o*  his  ae  dnughter, 
And  that  was  Ihro'  an  aiigre  bore. 

"  My  love  gae  me  a  aillcr  wand, 
Twas  to  rule  ower  a'  Stotland  % 
And  she  gae  me  a  gay  gowd  ring, 
The  virtue  o'c  waa  above  a'  thing." 

As  tang's  ihig  ring  it  keeps  the  hue. 
Tell  know  I  am  a  lover  true  ; 

when  the  ring  turna  pule  and  wan, 
Te'H  know  1  love  another  man." 


HTHD   HOBH. 

He  hoiaC  up  sails,  and  ana'  sail'd  he. 
And  sail'd  into  a  far  couotrie  ; 
And  when  he  look'd  upon  his  nng. 
He  knew  she  loved  another  man. 

He  boiat  up  seuIs  and  home  came  be, 
Home  unto  bh  ain  counuie ; 
The  Snt  he  met  on  hi^  own  laod, 
It  chanc'd  to  be  a  beggar  tonn. 

"What  news,  what  news,  my  giide  auld  max3 
What  news,  what  news,  hae  ye  to  me  ?  " 
"Nae  news,  nae  news,"  Baid  the  auld  man, 
"  The  mom's  our  queea'a  wedding  day." 

"  Will  ye  lend  me  your  heg^ng  weed, 
And  I'll  lend  you  my  riding  aleed  ?" 
"  My  begging  weed  will  ill  suit  thee, 
And  your  riding  steed  will  ill  suit  me." 

But  part  be  right,  and  part  be  wrang, 
Frae  the  beggar  man  tlie  cloak  lie  wan  ; 
"  Auld  man,  come  lell  to  me  your  leed, 
What  news  ye  gie  when  ye  beg  your  broaiL"* 


"  As  je  walk  up  unto  the  hilt, 
Your  pike  staff  ye  lend  ye  Ull  j 
But  whan  ye  come  near  by  the  jett, 
Rtraight  to  tbem  ye  will  apstop> 
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*^T;ike  naiH'  fra*'  P<_'tor,  iirir  fviw  Paul, 
A'ane  iVae  high  or  low  o'  them  all ; 
And  frae  them  all  ye  will  take  nane, 
Dntil  it  comes  frae  the  bride's  ain  hand." 

Se  took  nane  frae  Peter,  nor  frae  Paul, 
^ane  frae  the  high  nor  low  o'  them  dll ; 
-And  frae  them  aU  he  would  take  nane, 
TTntil  it  came  frae  the  bride^s  ain  hand. 

TThe  bride  came  tripping  down  the  stair, 
The  combs  o*  red  gowd  in  her  hair ; 
A  cap  o'  red  wine  in  her  hand. 
And  that  she  gae  to  the  beggar  man. 

Out  o'  the  cup  he  drank  the  wine, 
And  into  the  cup  he  dropt  the  ring ; 
"  0  got  ye't  by  sea,  or  got  ye't  by  land, 
Or  got  ye't  on  a  drown*d  man's  hand  ?•* 

**  I  got  it  not  by  sea,  nor  got  it  by  land, 
Nor  got  I  it  on  a  drownM  man's  hand ; 
But  I  got  it  at  my  wooing  gay, 
And  111  gie't  you  on  your  wedding  day." 

"  ril  take  the  red  gowd  frae  my  head, 
And  follow  you,  and  beg  my  bread ; 
111  take  the  red  gowd  frae  my  hair, 
And  follow  you  for  evermair." 


HTNO   BORK. 
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Atween  tlie  kitchen  and  the  ha' 
He  loot  his  clouiie  cloak  down  fa' 
And  wi'  red  gowd  shone  ower  lliem  a'. 
And  fruo  llie  bridegroom  the  bride  he  eU\ 


KATHAIilNE  JANFARIE. 


&  BTORT  (iiiiilaF  to  this  occurs  in  various  fornu  botli 
I  Scotland  and  the  ScandinnviBn  kingdama.  Scott 
LSserled  the  ballad  in  bit  first  edition  under  the  tills 
of  Tin  Laird  of  LamiMon;  the  present  copj'  is  Ul 
unproved  one  obtained  by  him  from  several  recitalioas. 
^MinslTeUg  of  the  ScoUiah  Border,  iii.  122.)  Otbei 
"veT^ons  are  Motberwell's,  printed  wiib  this,  Majd- 
nient's,  in  bia  North  Cowilrie  Garland,  p.  34,  (CalAo- 
Tine  Jq^ery),  and  liucluin's,  in  bis  Gltaningi,  p.  74, 
(ijicA-m-wjr.)  Hwetl  Wiitium,  in  Molherweli's  col- 
teilion,  (see  Appendix,)  is  stlH  anolher  variety. 

■tamii-'son  biu  translated  a  Danish  ballad  which, 
ihiiu^h  not  cognate  with  these,  ezhibitii  nearly  the  uiuie 
iiiiiilciits,  and  we  have  inserted  it  in  tliu  Apptndi.t. 

It  need  b^rdlf  be  remarked  that  the  spiritCKl  ballad 
uf  Ljichiiii'ar  in  Mannion  isibuHded  on  this  antienl 
legend. 

r^EBE  was  a  tnuy,  and  a  iveel-lar'd  mu^. 

Lived  high  up  in  j'on  glen  ; 
Her  name  was  Katharine  .liinflirie, 

8he  Wiu  courted  by  luoiiy  iDeu. 
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W  SAIBARINB  JAKFJ.RIX. 

Up  then  came  Lord  Lauderdale, 
Up  frac  the  Lawlaud  Border ; 

Aud  he  lias  cume  to  court  this  msj, 
A'  mounted  iu  good  order. 

Ue  told  ua  her  father,  Le  told  na  Ler  molbec 
And  he  lold  Da  ane  o'  her  kin ; 

Bui  he  nbisper'd  the  Ixinnie  loeaie  hersell,  _ 
Aud  has  her  favour  vtoa. 

But  out  then  cam  Lord  Lochinvar, 

Out  frae  the  English  Border, 
All  for  to  court  this  honny  may, 

Weel  mounted,  and  in  order. 

He  told  her  fother,  he  loM  her  mollMr, 

And  a'  the  lave  o'  her  kin ; 
But  he  lold  na  the  bonnie  may  hersdl, 

Till  on  her  neddiag  e'en. 

She  sent  to  the  Lord  o'  Lauderdale, 

Gin  he  wad  come  and  gee  i 
Aud  he  has  Eeut  word  back  again, 

Weel  amwur'd  ^he  fiuld  be. 

And  he  baa  sent  a  mesfenger, 
Right  quickly  through  the  land, 

Aud  raised  mony  an  armed  man 
To  he  at  his  cunimund. 


KATHARINE  JA^FABIB. 

riie  briiJe  looked  out  al  n  bigh  wiudoiv, 
l)eiii.-lil  biiilli  dole  oiitl  down. 

And  she  ytni  »wure  of  her  &ci,i  true  love, 
AViih  ridera  moiiy  a  one. 

She  scoffed  him,  aod  scomed  him, 

Ufwn  her  wedding  day  ; 
Aad  suid — it  woe  tiie  luiry  court. 

To  see  bim  in  uray  I 

0  come  ye  here  to  fight,  young  lord, 
Or  come  ye  here  to  play, 

3r  come  ye  tiere  to  drink  good  wine 
Upon  the  wedding  day  ?  " 

1  come  ua  here  lo  fight,"  he  said, 
come  ua  here  to  play ; 

ril  but  lead  a  dance  wt'  the  bonny  bride. 
And  mount,  and  go  my  way." 

[t  is  a  glaaa  of  the  blood-red  wine 

Was  filled  up  them  between, 
iaA  aye  abe  drank  to  Lauderdale, 

Wha  her  true  lo\'e  bad  been. 

tfa  ta'en  her  by  the  milk-wliite  hand, 
And  by  the  grass-green  sleeve; 
cTs  mounted  her  hie  behind  himeell, 
At  her  kinsmen  speir'd  na  leave. 
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"  Now  take  your  bride,  Lord  LodiiiiTar, 

Now  lake  her,  if  you  may! 

But  if  you  lake  your  bride  ngnin, 

We'll  call  it  but  foul  play," 

There  were  four-and-twen^  bonnie  bo; 

A'  clad  in  the  Johnstone  grey ; 
ITiey  said  they  would  take  the  bride  a 

By  the  strong  hand,  if  they  may. 

Some  o'  them  were  right  willing  men, 
But  they  were  Da  willing  a' ; 

And  four-and-twenty  Leader  lads 
Bid  them  mount  and  ride  awa'. 

Then  whingers  flew  frae  gentles'  nde^ 
And  Bworda  flew  frae  the  shea's, 

And  red  and  rosy  waa  tlie  blood 
Ran  down  the  lily  braes. 

The  blood  ran  down  by  Cadilon  bank, 
And  down  by  Caddon  brae ; 

And,  sighing,  said  the  bonnie  bride, 
"  0  wae'fl  me  for  foul  play  ! " 


My  bleaaing  on  your  heart,  sweet  thing, 

Wae  to  your  wilfu'  willl 
There's  mony  a  gallant  gentleman 

Whae'B  bluid  ye  have  gtuVd  to  epS. 


CATHEUrSE  JOHNSTONE. 


OBTAraED  rrom  Mcitttion,  m  tbe  West  of    *W* 
land-     Motherirell's  MinslrcUy,  p.  22fi. 

TnERc:  was  a  lass,  a9  I  heard  aay, 

Liv'd  low  doun  in  a  pten ; 
Hpr  name  was  Catherine  Johnshine, 

Weel  known  to  many  men. 

Doun  came  the  laird  o'  LamingtoOi 
Doim  from  the  Soutli  Coiintrie; 

And  he  is  for  this  bonnie  loss, 
Her  bridegroom  for  to  be. 

He's  aak'd  her  lather  and  mother, 

The  chief  of  a'  her  kin ; 
And  then  he  osk'd  the  t>onnie  lasa, 

And  did  her  favour  win. 

Doun  came  an  Engliah  gentlemai^ 
Doun  li'om  the  English  border; 

He  14  for  itiia  bonnie  lass. 
To  keep  lii^  house  in  order. 
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lie  nsk'd  ber  riither  aud  molber, 

Ajf  I  do  bear  them  say  j 
But  he  never  ask'd  the  \ass  hersell, 

Till  on  her  wedding  day. 

Sut  abe  has  wrote  a  long  teller, 

And  sealed  it  with  her  hand ; 
-And  sent  it  to  Lord  Lamhigton, 

To  let  him  andersiand. 

The  Erat  line  o'  the  letter  ho  read, 

He  was  balth  glad  and  Tain ; 
Bnt  or  he  read  the  letter  o'er, 

He  wns  baith  pale  aiid  wan. 

ben  he  has  sent  a  messenger. 
And  out  through  all  his  land ; 
Al>d  four-and-lwenly  armed  men 
Waa  all  at  his  comniand. 

Bat  he  has  left  his  taciTy  men  all, 

Left  l}iem  on  the  lee ; 
And  he's  awa  to  ibe  wedding  honae, 

To  see  what  he  could  see. 

It  when  he  came  to  Ihe  wedding  house, 
Aa  I  do  underetaud, 
There  were  tbui^and-lwenly  belted  knights 
Sat  at  a  table  round. 


CATHERINE  JOBTMSTOKB. 

They  rose  all  to  honour  him, 
For  he  wus  of  liigh  renown; 

They  rose  all  for  to  welcome  him, 
Aud  bade  him  to  sit  down. 

O  ineikle  vias  the  good  red  wine 

In  silver  cups  did  flow  i 
But  aye  site  drimk  to  Liunington, 

For  with  him  would  she  go. 

O  meikte  wus  the  good  red  wine 

lu  silver  cups  giied  round  ; 
At  length  ihe^  began  to  whisper  wo 

None  could  them  understand. 

"  0  came  ja  here  for  sport,  young  muif  ] 

Or  came  ye  here  for  play  f 
Or  came  ye  for  our  bonnie  bride, 

On  this  her  wedding  day?" 

"  I  oune  not  here  for  sport "  he  aaid, 

"  Neither  did  I  for  play ; 
But  for  one  word  o'  your  bonnie  brid^ 

I'll  mount  and  go  away," 

They  set  her  maida  behind  her, 
To  hear  what  they  would  any  j 

But  the  first  question  he  aak'd  at  her 
Was  always  answered  nny  j 

The  next  qiieaiion  he  ask'd  iil  her 
"Wae,  "  Mount  and  come  away?  " 
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It's  up  the  Couden  bank, 

And  doun  the  Couden  brae ; 
And  aje  she  made  the  tnimpet  sound, 

Ifs  a  weel  won  play. 

O  meikle  was  the  blood  was  shed 

Upon  the  Couden  brae ; 
And  aye  she  made  ihe  trumpet  sound, 

It's  a'  £ur  play. 

Come,  a'  ye  English  gentlemen,' 

That  is  of  England  bom, 
Come  na  doun  to  Scotland, 

For  fear  ye  get  the  scorn. 

They^  feed  ye  up  wi'  flattering  words, 

And  that's  foul  play ; 
And  they^  dress  you  frogs  instead  of  fish, 

Jiuit  on  your  wedding  day. 
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BONNY  BABY  LIVINGSTON. 


Jamieson's  Popular  Ballads,  ii.  185,  from 
Brown's  recitation.     Barbara  LimngsUm^  a 
piece,  with  a  different  catastrophe,  is  giyen  in 
Appendix,  from  Motherwell's  coUectiaQ. 

O  BONNY  Baby  Livingstone 

6aed  out  to  view  the  haj ; 
And  by  it  cam  him  Glenlyon, 

Staw  bonny  Baby  away. 

And  first  he's  taen  her  silken  coat, 

And  neist  her  satten  gown  ; 
Syne  row'd  her  in  his  tartan  plaid. 

And  happ'd  her  round  and  roun.' 

He's  mounted  her  upon  a  steed, 

And  roundly  rade  away ; 
And  ne'er  loot  her  look  back  again 

The  lee-hing  simmer  day. 


sointT  BABT  LivnroBToir. 

Re's  carried  her  o'er  jon  hich  hich  bill, 

IdiUI  a  Highland  glen, 
iid  there  he  met  his  brother  John 

Wi*  Iwentj  armed  men. 

nd  there  were  cows,  and  tliere  were  ewe 
And  there  were  kids  sae  fair; 

St  sad  and  wae  was  bonny  Baby, 
Her  heart  was  fu'  o'  care. 

[bTs  laen  her  in  his  arms  twa. 
And  kbt  her  cheek  and  chin  ; 

I  wad  gi'e  a'  ray  flocks  and  herds, 
Ae  smile  Trae  iliee  to  wiii." 

'A  smile  frue  me  ye'^  never  win ; 

m  ne'er  look  kind  on  thee  ; 
te've  stown  me  awa  frae  a'  my  kin, 

Frae  a*  that's  dear  to  me. 

Dundee,  kind  sir,  Dundee,  kind  sir, 
Tak  me  to  bonny  Dundee ; 
tor  ye  sail  ne'er  my  favour  win 
Till  it  ance  mair  I  see." 

Snndee,  Baby  I  Dundee,  Baby  ! 
Dundee  ye  ne'er  shall  see  ; 
Dt  I  will  carry  you  to  Gienlyon, 
jyiicre  jtJM  my  bride  shall  be. 


10  BOSNT  BAltT   LTVTSCaTW. 

"  Or  will  ye  stay  ni  Achiogour, 
And  eat  sweel  milk  and  cheese; 

Or  gang  wi'  me  to  Glenlyon, 

And  there  we'll  live  at  our  ease?" 

"  I  winna  stay  at  Achingour ; 

I  care  neither  for  milk  nor  cheowt 
Nor  gang  wi'  thee  to  Glenlyon  ; 

For  there  I'll  ne'er  find  ease." 

Then  out  it  spak  his  brother  John ; 

"  If  I  were  in  your  place, 
I'd  send  that  lady  hame  again, 

For  a'  her  bonny  fi»ce. 

"  Commend  me  to  the  lass  that's  kind, 
Though  nae  a&e  gently  bom ; 

And,  gin  her  heart  I  coudna  win, 
To  lake  her  hand  Fd  scorn." 

"  0  haud  your  tongue,  my  brother  Johnn 

Ye  wisna  what  ye  say; 
For  I  bae  lued  that  bonny  faoa 

This  mony  a  year  and  day. 


"  I've  lued  her  Inng,  and  lued  her  weel»  j 
Bui  lier  love  I  ne'er  could  win  j 

And  what  I  canna  fairly  gain, 
To  Eical  I  think  nae  sia." 


BOttXr   BABT   LIVINGSTON. 

Than  thej  cam  lo  Glenljon  castle, 
They  ligliled  at  the  yett ; 

t  they  cam,  bis  three  sisierB, 
Their  braiher  for  to  grceL 

.D<l  they  have  loen  her,  bonny  Bnby, 
And  led  her  o'er  the  green  ; 

ilka  lady  spak  a  word, 
IBuL  bonny  Bftby  spake  uane. 

len  out  It  spak  her,  boimy  Jane, 
The  youngest  o'  the  three  : 
)  lady,  why  look  ye  »ae  sad  ? 
Come  tell  your  grief  to  me." 

}  wharefore  should  t  lell  my  grief, 
^ince  lax  I  i-aniia  find? 

fur  frae  a'  my  kin  anc*  Triends, 
And  my  love  I  lefl  behind. 

Bni  had  I  paper,  pen,  and  ink, 
Afore  that  it  were  day, 
^  might  gel  a  letter  wrate, 
sent  to  Johnie  Huy. 

\ui  gin  1  bad  a  bonny  boy, 
'So  help  me  In  uy  ueed, 

s  might  rin  to  bonny  Dundee, 
And  come  ugiiio  w  i'  speud  1 " 


(S  BOKKT   BABT   LIVnTQETOH. 

And  they  hae  gollen  a  bouaj  boj 

Their  erraud  Tor  to  gong; 
Aod  bade  him  run  to  Boany  Duodecs 

And  Qtte  to  im-vy  hing. 

The  boy  he  ran  o'er  muir  and  dale, 

As  faat  as  ho  could  Dee ; 
And  e'er  the  sua  was  twa  hours  biglit, 

The  boy  was  at  Dundee. 

Whan  Johuie  look.it  the  letter  on, 

A  hearty  laugh  leuch  he; 
But  ere  he  read  it  till  an  end, 

The  tear  blinded  hia  e'e. 

**  0  wha  is  this,  or  wba  ia  that. 

Has  slown  my  love  frae  me? 
Although  he  were  my  ae  brither, 
An  ill  dead  gall  he  die. 

"  Gae,  saddle  to  me  (he  black,"  he  eaya  i 
"  Gae,  saddle  lo  me  the  brown ; 

Gae,  saddle  to  me  the  swifledt  steed, 
That  ever  rade  frae  the  town." 

He's  call'd  upon  his  merry  men  a'. 

To  follow  liim  10  the  glen  ; 
And  lie's  vow'd  he'd  neither  eat  nor  ■leep 

Till  he  got  Ills  love  again. 


Bomr  BABT  LinsosToir. 

e's  mounted  bim  on  a  mllk-wliile  steed, 
And  fast  lie  rade  away ; 
Dd  lie'a  come  lo  Gleiilyon's  yett, 
About  the  dose  o'  daj. 

B  Baby  at  Jier  window  stood, 
And  tlie  west-niad  safl  did  blaw, 
le  heard  her  Johdie's  well-keut  voice 
Aneatb  the  castle  wa*. 

'O  Baby,  hftsle,  the  window  loup; 

m  kep  you  in  my  arm  ; 
ty  merry  men  a'  are  at  the  yett 

To  rescue  you  frae  harm." 

be  m  the  window  flx'd  her  sheets, 

And  slipped  safely  down  ; 
^nd  Johuie  catcbed  her  in  bia  arms, 

Ne'er  loot  her  touch  tlie  groun'. 

Slenljon  and  his  brother  John 

"Were  birling  ui  the  ha', 
fhen  they  heard  Johnie'a  bridle  ring 

As  &st  he  rade  awa'. 

'Bise,  Jock ;  gang  out  and  meet  the  priest 

I  hear  his  bridle  ring ; 
ty  Baby  now  shall  be  my  wife, 

Before  the  laverock  sing." 


k 


U  BOHNr  BABT   LIYIKOSTOII, 

"  0  brodier,  lliU  is  noe  Uie  priest ; 

J  fear  he'U  come  o'er  hUe : 
For  ai'iDtid  men  wi'  eliining  brands 

SliiTid  al  the  castle  yett," 

"  Hiiste,  Donikld,  Duncan,  Diig&ld,  Hu^ 
Hasle,  lak  your  swoi'd  &ntl  spear; 

We'll  gar  the^e  trayto»  rue  the  hour 
That  e'er  ihey  ventured  here," 

The  Highlandmen  drew  their  cla^moreei 

And  gne  a  warlike  shoui; 
But  Jolinie's  meny  men  kept  llie  jett, 

Nae  ane  durst  Teoture  out. 

The  lovers  rade  (he  lee-lang  night, 

And  safe  got  on  their  way; 
And  Bonny  Baby  LivingelAne 

Has  gotten  Johny  Hay. 

"  Awa,  Gletilyon  !  fy  for  shame  ! 

Gae  hide  you  in  some  den ; 
You've  latlen  your  bride  be  stown  I 

For  a'  your  armed  men." 
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Minstrelsy  of  the  Scottish  Border ^  iii.  37.  For  other 
nions,  see  Bonny  May,  Herd's  Scottish  Son^,  i.  169, 
d  Johnson's  Museum^  p.  113 ;  Broom  o*  the  Cowden* 
tnoes^  Buchan,  i.  172;  Laird  of  Ochiltree^  Kinloch, 
0 ;  Laird  of  Lochnie^  Kinloch,  167. 


0  THE  broom,  and  the  bonny  bonny  broom, 
And  the  broom  of  the  Cowdenknows  I 

And  aye  sae  sweet  as  the  lassie  sang, 
r  the  bought,  milking  the  ewes. 

The  hills  were  high  on  ilka  side. 
An'  the  bought  i'  the  lirk  o'  the  hill. 

And  aye,  as  she  sang,  her  voice  it  rang, 
Out  o'er  the  head  o'  yon  hill. 

There  was  a  troup  o'  gentlemen 

Came  riding  merrilie  by, 
And  one  of  them  ha«*  rode  out  o'  the  way, 

To  the  bought  to  the  bonny  may. 


THE  8SOOU   or  OOVDEKSMDW*. 

"  Wi;el  may  ye  sftve  an'  see,  bonny  last, 
An'  weel  may  ye  save  an'  Bee." — 

"  An'  sae  wi'  you,  ye  wed-bred  knighl. 
And  what's  your  will  wi'  me?" — 

"  The  night  is  misty  and  mirk,  fiur  may; 

And  I  have  ridden  aslray. 
And  win  you  be  »o  kind,  fuir  may, 

As  come  out  and  point  my  way  ?  " — 

"  Ride  out,  ride  oul,  ye  ramp  rider  I 
Your  steed's  baith  stout  and  Strang; 

For  out  of  the  bought  I  dare  na  come, 
For  fear  'at  ye  do  me  wrang." — 

"  0  winna  ye  pity  me,  bonny  laa^ 

0  winna  ye  pity  rae  ? 
An'  winna  ye  pily  my  poor  steed, 

Stands  trembling  at  yon  tree?" — ■ 

"  I  wadna  pity  your  poor  eteed, 
Tliough  it  were  tied  to  a  thorn ; 

For  if  ye  wnd  gain  my  love  the  nighty 
To  wad  slight  me  ere  the  mom. 

"  For  I  ken  you  by  yoiir  weel-busket  hatt 
And  your  merrie  twinkling  ee. 

That  ye're  the  Laird  o'  the  Oiikland  hiU^  J 
An'  ye  may  weo!  seem  for  lo  be."— 
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But  I  am  not  tbe  Laird  o'  the  Oaklanil  bills, 

Tn're  fur  mi>iin'eii  o'  me  ; 
lut  I'm  ane  o'  llic  men  about  his  huUBe, 

An'  right  afi  in  hja  compunie." — 

Be's  (a'en  her  by  the  mi']dle  jimp. 

And  by  the  grnss-green  sleeve  j 
^'s  lifted  her  over  the  fauld-dyko, 

And  gpeer'd  at  her  ama'  leave. 


0  he's  ta'en  out  a  purse  o'  gowd, 
And  filreek'd  her  yellow  iiair ; 
Now,  take  ye  that,  my  bonny  may. 
Of  me  till  you  bear  raaJr." — 

|)  he's  leapt  on  his  berry-brown  gleed. 
An'  soon  he's  o'erta'en  his  men  j 

ftnd  ane  and  a'  cried  out  to  him, 
"  0  master,  ye've  tarry'd  lang ! " — 

0  I  hae  been  east,  and  I  hae  been  west, 
An'  I  hae  been  far  o'er  Jie  kuowes, 
But  tbe  bonniest  lass  that  ever  I  saw 
Is  i'  the  bought,  milking  the  ewes." — • 

%.e  set  the  cog  upon  her  hctid, 
An'  she's  gane  singing  harae  ; 

^O  where  hae  ye  been,  my  ae  daughter} 
Yfl  hae  na  been  your  lane." — 


IS  THB    BROOU    OP    0OWT>ESKNOWB. 

"  O  nuebody  was  wi'  me,  Talher, 

0  naeboily  has  been  wi'  me; 
The  niglit  is  misty  and  mirk,  father, 

Yee  may  gang  U)  tlie  door  and  see. 

*  But  wao  be  to  your  ewe-herd,  &ther, 

And  an  ill  deed  may  he  die ; 
He  hug  the  bought  at  the  back  o'  the  know^l 

And  a  tod  has  frighted  me. 

"  There  came  a  tod  to  the  bought  door. 

The  like  I  never  «aw ; 
And  ere  he  had  ta'en  the  lamb  he  did, 

1  had  lourd  bf>  had  ta'en  (hem  a'." — 

0  whan  fifWn  weeka  was  come  aiid  gane, 

Fifteen  weeks  and  three, 
That  lassie  began  to  look  ihin  and  pale, 

An'  to  long  for  his  merry-twinkling  e». 

It  fell  on  a  day,  on  a  het  Himmer  day. 
She  was  ca'ing  out  her  father's  kye, 

Bye  came  a  troop  o'  gentlemen, 
A'  merrilie  riding  bye. 


"  Weel  may  ye  save  an'  see,  bonny  may, 

Weel  may  ye  save  and  eee ! 
Woel  I  wat,  ye  be  a  very  bonny  may, 

Bui  whae's  aught  that  babe  ye  are  vi'?*'4 
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INever  a  word  could  that  lassie  say, 
For  never  a  ane  could  she  blame, 

An'  never  a  word  could  the  lassie  say, 
But  ^  I  have  a  gudeman  at  hame."— 

**  Ye  lied,  ye  lied,  my  very  bonny  may, 

Sae  loud  as  I  hear  you  lie  ; 
For  dinna  ye  mind  that  mi:ity  night 

I  was  i'  the  bought  wi'  thee  ? 

<*I  ken  you  by  your  middle  sae  jimp, 

An'  your  merry-twinkling  ee. 
That  ye're  the  bonny  lass  i'  the  Cowdenknowi 

An'  ye  may  weel  seem  for  to  be." — 

Th^i  he's  leapt  off  his  berry-brown  steed, 

An'  he's  set  that  fair  may  on — 
*  Ca'  out  your  kye,  gude  father,  yoursell, 

For  she's  never  ca'  them  out  again. 

''I  am  the  Laird  of  the  Oakland  hills, 

I  hae  thirty  plows  and  three  ; 
An'  I  hae  gotten  the  bonniest  la^ 

That^s  in  a'  the  south  countrie." 


▼OL.  IV. 


JOHNIB  SOOT. 


The  edition  of  this  ballad  here  printed  wai  pi 
pared  by  Motherwell  from  three  copies  obtained 
recitation,  (Minstrelsy,  p.  204.)     Other  venioiM  hai 
been  published  in  Kinloch's  Ancient  Scottish 
p.  78,  Buchan's  Ballads  of  the  North  of  Scotland, 
248,  and  his  Gleanings,  p.  122.    The  proper  name 
which  occur  in  the  course  of  the  piece  vary  consic 
ably  in  the  different  copies.    In  two  of  Motherwell's 
the  hcro*s  designation  was  Johnie  Scot,  in  a 
Johnie  M'Nauchton.    In  one  of  Buchan's  he  is 
Love  John,  in  the  other,  Lang  Johnny  Moir. 
Kinloch*s  copy,  "  Buneftan  is  his  name,"  and  he  it 
also  called  "Jack  that  little  Scot,"  which  seems  tc 
have  been  the  title  of  the  ballad  in  an  unpublishe^^--^ 
collection   quoted   by  Ritson   in   his  Dissertation  or 
Scottish  Song,  p.  Ixxxi.     In  like  manner,  for  the  Kii 
of  Aulsberry,  (v.  Ill ,)  we  have  the  various  readings — -a^ 
Duke  of  Marlborough,  Duke  of  Mulberry,  Duke  oP 
York,  and  Duke  of  Wineaberrie,  and  in  the  follow—^ 
ing  verse,  James  the  Scottish  King,  lor  the  King 
Spain. 


JOBNTE   800T. 


81 

The  Tollo^ng  passoge,  illustrative  or  ilie  fi'flt  of 
SWma  accomplished  bj- Johnie  St  or,  was  |Kiiiitu<]  ouJ 
to  Motherwell  by  Mr,  Sharpe  ; — JaraeaMiwpiM,  of  l.in 
tJores,  baviog  killed  Sir  Hobcrt  HalToiir.  at'  l>nmiln, 
ID  a  dael,  "  immediately  wi-nt  up  to  Iiiondon  in  onlur 
to  pTocoro  bis  pardon,  whii'h,  it  seems,  tbe  King 
(Charles  the  Seconil)  ofTcred  to  gmnt  hiio,  upon  von- 
(lition  of  big  fighting  an  ItiUinn  glndiator.  or  bravo,  or, 
as  be  was  called,  a  bully,  which,  it  is  said,  none  could 
be  found  to  do.  Acconlln<:ly<  a  Urge  sia^e  whs 
erected  for  the  cxbibition  bvibre  the  King  and  irourt. 
Sir  James,  it  is  said,  stood  on  the  delensira  till  tlie 
bally  had  speat  lumself  a  little;  being  a  taller  man 
than  Sir  James,  in  bis  mighty  gasconading  and  bruva- 
doing,  he  actually  leapt  over  the  knight  ua  if  ho  would 
tnallow  him  alive;  but,  in  attempting  to  do  this  a 
Woond  tjme,  Sir  James  ran  bis  sword  up  through  bim, 
and  then  called  out,  '  I  have  spitted  him,  let  llieui 
roast  him  who  will.'  This  not  only  procurecl  his 
fiardon,  bat  he  was  also  knighted  on  the  tpot," — 
Small's  AceounI  of  Roman  Anliqtiiliei  recenlly  diiKoe- 
end  in  Fife,  p.  ill. 

From  Buchan's  Lang  Joftnnij  Mnir,  printed  in  the 
Appendix,  it  will  be  seen  that  the  title  of  Little  Si^ot 
ie  not  to  be  taken  literally,  but  that  the  doughy 
'luun^non  was  a  man  of  huge  statrirB. 


0  JoHNiE  Scot  's  to  the  hunting  gano, 

Unto  the  woods  sHe  wild  ; 
And  Earl  Percy's  ae  daughter 

To  him  goes  big  wi'  child. 


JonStE    BOOT. 


1 


0  noi-d  is  (o  die  kitchen  gane, 

And  woi-d  b  lo  tlie  ha' 
And  word  i?  to  the  highest  lowers, 

Amuiig  liie  nobles 

"If  aha  be  wi'  ciiild,"  her  father  Bnid, 

"  As  woe  forbid  it  be  I 
1 11  put  her  into  a  pri»)n  sIiAog, 

And  try  the  veride." 

"  But  if  she  be  wi*  cliild,"  her  mother)^ 

"  As  woe  forbid  it  be  I 
I'll  put  ber  intill  a  dungeon  dark, 

And  hunger  her  ^1  she  die." 

0  Johnie  's  called  his  waiting  man, 

His  name  waa  Germante : 
■■  It 's  ibou  must  lo  fair  England  gne. 

Bring  me  tliat  gay  ladie. 

"And  here  it  b  a  silken  eark, 
Hrr  ain  hand  sewed  the  sleeve ; 

Bid  ber  come  to  the  merry  gi-een  woodf  I 
To  Johnie  her  true  love." 


He  rode  till  he  came  to  Earl  Ptny'B  g 

He  dried  at  the  pin : 
"0  wha  is  there?"  said  the  proud  porter i 

"  But  I  dauma  let  thee  in." 
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H  be  rede  uji,  and  he  rode  down, 
He  rode  the  castk  aliouC, 

11  lie  spied  a  fair  ladie  ^ 

At  a.  window  looking  ouU 

I*  Here  is  a,  eilkea  sark,"  he  said, 
"  Thy  ain  liand  sewed  the  sleeve  ; 
Lnd  ye  must  gae  lo  the  merry  green  woods, 
o  Johnie  Soot  thy  love." 

*  The  caslJe  it  is  high,  my  boy, 

And  walled  round  about; 
Hj  feet  are  in  the  fetters  strong, 
And  how  can  I  get  out  ? 

*My  garters  are  o'  the  gude  black  iron. 
And  0  hut  they  be  cold  ; 
lUy  breast-plate's  o'  the  sturdy  Ktecl, 
Instead  of  beaten  gold. 

"  But  had  I  paper,  pen,  and  ink, 

Wi*  candle  at  my  command, 
It's  I  would  write  a  hing  letter 

To  John  in  fair  Scotland." 


rheo  she  has  written  a  braid  letter, 
And  scaled  it  wi'  her  hand, 

And  sent  it  to  the  merry  greea  wood, 
Wi'  her  own  boj'  at  eominand. 


JOBHIE  80OT;  I 

The  flrsi  line  of  the  lelter  Johnie  r»a, 
A  loud,  loud  lauch  leuch  he ; 

But  he4iad  not  read  ae  line  but  twa, 
Till  tlie  saut  tears  did  blind  his  ee. 

"01  must  up  to  England  go, 

Wliatever  me  betide, 
For  to  relieve  mine  own  &ir  ladie. 

That  lay  last  by  my  side." 

TLen  up  and  Epak  .lohnie's  nuld  mirhert 
A  wcel  spoke  noiniui  was  ^lle : 

"  If  you  do  go  10  Knglaiid,  Johnie, 
1  may  lake  farcwccl  o'  thee." 

And  out  and  Hpak  his  lalher  then, 

And  he  spak  well  in  time  : 
"  ir  thou  unio  fair  Knghind  go, 

I  fear  ye'il  ne'er  come  hame." 

Bui  out  and  epak  bis  uncle  then, 

And  he  epak  bitierlie : 
"  Five  hundred  of  my  good  life-guaidt 

Shall  bear  him  companie." 

When  they  were  all  on  saddle  sot. 
They  were  comely  to  behold ; 

The  Lair  that  hung  owre  Johnie's  neck  »! 
Like  the  links  o'  yellow  gold. 


JOHNIK   BCOT. 


r     When  they  were  all  mnrebing  tiwaj, 
I  MosI  pleasant  For  to  seo, 

Hiere  was  not  bo  much  us  a  married  man 
In  Johnie's  companie. 

Johnie  Scot  himeel]  was  [he  fDremost  man 

In  the  coui[>aiiy  thai  did  ride  i 
Bis  unde  was  the  second  man, 
I       Wi'  his  rapier  by  hh  Me, 

>  The  first  gu<]e  town  that  Johnie  came  to, 
He  made  the  belis  be  rung ; 
And  when  he  rode  the  (own  all  owre. 
He  made  the  psalms  he  sung. 

The  next  gude  town  thai  Johnie  came  to, 
He  made  llie  drums  beat  round ; 

And  the  third  gude  town  that  he  carae  to, 
He  m'ade  [he  (rui[||>eia  ^und, 

Till  King  Henry  and  al!  his  merry 
A-marvelled  at  the  sound. 

And  when  they  came  lo  Earl  Percy's  ya(e», 
Tliey  Fode  them  i-ound  about; 

And  who  saw  he  but  bis  own  true  love 
At  a  window  looking  oat  ? 


"O  the  door*  nre  l>olted  with  iron  and  »li>i 
So  are  the  windows  about ; 


JOBNIK   BOOT. 

And  my  feel  Ihey  are  in  fetlera  slrong; 
And  bow  can  I  get  out  ? 

"My  garters  they  are  of  the  lead. 

And  0  but  they  Ue  cold  ; 
My  breast-jilate's  of  the  hard,  hard  steel,  % 

Instead  of  beaten  gold." 

But  when  they  came  to  Earl  Percy's  }'MfM 

They  tirled  at  the  piu  ; 
None  was  so  ready  aa  Earl  Percy  bimijelfl 

To  open  and  let  ihem  io. 

■'  Art  thou  the  King  of  Aulsberry, 
Or  art  ihou  the  King  of  Spain  ? 

Or  art  thou  one  of  our  gay  Scots  loHSi 
M'Nuchton  be  thy  name?" 

"  I'm  not  the  King  of  Aulsberry, 

Nor  yet  the  King  of  Sjiain  ; 
But  am  one  of  our  gay  Scots  lords, 

Johnie  Scot  1  am  called  by  niune." 


When  Johnie  came  before  the  lung, 
He  fell  low  down  on  his  knee : 

"  If  Johnie  Scot  be  thy  name."  he  sw4 
"As  I  trew  weel  it  be, 

Then  Ihe  brawest  Indy  in  a'  my  court 
Goes  big  wi"  child  to  thee." 


/OHNIR  8C0T. 

PIT  she  be  niih  child,"  fair  Johoie  said, 
"  As  I  trew  wed  she  be, 
il  make  i(  heir  owre  a'  my  land, 
And  lier  my  gny  ladie," 

^But  if  8lie  be  wi'  child,"  ht-r  father  said. 
"  As  I  trew  weel  f  he  be, 
'■To-morrow  again  eight  o'clock. 
High  banged  thou  shall  be." 

Oul  aiid  spoke -Johnie'^  uncle  then, 

And  he  spak  bitterlie: 
**  Before  that  we  aeo  fair  Jolmie  hanged, 

We'll  a'  fight  till  we  die." 

B^But  is  there  ever  an  Italian  about  vour  com 
r    That  wiU  fight  duels  three  ? 
Pot  before  that  I  be  hanged,"  Johnie  siud, 
"On  the  Italian's  dword  TU  die."* 

"  Say  on.  say  on,"  said  then  the  king, 

"  Il  is  weel  spoken  of  thee ; 
For  there  is  an  Italian  in  my  court  ■ 

Shall  fight  you  three  by  three." 
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some  ia  to  the  good  green  wood, 
And  eome  is  lo  the  plain. 


The  queen  nilh  all  her  Indies  fUr, 
Tbu  king  with  his  merry  men. 

Either  lo  see  fair  Johnie  flee. 
Or  else  Co  see  him  ^lain. 

Tbej  Tuugbt  on,  and  Jolinio  Tought  oa, 

Wi'  swords  o'  lemper'd  steel. 
Until  the  di-ap-i  o'  red,  red  blood 

Ran  trinkling  down  ilie  field. 

They  fought  on,  and  Johnie  Tought  on, 

They  fought  right  manfullie; 
Till  they  left  not  alive,  in  n'  the  king's  court, 

A  man  only  but  tliree. 

And  they  begoud  at  eight  of  the  mora, 

And  they  fought  on  till  three ; 
When  the  Ifalinn,  like  n  t^wallow  swift,' 

Owre  Johnic's  head  did  flee : 

But  Johnie  being  a  clever  young  boy, 
He  wheeled  him  round  Hbout; 

And  on  the  point  of  Johnie's  brood-BKCt^ 
The  Italian  he  slew  out. ' 

"A  priest,  a  prieel,"  ikir  Johnie  cried, 
"  To  wed  my  love  and  ma ; " 


a  clerk,"  her  fiillie 
a  her  loeher  fre«." 


"  ni  hae  none  of  your  gold,"  fair  Johuie  cried, 

"Nor  none  of  your  other  gear; 
Bui  I  will  have  mj  own  fair  bride, 

For  tliis  day  Fve  won  her  dear." 

He's  ta'ea  bia  true  love  by  the  hand. 

He  led  her  up  the  plain  ; 
••  Have  you  any  more  of  your  Enjtlish  dogs 

You  want  for  lu  have  alain  ?  " 

He  put  n  little  horn  to  his  mouth. 

He  blew't  baith  loud  and  shitl; 
And  honour  is  into  Scotland  gone, 

In  spite  of  England's  skill. 

He  pot  his  little  horn  to  his  mouth, 

He  blew  it  owre  again  ; 
And  aye  the  sound  the  horn  cryed 

Was  "  Jobnie  and  bis  men  I " 


BROWN  AUAJM, 

Minitrtbyiif  Iht  ScpUM  Bor^r,  iil.  IGS. 

''  TiiEKB  ia  a  copy  of  Uiis  ballad  in  Mrs.  Browu'l 
Gollci'Cion.  Tlie  editor  hu  !M>«n  one,  printed  m  4 
(ingle  sheet.  The  epithot, "  Smilh,"  implies,  probablj, 
the  simame,  not  tlie  profesaion,  of  the  hero,  who  se«nii 
to  have  been  an  outlaw.  There  is,  hovoTer,  in  Hrt 
Brown's  copy,  a  verse  of  little  merit,  here  omitled, 
alluding  to  the  implements  of  that  occupation." 

ScOTt. 

O  WHA  wad  wish  (he  wind  [«  blaw, 
Or  the  green  leaves  fa'  llierewiih  ? 

Or  wha  wad  wisli  u  lealer  lore 
Than  Brown  Adam  the  Smith  ? 

But  they  liae  banished  him.  Brown  Adam.  1 
Frae  father  and  frae  mother ; 

And  ihty  hue  banish'd  him.  Brown  Ailani^  1 
Frae  .sister  and  frae  brother. 

And  they  hae  banish'd  bin 
The  flower  o'  a'  his  kin 
And  he's  bigged  a  bour  in  gude  greeu-nou 

Atween  bis  ladyu  and  Him 


BROWTt   ADAU. 

It  fell  opon  a  Bummer'a  day, 
Brown  Adam  he  [bought  lang  [ 

And,  for  to  hunt  Mine  vcni^n, 
To  green-wood  lie  wald  gang. 

He  has  ta'en  his  bim  his  arm  o'er, 
Hia  bolts  and  arrows  lang  ; 

And  he  is  to  the  gude  green- wood 
Aa  &st  as  he  could  gang. 

0  he's  shot  up,  and  he's  shot  down, 

The  bird  upon  the  bi-tpr  ; 
And  be  sent  it  hmne  to  hid  ladye, 

Bade  her  be  of  guile  iheir, 

0  he's  shot  up,  and  he's  shot  down, 

The  bird  upon  the  thorn  ; 
And  sent  it  hnme  to  bis  Indye, 

Said  he'd  be  hnme  the  morn. 

When  tie  cam  tu  his  lady's  hour  door 

Be  atude  a  liltle  forbye. 
And  there  be  beard  a  fou  ^au^je  knight 

Tempting  bis  gay  ladye. 

For  he's  Ut'en  out  a  gay  goud  ring, 
Had  cost  him  many  a  poun', 

*0  grant  me  love  for  love,  Ia<iye, 
And  this  sail  bu  thy  own  " — 


u 


BROWII    A.DAJI. 


'- 1  lo'e  Bruwn  Ailiuii  weel,"  sbs  eaidt 

"  1  trew  sae  doca  lie  me  ; 
I  wadna  gie  Brown  Adam's  lova 

For  nae  fause  kuight  I  see." — 

Out  has  he  ta'en  a  purse  o'  gowd, 

Was  a'  fou  to  tbe  string, 
"  O  grant  ine  bve  for  love,  ladye, 

And  a'  this  sail  be  thine." — 

"I  lo'e  Brown  Adam  weel  "  she  sajB| 

"  I  wot  e^e  does  he  me : 
I  wadna  be  jour  light  leman. 

For  malr  than  je  could  gio."— 

Then  out  he  drew  his  lung  bright  brand^fl 

And  flash'd  it  in  her  eeu ; 
"  Now  grant  me  love  for  love,  ladjre, 

Or  thro'  ye  this  sail  gang!  " — 
Then,  sighing,  says  ihat  ladye  fair, 

"  Brown  Adam  tarries  lang ! " — 

Then  in  and  siaHs  him  Brown  Adam, 
Says — "  I'm  just  at  your  hand." — 

He's  gar'd  him  leave  his  bonny  bow. 
He's  gar'd  him  leave  his  brand, 

He's  gar'd  liim  leave  a  dearer  pledgB— •  ] 
Pour  fingers  o'  bis  right  hand. 


UZIE  LINDSAY. 


COUPLBTB  copies  of  tbta  pretty  botlsd  are  giren  in 

3uchan's  Ballada  of  Iht  Norlh  of  Scotland,  ii.  102,  &nd 
in  Wbilelaw's  Book  of  Scolliih  Ballads,  p.  61.  The 
latter  we  hare  priuled  with  the  present  version,  which, 
Ihongh  lacking  a  atanza  or  two,  ia  better  in  some  re- 
ipects  than  cither  of  the  otliers.— Robert  Allan  hoa 
made  a  song  out  of  Ibis  ballail,  Smith's  Scolltsh  Mm- 
itrel,  il.  100, 

'■  Transmitted  to  ihe  Editor  by  Profesaor  Scott  of 
Aberdeen,  as  it  waa  taken  down  fVom  the  retitation 
of  an  old  woman.  It  is  very  popular  in  the  north- 
east of  ik'Otland,  and  was  familiar  U>  the  editor  in  bis 
early  youth ;  and  from  the  imperfect  rei-ollection 
which  he  still  retains  of  it,  he  has  corrected  the  text 
in  two  or  three  unituporlant  passages."  Jamiibon'b 
Popular  Ballad!,  ii.  148. 


■"WiLi,  ye  go  to  the  Highlands,  Lizle  Lindsay, 
Will  ye  go  lo  the  Highlnnds  wi'  me  ? 

["Will  ye  go  to  the  Highlands,  Lizie  Lindsay, 
4nd  dine  on  fresh  crude  and  Kreeii  wlicy?" 


LtZIE   Lt!fDSA.T. 


Then  out  apak  Lisie's  mother, 

A  good  old  lady  was  sUe, 
"  Gin  ye  sny  sic  a  word  lo  my  daughter, 

I'll  gar  ye  be  banged  high." 


Keep  weel  your  daughter  Iroe  me,  to 
Keep  weel  your  daughter  frae  me ; 
care  as  little  for  your  daughter, 
As  ye  CBD  care  for  me." 


Then  out  spak  Lizie'e  itin  maiden, 
A  bonny  young  lassie  was  she  ; 

Says, — "  wei-e  I  tlie  heir  to  a  kingdom, 
Awu'  wi'  young  Donald  I'd  be." 

"  0  say  you  sae  to  me,  Nelly  ? 

And  does  my  Nelly  say  sae  ? 
Maun  I  leave  my  father  and  mother, 

Awa'  «■!'  young  Donald  to  gae?" 

And  Lizie'a  ta'en  till  her  her  stockingi, 
And  Lizie's  ta'en  till  her  her  ihoen ; 

And  kilted  up  her  green  clailhing. 

And  ana'  wi'  young  Donald  she's  gun 

The  road  it  was  Inng  and  weary; 

The  brnes  they  were  ill  to  clttnb  j 
Bonny  Lizie  was  weary  wi'  travelling, 

Ami  a  fit  t'urJcr  uoudna  win. 


UZIB  I.IKD8A.T. 

And  tsair,  O  sair  did  she  sigh. 

And  the  eaut  tear  blia'd  her  e'e  t 

"  Oin  this  be  ihe  pleasui'es  o'  looing, 
They  never  will  do  wi'  me!" 

"Now,  hand  jour  tongue,  bonny  Lizit 

Ye  never  shall  me  for  me ; 
'  @'e  me  but  your  love  for  my  love. 
It  is  a.'  that  your  tocber  will  be. 


"And  liHud  your  longue,  bonny  Lizio  ; 

Allho'  that  ihe  gait  seem  lang. 
And  jou's  ha'e  the  wale  o'  good  living 

Whan  to  Kincawsen  we  gang. 


"There  my  father  he  is  an  auld  cobler, 
My  mother  she  ia  an  auld  dey  ; 

And  we'll  sleep  on  a  bed  o"  green  rashes, 
And  dine  on  fresh  cruds  and  green  whey." 

I  "Tou're  welcome  hame.  Sir  Donald, 
Ton'rB  welcome  hnme  lo  roe." 


"0  ca'  me  nae  mair  Sir  Donald; 

There's  a  bonny  young  lady  ro  o 
ijae  ea'  me  nHe  mnir  Sir  Donald, 

But  ae  spring  Doniil'l  your  sou." 
VOL.   IV.  5 


"  Ye're  weloome  harae,  young  Donald  i 
Ye're  welcome  hatne  lo  me  i 

Te're  welcome  liatno,  young  Donald, 
And  your  bonny  young  lady  wi'  ye." 

Sbe'8  mode  tliem  a  bed  of  green  nahea, 
Weel  cover'd  wi'  hooding  o'  grey ; 

BoDny  Lizie  vae  weary  vi'  tmrelling, 
And  lay  till  'twas  lung  o'  the  day. 

"The  sun  looks  in  o'er  the  hill-head, 
And  the  laverock  ia  liltin'  gay  ; 

Get  up,  get  u]i,  bonny  Lizic, 

You're  lain  [ill  iU  lang  o'  the  day. 

"  You  might  ha'e  been  out  at  the  shealin, 

Instead  o'  sae  lang  to  lye. 
And  up  and  helping  my  mother 

To  milk  baith  her  gaits  and  kye." 

Then  out  spak  Lizie  Lindsay> 

The  tear  blindit  her  eye  i 
"  The  ladies  o*  Edinburgh  city 

They  neither  milk  gaits  nor  kye." 

Then  up  Bpak  young  Sir  Donald, 


LIZZIE  LINDSAY. 


"  This  veraioo  of  Liaie  Lindsay  is  given  from  iIk 
rccilation  of  a  lady  in  Glasgow,  and  is  a  futhiul  OTb* 
script  of  the  biillail  ta  it  lucct  ti)  be  song  in  the  Wefl 
of  Scotland."  Whitklaw'b  Book  of  ScoUuh  BaOailt, 
p.  61. — A  very  good  copy,  from  Mr.  Kinloch'i  MS.,  a 
printed  in  Ayloun's  Ballads  of  Scotland,  i.  Sfl9,  ^Dm^ 
aid  of  Ute  Mes.) 


There  was  a  britw  ball  in  Edinburgh 
And  mony  bmw  ladies  were  there, 

But  nae  ane  al  a'  the  assembly 

Coald  wi'  Lizzie  Lindsay  coiii))are. 

In  r^m'  the  young  laird  o'  KincASsie, 
An'  a  bonnie  joung  laddie  was  he— 

"  Will  yo  lea'  yere  ain  kintra,  Lizzie, 
An'  gang  to  tlie  Hielaodd  wi'  me  ?  " 

She  turned  her  roun'  on  her  heel, 
An'  a  very  loud  laughter  gaed  she — 

"  I  wad  like  lo  ken  whar  I  was  gangini^ 
And  wiia  I  ivas  gitun  ta  gajig  wi'." 


"  My  name  is  young  Dunuld  M'Donald, 

My  name  I  will  never  deny ; 
My  fkilier  he  is  an  aiilU  eheplitrd, 

Sae  vttiel  a*  be  cjin  herd  llie  kye  J 

"  My  fiiilier  lie  Is  an  auld  sbepherd, 
My  moilier  she-  is  an  nuld  ilame  ; 

If  yc'li  gang  u>  tiia  Ilielunds,  bounie  Liaiie, 
Ye'a  neither  want  curda  nor  cream." 

"  If  ye'll  call  at  the  Canongate  port, 
At  the  CanuDgaie  port  cull  on  me, 

I'll  give  you  a  bottle  o'  sherry, 
And  bear  you  companie." 

He  ca'd  at  the  Canongaie  port, 
At  the  Canongaie  port  called  he  ; 

She  drank  wi'  him  a  boiile  o'  sherry. 
And  bore  him  guid  ctimponie. 

"Will  ye  go  to  the  Ilielund:!,  bonnie  Lizai6t 
Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielundd  wi'  me  ? 

If  ye'll  go  to  the  Ilieland^,  honnie  Lizzie, 
Yb  shall  not  want  cunls  nor  green  whey.' 

In  there  cam'  her  auhl  mither, 

AjoUy  antd  Imly  was  she— 
"I  wad  like  to  ken  wliar  slie  was  gauging. 

And  wha  she  wa:«  gaua  to  gang  wi'." 


70  LIZZIE  trmsxr. 

"  My  nume  is  youog  DunoJd  M'Donald, 

My  name  I  will  never  denj. 
My  fitllier  he  is  &»  uulJ  shepLerd, 

Sac  weel  as  he  cun  herd  ihe  kye ! 

"  O  but  I  would  give  you  [en  guineas. 
To  have  her  one  hour  In  a  roooi, 

To  get  her  fair  body  a  pii-'Wre 
To  keep  me  from  tlunkiDg  long." 

"01  value  not  your  ten  guineas, 

As  little  as  you  value  mine  ; 
But  if  that  you  covet  my  daughter, 

Take  her  with  you,  if  you  do  iDcline.* 

"  Pack  up  my  silks  an4  my  satins. 
And  pack  up  my  hwe  and  my  nhoon, 

And  likewise  my  clothes  in  ^mall  bundles, 
And  away  wi'  young  Donald  I'll  ganjt" 

They  pack'd  up  her  silks  and  her  smins, 
They  pack'd  up  her  ho^e  and  her  shoun,  J 

And  likewise  her  clollies  in  small  bun(lliea,'J 
And  away  with  young  Donald  she's 

When  that  they  cam'  to  the  Hielands, 

The  hraes  they  were  bailh  lang  and  stc^l 

Boimie  Lizzie  was  wearied  wi'  ganging —  T 
She  had  Iravell'd  a  lang  summer  day. 


LIZZIE   LIHD3AT. 

"0  are  we  near  hame,  Sir  Donald, 
0  are  we  near  Lame,  I  pra;  ?  " 

"  We're  no  near  hame,  bounie  Lizzie, 
Nor  yet  the  half  o'  the  way," 

rhey  earn'  lo  a  homely  poor  cottage, 
An  auld  man  was  standing  by ; 

*  Ye're  weleomu  hame.  Sir  Doould, 
Ye've  been  sae  lang  away," 

*0  call  me  no  more  Sir  Donald, 
But  call  me  young  Donald  your  son ; 

For  I  liave  a  boniiie  young  lady 
Behind  mc  for  to  come  in." 

'  Come  in,  come  in,  bonnie  Lizzie, 
Gome  in,  come  in,"  said  be, 
Although  that  our  cottage  be  little, 
Perhaps  the  better  we'll  "gree. 

0  make  ua  a  supper,  dear  mother, 
And  make  it  of  curds  an'  green  whey  t 
Lad  make  as  a  bed  o'  grutii  rushes. 
And  coTer  it  o'er  wi'  green  hay." 

Rise  up,  rise  up,  bonnie  Lizzie, 
Why  lie  ye  so  long  in  the  day; 

'e  might  ha'e  been  helping  my  rnuiher 
To  make  the  curds  and  green  whey." 


'S  LIEZIK  Lnn>ttAT. 

"  O  haud  your  longue,  Sir  Donald, 

0  haud  your  longue  I  pray  ; 

I  wish  I  had  ne'er  left  my  mother, 

1  caa  neither  make  curdj  nor  whej>" 

"  Ri^  up,  rise  up,  bonnie  Liszie, 
And  put  on  your  satina  so  fine ; 

For  we  maun  to  be  at  Kincasaie 
Borore  that  the  dock  sti'ikes  nine." 

But  when  ibey  came  to  KincHsgie 
The  porter  was  standing  by  j — 

"  Te're  welcome  home,  Sir  Donald, 
Ye've  been  so  long  away." 

Il'e  down  then  came  bis  auld  mither. 
With  all  the  keys  in  her  hand, 

Saying,  "  Take  you  these,  bonnie  Licsw 
All  under  them's  at  your  conunaiuL" 


Fkom  Herd'i  Scotluik  Sonr/g,  ii.  50.     A  longer  *i 
w>a,  Irom  Buchaii*«  [arger  uollcction,  is  in  the  Ap- 
pendix-   Mr.  CLombers,  assuming  that  the  roregoing 
baUad  of  Lizie   Lindmy  was  oHgincJly  the  same  aa 
£mm  BaiUie,  hai  made  out  of  various  copies  of  both 

'  one  alorj  in  two  parts ;  Tht  Scollish  Ballad},  p.  1S8. 
Smith  baa  somewhat  altered  the  language  of  this  bal- 

'  lad:  Semi»h  Mimirtl,  iv.  90. 


LiEAE  Bail  lib's  Io  Gnrlnrlan  gane, 

To  see  her  sister  Jean  ; 
And  there  she's  met  wi*  Dunean  Grm 

And  lie's  winvoy'd  her  hame. 

"  My  bonny  Lizae  Baillie, 

111  row  ye  in  my  plaiilie, 
And  ye  ninun  gang  alang  wi'  me. 

And  be  a  Highland  lady." 

"  rm  sure  they  wadnn  ca'  me  wise, 
Gin  I  wad  gang  wi'  you,  Sir; 

For  I  can  neitlier  card  nor  spin, 
Nor  yet  milk  ewe  or  cow,  Sir." 


k 


r4  IIZAE   BAILLIE. 

"  My  bonny  Lizae  BuJllie, 

Let  iiaiie  u'  these  thiugs  ditUDt  ye  i 
Te'li  hae  iioe  need  lo  cord  or  spin, 

Your  mitlier  weel  can  want  ye." 

Now  sLe'a  cast  off  her  bonny  sboen, 
Made  o'  ihe  gilded  leather. 

And  she's  put  on  her  highland  brogiMi) 
To  fikip  amaiig  the  heather : 

And  she's  cast  afT  her  boniiy  gown, 
Made  o'  the  silk  and  sattin, 

And  she's  put  on  a  tarlan  plaid, 
To  row  aniang  ihe  broken. 

She  wadna  hae  a  Lawland  laird, 

Nor  be  an  English  lady  ; 
But  e\\e  wad  gang  wi'  Duncan  Grame, 

And  row  her  in  hia  plaidie. 

She  was  nae  ten  miles  frae  the  town, 
When  she  began  to  weary  i 

She  aH en  looked  back,  and  said, 
"  Farewell  to  Castlecarry. 

«  The  first  place  I  saw  my  DuQ<»n  ( 
Was  near  yon  lioUand  hush  ; 

My  father  took  Irue  me  my  rings. 
My  rings  liii[  iiiiJ  my  jmrse. 


LI/  vi:   n.viLLii:.  t.j 


"  But  I  wadna  gie  mj  Duncan  Graeme 

For  a*  mj  father's  land, 
Though  it  were  ten  times  ten  times  mair. 

And  SL  at  my  command.'' 


Now  wae  be  to  you,  loggerheads* 
That  dwell  near  Castlecarry, 

To  let  awa'  sic  a  bonnj  lass, 
A  Highlandman  to  marrj. 


0-1-A8G0W  PEGGY. 

Fbou  recitation,  in  Einloch'a  Andmt  SixiM  M 
loJii,  p.  174.  Other  copiei  are  printed  in  BucWi 
Ballad)  of  the  North  of  Scolhnd,  ii.  IDS,  (DonoM  "f 
the  hU«,}  Sharpe'B  BaUad  Book,  p.  40,  (and  Cbui- 
bers'e  Popular  Rhi/iiia,  p.  27,)  SmJUi'a  Scotliih  Mif 
Itret,  iv.  78. 

TUe  Lawlnnd  ln-la  ciiiuk  ibey  hp-  tin 

Bui  tbe  liieland  lads  nre  brisk  aud  gmJi^l] 

And  tliey  are  awa  near  Glasgow  loun. 
To  fiteal  awa  a  bounie  lassie. 

"I  wad  gie  my  gude  brown  sieed. 
And  sae  wad  I  my  glide  grey  naigie, 

Tliat  I  war  fifty  miles  frae  tiie  loun. 

And  nane  wi'  me  but  my  botmie  Peggy.*' 

But  up  then  spak  the  auld  gudraan, 

And  vow  but  he  /'pak  wondrous  Muicie^ 

"  Ye  may  steal  awa  our  cows  and  ewes, 
Bui  ye  Joanna  get  our  bonnie  lassie. 


OI.ASaOW    PEGGY.  '. 

I  have  got  cows  and  ewes  anew, 
Tve  goi  gowd  and  gear  already  j 
'Sae  I  dinna  want  your  oows  nor  ewes, 
But  I  will  liae  your  bonnie  Peggy." 

'I'll  follow  you  oiire  moss  anii  muir, 
I'll  follow  you  oure  mountains  many, 
m  follow  you  llirougli  frost  and  snaw, 
ni  fltay  na  langer  wi'  my  daddie." 

!e  set  her  on  a  gude  brown  steed, 
Himself  upon  a  gude  grey  naigie ; 
Riey're  oure  hills,  and  oure  dales, 
And  he's  awa  wi'  hb  boiinie  Peggy. 

Ab  they  rade  out  by  Glaigow  toun, 
And  doun  by  the  hill*  o'  Achildounie, 

There  they  met  the  Earl  of  Hume,^ 
And  his  auld  son,  riding  lionnie- 

Out  bespak  the  Earl  of  Hume, 

And  O  but  he  spak  wondrous  sorry, — 
The  bonniest  la?a  nliout  n"  Glifgow  toun, 
This  day  is  awa  wi'  a  hiehind  laddie." 

la  they  rade  bye  auld  Drymen  toiin. 
The  lassies  leuch  and  lookit  saucy, 
That  the  bonniest  las*  tlipy  ever  «aw, 
8nd  be  riding  awa  wi'  a  lileluiid  laddie. 


TLey  rode  on  liirougli  j 

And  so  did  i\iey  owr< 
UuLil  tliey  cam  lo  yonder  glen, 

And  she's  lain  doua  wj*  her  hidund  laJdifr 

Gude  green  liay  was  Peggy's  bed. 
And  brftkens  war  her  blankets  booaie 

Wi'  his  tai'ian  plaid  anealb  her  head. 

And  she's  lain  doun  wi'  her  hieland  laddia 

"There's  beds  and  bowBiers  in  my  ftihrf 
house, 
There's  sheets  and  blankets,  and  a* 

And  wadna  they  be  angry  wi'  me, 

To  see  me  lie  sae  wi'  a  hieland  laddie.' 


"  Tho'  there's  beds  and  beddin 


lyou 


itheets  and  blankets  and  a'  made  readjt 
Yet  why  sud  they  be  angry  wi'  ihee, 
Though  1  be  but  a  hieland  laddie  ? 

"  It's  I  hae  fifty  acres  of  land, 
It's  a'  plow'd  and  sawn  already  i 

I  am  Donald  the  Lord  of  Skye, 

And  why  sud  na  Peggy  be  ualt'd  a  larty  ? 

"I  hae  fifty  gude  milk  kye, 

A'  tied  to  the  siaws  already ; 
I  am  Donald  the  Loni  of  Skye. 

And  why  Slid  na  Puggy  be  call'd  a  lady  I 


GLASGOW   PEOOT. 

**  See  ye  no  a*  yon  castles  and  tow*rs  ? 

The  sun  sheens  owre  them  a  sae  bonnie ; 
I  am  Donald  the  Lord  of  Skye, 

I  think  ril  mak  ye  as  blythe  as  onie. 
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«A*  that  Peggy  left  behind 

Was  a  cot-house  and  a  wee  kail-yardie ; 
Now  I  think  she  is  better  by  far, 

Than  the'  she  had  got  a  lawland  lairdie." 


KLENLOGIE. 

KiRBT  published  in  the  fourth  volume  of  Smitli'i 
Seolliuli  MiialTel.  Great  libertius,  snys  Motherwell, 
hnve  been  taken  with  the  songs  in  that  work.  Other 
ventODS  are  givea  in  Sharpe's  Ballad  Boot,  and  in 
Buchao's  larger  collection,  I  188,  (Jean  tf  BOkdnVt 
tj>m  for  Sir  G.  Gordon.) 


Three  score  o'  nobles  rade  ap  the  king's  ha'^ 
But  bonnie  Glenlogie's  the  flower  o'  (hem  tL 
Wi"  his  milk-white  steed  and  his  bonni 


"  Glcniogie,  dear  mither,  Glenlogie  for  n 

"O  baud  your  tongue,  dochter,  ye'U  gel  b 

than  he ; " 

"  0  sfty  nae  sae,  miiher,  for  that  canna  be ;  I 
Though  Dnitnlie  is  richer,  nnd  grenter  than  If 
Yet  if  I  maun  Ink  him,  I'll  certsinly  due. 


"Where  will  I  get  a  boonit;  bo}-,  to  wiD  bone 

and  elioon, 
Will  gae  lo  Gleiilogie,  and  cum  agulu  >!iun  ?"' 
"0  here  am  I,  u  bonnie  boy,  w  wiu  Uose  and 

ehoon, 
■  Will  gae  to  Glenlogie,  and  cum  again  abun."' 

Wben  he  gne*!  lo  Gleiilogiv,  'twas  •'  wasli  and 

go  dine ; " 
'Tyiut  "  wash  ye,  my  pretty  boy,  wasli  and  go 

dine;" 
"O  'iwas  ne'er  my  father's  fashion,  and  ii  ne'er 

sball  be  mine, 
To  gar  a  lady's  hasty  errand  wait  till  1  dine. 

"But  there  is,  Glenlt^e,  a  letter  for  itiee;" 
The  first  line  that  be  read,  a  low  smile  ga'e  be, 
The  next  line  ihai  be  read,  the  tearblindit  bis  e'ei 
But  the  last  line  that  he  read,  he  gurt  the  table 
flee. 

"  Gar  saddle  the  black  horse,  gar  siiddle  the 

Gar  saddle  the  enifteat  steed  e'er  rade  frne  a 

lown ; " 
But  lang  ere  the  borse  was  drawn  and  broughi 

to  the  green, 
O  bonnie  Glenlogie  wa*  Iwa  mile  lii.-  lane. 


Wh.,ii 


OLKNLOCIE. 

□  Glenfeld/s  door,  little  nM 


waa  there ; 

Botinie  Jean's  mother  was  tearing  her  hair; 
"Ye're  welcome,   Glenlogie,  ye're    welcoine,* 

said  she, 
"  Te're  welcome,  Glenlt^e,  your  Jeanie  lo  Bee.' 

Pale  and  wan  was  she,  when  Glenlogie  gned 

But  red  and  rosy  grew  she  whene'er  he  nt 

down: 
She  turned  awa'  her  head,  but  the  smile  wu 

"  0  binna  feared,  mither,  Til  maybe  a 


'  JOHN  O'  HAZELGREEN. 

Nkithrr  the  present  version  of  this  ballad,  (taken 
from  Buchan's  Ballads  of  the  North  of  Scotland^  iL 
258,)  nor  that  furnished  by  Kinloch,  (Jock  o*  Hazel* 
green  J  p.  206,)  is  at  all  satisfactory.  Another,  much 
superior  in  point  of  taste,  but  made  up  from  four  dif- 
ferent copies,  is  given  in  Chambers's  Scottish  BalladSy 
p.  819. 

Sir  W.  Scott's  song  of  Jock  o*  Hazeldean  was  sug* 
gested  by  a  single  stanza  of  this  ballad,  which  he  had 
heard  as  a  fragment,  thus : 

**  *  Why  weep  ye  by  the  tide  ladye, 

Why  weep  ye  by  the  tide  ? 
ril  wed  ye  to  my  youn^st  son, 

And  ye  shall  be  his  bride ; 
And  ye  shall  be  his  bride,  ladye, 

Sae  comely  to  be  seen :  * 
Bat  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa* 

For  Jock  o*  Hazeldean.** 

As  I  went  forth  to  take  the  air 

Intill  an  evening  clear, 
And  there  I  spied  a  lady  fair 

Making  a  heavy  bier. 
Making  a  heavy  bier,  I  say. 

But  and  a  piteous  meen  ; 
And  aye  she  sighM,  and  said,  alas  t 

For  John  o'  Ilazelgreen. 


Si  JOUN    O'  UAZKLGSSUI. 

Ttio  ^un  WHS  linking  in  lli6  west. 

The  B'lirs  were  ^lli^ing  dear  j 
Wheij  tliro'  the  lliickelB  o"  the  wood, 

A  gentleman  did  appear. 
Says,  "  who  has  doue  you  the  wrong,  Uii  D 

And  Ief\  yo'j  here  alane; 
Or  who  lias  Icias'd  your  lovely  lips, 

Tliat  ye  ca'  Hneelgreen  ?" 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  kind  sir,"  she  said, 

"  And  do  not  hnntcr  so  ; 
How  will  yt:  add  umi<:(ion 

Unto  a  lovKr'i!  woe  ? 
For  none's  done  me  tha  wrong,"  she  said, 

"  Nor  left  me  hei-e  alane  ; 
Nor  none  has  kisa'd  my  lovely  lips, 

Thai  I  ca'  Hazelgreen." 

"  Wby  weep  ye  by  the  tide,  lady  ? 

Why  weep  ye  by  the  tide  ? 
How  biythe  and  happy  might  he  bo 

Gets  you  to  be  hb  bride  ! 
Gets  you  to  be  hia  bride,  lair  maid, 

And  him  I'll  no  bemean  ; 
But  when  I  lake  my  Vords  again, 

Wliom  call  ye  Hazelgreen? 

"  What  like  a  mnn  wag  Hnzel^freen? 

Will  ye  show  him  lo  me  ?  " 
"  He  i.*  a  i-omtly  propi^r  yomh, 

I  in  my  sleep  did  see  ; 
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^Vi'  arms  tall,  and  fmi^crs  small, — 

He's  comely  to  be  seen  ; " 
And  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  fall 

For  John  o'  Hazelgreen. 

**  If  ye'll  forsake  young  Hazelgreen, 

And  go  along  with  me, 
111  wed  you  to  my  eldest  son, 

Make  you  a  lady  free." 
•*  It's  for  to  wed  your  eldest  son 

I  am  a  maid  o'er  mean  ; 
m  rather  stay  at  home,"  she  says, 

•*  And  die  for  Hazelgreen." 

*  If  yell  forsake  young  Hazelgreen, 

And  go  along  with  roe, 
m  wed  you  to  my  second  son. 

And  your  weight  o'  gowd  I'll  gie." 
"  It's  for  to  wed  your  second  son 

I  am  a  maid  o'er  mean  ; 
m  rather  stay  at  home,"  she  says, 

**  And  die  for  Hazelgreen." 

Then  he's  taen  out  a  siller  comb, 

Comb'd  down  her  yellow  hair ; 
And  looked  in  a  diamond  bright, 

To  see  if  she  were  fair. 
"  My  girl,  ye  do  all  maids  tturpass 

That  ever  I  have  seen  ; 
Cheer  up  your  heart,  my  lovely  lass, 

And  hate  young  Hazelgreen." 


t^l 

^r                            B6                       JOHN   O'   BA2ELGRREII. 

"  Young  Hiiielgreen  lie  is  my  love. 

And  ever  mail- sLaU  be; 

^                          I'll  nae  forsake  young  Hazelgreen 

For  &  the  gowd  ye'U  gie." 

Uut  aye  she  sigh'd,  and  said,  alaa  I 

And  made  a  piit-oiu  meen  ; 

And  aye  she  lool  ilie  leara  down  f»'. 

For  John  o'  Hazelgreen. 

He  looked  high,  mi  lighted  low, 

Set  her  upoD  his  horse ; 

And  thfy  rode  on  lo  Edinbur^ 

To  Edinburgh's  own  croes. 

And  when  she  in  that  city  was, 

She  look'd  like  ony  queen ; 

"  Tis  n  pity  such  &  lovely  law 

"  Young  Hazelgreen,  he  is  my  lose. 

And  ever  inair  shall  be ; 

I'll  nae  forsake  young  Hazelgreen 

For  a'  the  gowd  ye'll  gie," 

And  aye  she  sigh'd,  and  said,  alas  1 

And  made  a  piteous  meen  ; 

And  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  &', 

For  John  o'  Hazelgreen. 

"Kow  hold  your  umgue,  my  weU-fkr'd  la 

Lat  a'  your  mournbg  bev 

And  a'  endeavoujt  1  shall  try, 

JOHK    O     HAEELOKEEN. 

To  bring  ihat  joutli  lo  thee ; 
If  ye'll  mil  me  where  your  love  ataya. 

His  stile  and  proper  niiwe." 
"  He's  laird  o"  Taperbank."  she  says, 

"  His  stile.  Young  Hazelgreen." 

Then  he  has  coft  for  that  lady 

A  Hne  eilk  riding  gown  ; 
Likewise  he  cod  for  thai  lady 

A  sleed,  and  set  her  on  j 
Wi'  menji  feathent  in  her  bat. 

Silk  Blockings  and  siller  sheen; 
And  Ihey  are  on  lo  Taperbank, 

Seeking  young  Hazelgreen. 

They  nimbly  rode  aJong  the  way, 

And  gently  spurr'd  their  horse, 
Till  they  rode  on  to  Hazelgreen, 

To  Hiucelgreen's  own  close. 
Then  forth  he  came,  young  Hazelgreen, 

To  welcome  his  father  free  ; 
•  Ton're  welcome  here,  my  father  dear, 

And  a'  your  companie." 

But  when  he  look'd  o'er  hia  shoulder, 

A  light  laugh  then  gae  he ; 
Says,  "  If  I  getna  this  lady, 

It's  for  her  I  must  die  ; 
I  muHl  confess  this  is  the  maid 


t 


}8  John  o   hazelgbekn. 

A  walking  thro'  a  ple&aant  shade, 
As  fair's  a  cypress  queeo." 

**  Now  hold  your  longue,  young  Hazelgr 

Lat  a'  your  folly  be  i 
If  ye  be  wae  for  ihal  lady, 

She's  thrice  as  wae  for  thee. 
She's  thrice  as  wae  for  Lhee,  my  sod; 

As  bitter  doth  complain  ; 
Well  is  she  worthy  o'  the  rigs 

That  lie  od  Hazelgreen." 

He's  taea  her  in  his  arms  twa. 

Led  her  thro'  bower  and  ha' ; 
"  Cheer  up  your  heart,  my  deare^il  dear, 

Ye're  flower  out  o'er  them  a'. 
This  night  shall  be  our  wedding  e'en, 

The  mom  we'll  ?fly.  Amen  i 
Te'ee  never  raair  hae  cause  to  mourn, — 

Te're  lady  o'  Uaselgreen." 


THE  FAU8E  LOVER. 

From  Bnchan's  Ballads  of  the  North  of  Scotland, 
L  2S8.  The  fourth  and  fiflh  stanzas  are  found  as  a 
fragment  in  Herd's  Scottish  Songs,  iL  6,  (ed.  1776,) 
UiQs: 

**  FalM  love,  and  hae  se  played  me  this, 

In  the  simmer,  mid  the  flowers  ? 
I  sail  repay  ce  back  again. 

In  the  winter  mid  the  showers. 

**  Bot  again,  dear  Inve,  and  again,  dear  Inre, 

Will  n  not  tnm  again? 
As  ze  look  to  ither  women 

Shall  I  to  ither  men.** 

Gh  Walter  Scott,  also,  as  Chambers  has  pointed 
ont,  has,  in  WaverUy^  put  two  similar  stanzas  into  the 
mooUi  of  Davie  Grellatley. 

^  False  love,  and  hast  then  played  me  this, 

In  summer,  among  the  flowers  ? 
I  will  repay  thee  back  again. 

In  winter,  amid  the  showers. 

**  Unless  again*  again,  my  love. 

Unless  ye  tnm  ag^ 
As  you  with  other  maidens  rota, 

ru  smile  on  other  men.** 


A  FAIR  maid  sat  in  htr  bower  door, 

Wringing  her  lily  hunda  ; 
And  by  it  came  a  sprightly  youth, 

Fast  tripping  o'er  the  straods. 

"  Where  gang  ye,  young  Jtdm,"  she  Mjt,3 

"  Sae  early  in  the  day  ? 
It  gars  me  think,  by  your  fast  trip, 

Tour  journey's  far  away." 

He  tum'd  about  wi"  surly  look, 
And  said,  "  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Fid  gaen  to  see  a  lovely  maid, 
Mair  fairer  far  than  ye." 

"  Now  hae  ye  play'd  me  this,  &tiM  lon^jl 

In  simmer,  mid  the  flowers? 
I  sail  repay  ye  back  again, 

In  winter,  'mid  tlie  showera. 

"  But  again,  dear  love,  and  i^ain,  dear  la 

Will  ye  not  turn  again? 
For  as  ye  look  to  ither  women. 

Shall  I  to  ither  men." 
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"  Make  your  choose  u  wu 

For  I  my  choice  will  hi 

Tve  chosen  a  maid       "    '' 


I  never  will  deceive. 


'horn  you  pie 
have: 
fair  than  tl 
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But  she's  kilt  up  her  claithing  fine, 

And  ailer  him  gaed  she ; 
But  aye  he  said,  "yell  turn  back, 

Nae  farder  gaog  wi'  me." 

"  But  again,  dear  love,  aad  again,  dear  love, 

Will  ye  never  love  me  agaio  ? 
Alas]  for  loving  you  »ae  well, 

And  you  nae  me  again." 

:*  The  fini  an'  town  that  ihey  came  till, 
He  bought  her  brooch  and  ring; 
But  aye  he  bode  her  lurn  ngain, 
And  gang  nae  Girder  wi'  him. 

"  But  agMD.  dear  love,  aud  again,  dear  love, 
Will  ye  never  love  me  again? 

Alas !  Ibr  loving  you  sae  well. 
And  you  nae  me  again." 

The  niest  an'  town  that  (hey  came  till, 

His  heart  it  grew  niair  fain ; 
And  he  was  deep  in  love  wi'  her, 

As  she  was  ower  again. 

The  niest  an'  town  that  they  came  till. 
He  bought  her  wedding  gown  g 

And  made  her  lady  o'  ha's  and  bowers, 
In  bonny  Berwick  Iowa. 
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THE  GAEDENER 

Pbou  KinlocU's  Aneieni  ScoUkli  Ballads,  p.  '*■ 
The  bat  Elanza  but  one  is  found  in  tbe  prec«din| 
ballad.  Another  copy  is  given  by  Bucban,  i 
of  Iht  North  of  Scotland,  a.  ISI. 

Tbe  gard'ner  stands  in  his  bouer  door, 

Wi'  a  primrose  in  his  hand, 
And  bye  there  cam  a  leal  maiden, 

As  jimp  as  a  ■willow  wand  ; 
And  bye  tliere  cam  a  leal  maiden, 

As  jimp  as  a  willow  nand. 

"  0  ladie  can  ye  fancy  me. 

For  lo  be  my  bride ; 
Ye'se  gel  a'  the  flowers  in  ray  garden, 

To  be  lo  you  a  weed. 

"  The  lily  while  sail  be  your  smock ; 

It  becomes  your  body  best ; 
Your  head  sail  be  buskt  wi'  gelly-flower, 

Wi'  the  primrose  in  your  breist. 
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**  Your  goun  sail  be  tbe  Sweet  William ; 

Your  coat  the  camoyine ; 
Your  apron  o'  the  sallads  neat, 

That  taste  baith  sweet  and  fine. 

"Your  hose  sail  be  the  brade  kail-blade, 

That  is  baith  brade  and  lang ; 
Narrow,  narrow,  at  the  cute. 

And  brade,  brade  at  the  brawn. 

"  Your  gloves  sail  be  the  marigold, 

All  glittering  to  your  hand, 
Weel  spread  owre  wi*  the  blue  blaewort, 

That  grows  amang  corn-land." 

**  0  fare  ye  weil,  young  man,*'  she  says, 

"  Farewell,  and  I  bid  adieu  ; 
Sin  ye've  provided  a  weed  for  me 

Amang  the  simmer  flowers, 
Ifs  I'se  provide  anither  for  you, 

Amang  the  winter-showers : 

**  The  new  fawn  snaw  to  be  your  smock  ; 

It  becomes  your  bodie  best ; 
Your  head  sail  be  wrapt  wi'  the  eastern  wind, 

And  the  cauld  rain  on  your  breist. 
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"  Takem  dawn  fkim  the  n 
in  Wiahaw."      Kinloch's  Ancient  ScnlHih  Ballad  f,  _ 


"  I  AM  gaing  aws,  Jeanie, 
I  am  gaiog  awa, 
I  am  gaing  ayonl  the  saat  aet», 
I'm  gaing  eae  fur  a 

"  What  will  je  haj  to  me,  Jaini^ 
What  will  ye  buy  to  me  ?  " 
"  m  buy  to  you  a  sUkeo  plud. 
And  send  it  wi'  vanitte." 

"  That's  nft  love  at  a',  Jamie, 
That's  na  love  at  a' ; 
All  I  want  is  love  for  lovo, 
And  that's  the  best  ava. 


"  Whan  will  ye  marry  me,  JaoUc^ 

Whan  will  je  marry  me  ? 

Will  ye  lak  me  lo  jour  conntriey— 

Or  will  ye  marrv  me  ?" 
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"  Hovr  can  I  majry  thee,  Jeanie, 
How  can  I  marry  thee  ? 
Whan  Pve  a  wile  and  baima  three, — 
Twa  wad  na  weili  agree." 

"  Woe  be  to  jour  fause  tongue,  Jamie, 
Wae  be  to  your  fause  tongue  ; 
Te  promised  for  lo  marry  me. 
And  has  a  wife  at  hame  1 

"But  if  your  wife  wad  dee,  Jamie, 
And  sae  your  buimg  three. 
Wad  ye  lak  me  to  your  countrie, — 
Or  wad  ye  marry  me  ? 

"  Bat  sin  they're  all  alire,  Jamw, 
But  8in  they're  all  alive, 
We'U  tak  a  gksa  in  ilka  hand. 
And  drinh, '  Weill  may  they  thrive.*" 

"  If  my  wife  wad  dee,  Jeanie, 
And  eae  my  bairns  three, 
I  wad' tak  ye  to  my  ajo  countrie, 
And  married  we  wad  be." 

"  0  an  your  head  war  snir,  Jamie, 
O  an  your  head  war  sair, 
rd  tak  the  napkin  frae  my  neck, 
And  tie  doun  your  yellow  hair." 


Ii      And  tie  dou 


"  1  hae  na  wife  at  a',  Jeanie, 

I  bae  na  wife  at  a', 

I  hae  neither  wife  nor  bairns  three; 

I  swd  it  to  try  thee." 

"  Licbt  are  je  to  loup,  Jamie, 
Licht  are  je  to  loup, 
Licht'are  je  to  loup  the  dyke, 
Whan  I  maun  wale  a  slap." 

"  Licht  am  I  to  loup,  Jeante, 
Licbt  am  I  to  loup  ; 
But  the  biesl  dyke  that  we  oome  U^ 
m  lum  and  lak  joa  up. 

"  Blair  in  Atbol  is  mine,  Jeanie, 
Blair  in  Alhol  is  mine  ; 
Bonnie  Ounkol  is  whare  I  dwell, 
And  the  boata  o"  GJarr/s  mine. 

"  Huntingtower  is  mine,  Jeanie, 
Buntingtower  is  mine, 
Huoliugtower,  and  bonnic  Belford, 
And  a'  Bolquhilher'a  mine." 
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An  imperfect  eapj  at  this  ballad  was  printed  in 
Johiiran's  Muxeum,  (p.  474.)  cnnlributed,  Mr.  Sten- 
lioiue  Informs  as,  by  Bum^  The  prusent  cnpj  is  frnin 
ibe  ThUlit  of  Seotlarul,  p.  7.  Another,  shorter  Ihan 
either,  is  ^veo  in  Bnchan's  Ballmln  uf  Me  Nonk  of 
Scotland,  u.  66.  Lord  Aboynt.  {Msuia  Smith't  SroitM 
Mmttrd,  it.  6.) 

"Aft  has  T  playd  nl  cards  and  dice 
For  the  love  o'  a  bonny  ranlio'  laddie, 

'  my  Tattler's  kitchen  nook, 
And  fling, '  Hush,  balow,  my  baby." 

"If  I  bod  been  wise,  and  had  ta'en  advice, 
And  dana  aa  my  bonny  love  bade  me, 
>uld  hae  been  married  at  Maninma'a, 
And  been  wi'  my  rantin'  laddie. 

a  wise,  I  took  nae  advice, 
Did  not  a.1  mv  bonny  love  baile  me. 
And  DOW  I  mniiii  ^il  by  mji^el'  i'  the  nook, 
And  rock  my  biL*inr<l  baliy. 


p. 
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"  If  I  hitd  horse  at  my  command. 

As  ofien  1  h&d  many, 
I  noulU  ride  on  to  [he  Casde  o'  Abojne, 

Wi'  a  letter  to  my  rantiu'  laddie." 

Down  the  at»!r  her  father  came. 
And  looked  proud  and  saucy; 

"  Who  is  the  man,  and  what  is  bis  naiae, 
That  ye  ca*  your  rantin'  laddie  ? 

**  Is  he  a  lord,  or  is  he  a  laird, 

Or  is  he  but  a  caddie  ? 
Or  is  it  the  young  Earl  o'  Aboyre, 

That  ye  ca'  your  rantin'  laddie?" 

"  He  is  a  young  and  noble  lord. 

He  never  wa^ri  a  caddie; 
It  is  the  noble  Earl  o"  Aboynft 

Thai  1  ca'  my  i-antin'  laddie." 

"  Ye  shall  hae  a  horse  at  your  commwid. 

As  ye  had  often  many, 
To  go  to  the  Castie  o'  Aboyne, 

Wi*  a  letter  to  yonr  rantin'  laddie." 

"  Where  will  I  get  a  little  page, 

Where  will  I  get  a  caddie, 
That  will  run  »)uick  to  bonny  Alwyno, 

Wi'  this  letter  to  my  rantin"  laddie?" 
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Theu  out  :««poke  the  young  scullion  boy, 

Said,  "  Here  am  I,  a  caddie ; 
I  will  run  on  to  bonny  Aboyne 

Wi'  the  letter  to  your  rantin'  laddie." 

**  Now  when  je  come  to  bonny  Deeside, 
Where  woods  are  green  and  bonny, 

Then  will  ye  see  the  Earl  o'  Aboyne, 
Among  the  bushes  mony. 

'^And  when  ye  oome  to  the  lands  o'  Aboyn€^ 

Where  all  around  is  bonny, 
Te'll  take  your  hat  into  your  hand, 

Gie  this  letter  to  my  rantin'  laddie." 

When  he  came  near  the  banks  of  Dee, 

The  birks  were  blooming  bonny. 
And  there  he  saw  the  Earl  o'  Aboyne 

Among  the  bushes  mony. 

*  Where  are  ye  going,  my  bonny  boy, 
Where  are  ye  going,  my  caddie  ?  " 

<<  i  am  going  to  the  Castle  o'  Aboyne 
Wi'  a  letter  to  the  rantin'  laddie." 

**  See  yonder  is  the  castle  there. 

My  young  and  handsome  caddie. 
And  I  myself  am  the  Karl  o'  Aboyno, 

Tho  tliey  ca*  me  the  rantin*  laddie." 
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"  0  piirdon,  my  lord,  if  I'tre  done  wiongi  ■ 

Forgive  a  simple  caddie  -, 
0  pardon,  purdon.  Earl  o'  Aboyne, 

I  said  but  what  slie  bude  me." 

"  YeVe  done  no  wrong,  my  bonny  boy, 
YeVe  done  no  wrong,  my  caddie ; " 

Wi'  hat  in  hand  be  bowed  low, 
Gave  the  letter  to  the  rantin'  laddie. 

When  young  Aboyne  looked  the  letter  o^'l 

O  but  he  blinkit  bonny ; 
Bui  ere  he  read  four  lines  on  end, 

Tho  tears  came  trickling  mony. 


"  My  father  will  no  pity  shew, 
My  mother  still  does  slight  me, 

And  a'  my  friends  have  turned  from  n 
And  servants  disrespect  me." 


"  Who  are  they  dare  bo  so  bold 
To  cruelly  use  my  lassie  ? 

Hut  I'll  cake  her  to  bonny  Aboyn«, 
Where  oft  she  did  caress  me. 

"  Go  raise  to  me  five  hundred  men, 
Be  rjuick  and  make  them  ready  ; 

Each  on  a  steed,  to  ha^te  their  speed, 
To  carj-y  home  my  lady," 


As  they  rode  on  thro'  Buihanshire, 

The  company  were  many, 
Wi'  a  good  daymore  in  every  hand, 

That  glanced  wondroiu  bonny. 

When  he  came  to  her  father's  gaic 

He  called  for  his  lady  ; 
"  Come  down,  come  down,  my  bonny  maid, 

And  speak  wi'  your  rantin'  laddie." 

Wlien  she  was  set  on  high  horseback, 

Kow'd  in  the  highland  plaidie. 
The  bird  i'  the  bush  sung  nol  ao  sweet, 

As  Bung  this  bonny  lady. 

Aa  they  rode  on  ihro'  Biichanshire, 
He  cried,  "  Each  lowhind  lassie, 

Iiay  your  lore  on  some  lowland  lown, 
And  soon  will  he  prove  fatise  t'  yo. 

•But  take  my  advice,  and  make  your  chtnca 
or  some  young  highland  laddie, 

Wi'  bonnet  and  plaid,  whose  heart  is  stwd, 
And  he  will  not  beguile  ye." 

Ab  they  rode  on  thro'  Garioch  land, 

He  rode  up  in  a  fiiry, 
And  cried,  "  Fall  back  each  saucy  dame. 
Let  the  Countess  of  Aboyne  before  ye." 


k 


THE  DUKE  OF  GORDON'S  DAUGHTER 


"  Alkxander,  third  Earl  of  Hunlly,  \ 
in  1S28,  by  his  grandson  Alexaniler,  Lord  GordcAi 
who  actunlly  had  three  daughtora.  I.  Laclj-  ElizaU-th, 
tlie  uldust,  married  to  Johu,  Eart  of  Athol.  II.  L^jr 
Uargarct,  nuirricd  to  John,  Lord  Forbus.  IlL  LwJjr 
Jean,  the  }*ounge«t,  married  JirtI,  to  Janiua,  Eari  of 
Bolhw«ll,  from  whom  she  was  divorced  in  ISGS ;  ibe 
married,  secimilli/,  Alexander,  Earl  irf  Soulberlud, 
who  died  in  1534;  and  surviving  bim,  ihu  nurried, 
IkinUy,  Captain  Alexander  Ogilvi«,  son  and  Ruci'eaBDr 
of  Sir  ^^' alter  Ogilvie  of  Bojm,  who  died  in  1S06 
without  iisuc."  Steniiouse,  Mutkai  Mimetm,  it. 
8!e. 


The  dukedom  of  Gordon  was  not  crealud  a 
I6S4,  and  therefore  the  first  line  rhould  probably  i 
U  quotod  by  Bums, — 

"  'I'Lg  Lerdot  Gordon  had  throe  dnugtilcn.*' 


The  duke  of  Gordon  has  three  daiighlerg, 

Elizubelh,  Mnrgarei,  and  Jean; 
They  would  not  eiay  in  bunny  Casile-Gonloo, 

But  they  wodid  go  to  botiny  Aberdeen. 
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They  liad  DOt  been  in  Aberdeen 

A  iwelvemonth  and  a  dity, 
Till  Lady  Jean  Tell  Id  loTe  with  Cnpiain  Ogilvie, 

And  away  vrith  him  she  would  gae> 

Word  came  lo  (he  duke  of  Gordon, 

In  llie  chamber  where  he  hiy, 
Lady  Jean  has  fell  in  love  with  Captain  Ogilvie, 

And  Hway  with  faim  ehe  would  gne. 

"  Go  Middle  me  the  black  horse, 

And  yoii'Il  ride  on  the  grey; 
And  I  will  ride  to  bonny  Aberdeen, 

Where  I  have  been  many  a  day." 

^ey  were  not  a  mile  from  Aberdeen, 

A  mile  but  only  three, 
^nn  he  met  with  his  two  daugliter:  walking. 

But  away  was  Lady  Jean. 

*  Where  ia  your  sisler,  maidens  ? 

Where  ie  your  sister,  now  ? 
Where  is  your  sister,  maidens, 

That  she  is  not  walking  with  you  ?  " 

0  pardon  us,  honoured  father, 
O  pardon  lu,"  they  did  say ; 
'Lady  Jean  is  with  Captain  Ogilvie, 
id  away  with  bim  she  will  gae." 


DUKE   OF  aOaOOlTS   DAUQHTSB.    lOfi 


lady  Jean  h::id  not  been  married, 

Not  a  year  liui  three, 
Till  slie  hud  a  babe  in  every  arm, 

Anutber  upon  her  knee. 

"0  but  I'm  weary  of  wandering! 

O  but  my  foi'tune  is  bud! 
It  6eta  not  the  duke  of  Gordon's  daugbier 

To  follow  a  lioldier  lad. 

"  0  bui  I'm  weary  of  wandering ! 

O  but  I  tbink  kng! 
It  srtfl  not  ihe  duke  of  Gordon's  daughter, 

To  follow  a  EJtigle  man." 

When  they  came  to  ibe  Highland  hills, 

Cold  was  the  frost  tind  snow  ; 
Liady  Jean's  »hoes  tbey  were  all  torn. 

No  farther  could  she  go. 


■•O  wo  to  the  hilU  and  the  mountains! 

Wo  to  ibe  wind  and  the  rain  ! 
iSj  foet  la  GOre  with  going  barefoot. 

No  fiirther  am  I  able  to  gang. 

"  Wo  lo  the  hills  and  the  niount^ns  t 

Wo  to  the  frosi  and  the  snow  ! 
My  I'eet  is  Rore  with  going  barefoot, 
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"  O !  if  I  were  ai  the  gleos  of  Foudlen, 

Where  bunting  I  have  been, 
I  ivoiild  find  the  v&y  Co  bonn^  Castle-Gordoin 

Wiliiout  either  slockinga  or  shoon." 

TVben  she  came  to  Castle-Gordoo, 

And  down  upon  the  greeiii 
The  porter  gave  out  a  loud  ehout, 

"  O  yonder  comes  Lady  Jean." 

■'  0  you  are  welcome,  bonny  Jenny  Gonlon* 

Tou  are  deiir  welcome  to  me ; 
You  are  welfome,  dear  Jeany  Gordon, 

But  away  with  your  Captain  Ogilvie." 


No» 


Toe. 


eeas  went  the  captain, 
Mier  under  command ; 
s  soon  followed  af^er, 
e  and  heir  his  brother's  land. 


"  Come  home,  you  pretty  Captain  Ogilvu 

And  heir  your  brother's  land  i 
Come  home,  ye  pretty  Captain  Ogilvie, 

Be  eurl  of  Northumberland." 

"  0  what  does  this  mean  ? "  says  the  cajiiaiflg 
"  Where's  my  brother's  children  ihrae  ?  " 

"  They  nre  dead  and  buried. 

And  the  lands  they  are  ready  for  thee.' 
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"  Then  hoiat  tip  jour  sails,  brave  captain, 

Lei's  be  jovial  aad  free) 
I'll  10  Northumberland,  and  heir  my  estale, 

Then  my  dear  Jeaoy  I'll  see." 

He  won  came  lo  Ciu« tie- Gordon, 

And  down  upon  the  green  ; 
The  porter  gave  out  with  a  loud  shout, 

"  Here  comes  Captain  Ogilvie." 

•*  You're  welcome,  pretty  Cftj>tiun  Ogilvie, 
Your  fortune's  ndvanceil  I  hear ; 

No  stranger  can  come  unto  my  gates, 
That  I  do  love  so  dear." 

Sir,  the  lA3t  time  I  was  at  your  gates, 
You  would  not  let  me  io  ; 
Tra  come  for  my  wife  and  children, 
No  friendship  else  I  claim." 

Come  in,  prelty  Captain  Ogilvie, 
And  drink  of  the  beer  and  the  nine ; 
And  thou  shalt  hove  gold  and  silver, 
To  count  till  the  cloek  strike  nine." 

Ill  have  none  of  your  gold  and  silver. 
Nor  none  of  your  while  money ; 
But  ni  have  ht^nny  Jeany  Gordon  ; 
And  she  shall  go  now  with  me-** 
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Then  Ahe  cnmu  irippiag  down  the  alair, 

Willi  the  tear  inW  her  eye ; 
One  babe  wad  tit  her  fbol,  ' 

Anoiher  upon  her  kaee. 

"  You're  welcome,  Iwnny  Jeaoy  Gordon, 

With  my  young  fiimily ; 
Aloiinl  Slid  go  lo  Nonhumberland, 

There  a  oouaiess  thou  Bhftlt  b«,* 


THE  LAIRD  O'LOGIE. 


MinttrtUy  of  the  ScoUuh  Border,  iii.  181. 

An  edition  of  this  ballad  was  published  in  Herd's 
Scottish  Songa^  (i.  54,)  and  there  b  styled  The  Young 
Laird  of  Ochiltrie.  Scott  recovered  the  following  cop}* 
from  recitation,  which  is  to  be  preferred  to  the  other, 
as  agreeing  more  closely  with  the  real  fact,  both  in 
the  name  and  the  circumstances. 

The  incident  here  celebrated  occurred  in  the  year 
1592.  Francis,  Earl  Both  well,  being  then  engaged  in 
a  wild  conspiracy  against  James  VL,  succeeded  in  ob- 
taining some  followers  even  among  the  king's  personal 
attendants.  Among  these  was  a  gentleman  named 
Weymis  of  Logie.  Accused  of  treasonable  converse 
with  Both  well,  he  confessed  to  the  charge,  and  wa?, 
of  course,  in  danger  of  expiating  his  crime  by  death. 
But  he  was  rescued  through  the  address  and  courage  of 
Mai^aret  Tw3mstoun,  a  lady  of  the  court,  to  whom  he 
was  attached.  It  being  her  duty  to  wait  on  the  queen 
the  night  of  Logie's  accusation,  she  lefl  the  royal  cham- 
ber while  the  king  and  queen  were  asleep,  passed  to 
the  room  where  he  was  kept  in  custody,  and  ordered 
Uie  guard  to  bring  the  prisoner  into  the  |)re8ence  of 
iheir  m^esties.     She  received  her  lover  at  the  cham 


110  THE   LAIRD   O'  LOOIE. 

ber  door,  commanding  the  guard  to  wait  (hi?re,  tiv! 
conveyed  him  to  a  window,  from  whioh  he  escspcJ  iij 
s  long  cord.  This  is  Mie  slor;  as  related  in  Thi  Hi* 
forte  of  King  James  (Ae  Sext,  quoted  by  Scott 


J  WILL  sing,  if  je  will  h 

If  ye  will  hearken  u 
Tlie  king  has  tA'en  a  poor  prisoner, 

The  wanlon  laird  u'  young  Logie. 

Toung  Logic's  laid  in  Edinburgh  chapel, 
Caraiichaera  the  keeper  o'  the  key; 

And  May  Margaret's  Inmentiiig  sair, 
A'  for  the  love  of  young  Logic, 

May  Miirgiiret  sila  in  tbe  queen's  booir, 
Knicking  her  Dngers  ane  by  ane. 

Cursing  the  day  that  she  e'er  was  bom. 
Or  that  she  e'er  heard  o'  Logie'a  Dame.' 

"  Lament,  lament  na.  May  Margaret, 
And  of  your  weeping  let  me  bej 

For  ye  maun  to  the  king  himsell. 
To  seek  the  life  o'  young  Logic." 

May  Margaret  has  kilted  her  gi-een  cleiding 
And  she  has  ciirl'd  back  lier  yellow  h 


If  T  canna  get  young  Logic's  life, 

Farewell  to  Scotlani!  for  e 


Tien  she  cmoe  before  the  king, 
She  knelit  lowly  on  her  knee. 
•0  what's  ihe  maiter,  Mny  Margaret? 
And  what  need's  a'  this  couricaie  i" 

•A  boon,  a  boon,  my  nolile  liege, 
A  l)oon,  a  boon,  I  beg  o'  thee  ! 
An<l  ihu  first  boon  that  I  onme  to  crave 
to  grant  me  the  life  o'  young  Logie." 

■O  na,  0  na,  May  Margaret, 
Forsooth,  and  so  it  mauna  be  ; 

Vof  a'  the  gowd  o'  fair  Scotland 

Shnll  not  save  the  life  o'  young  Logie." 

But  she  has  stown  the  king's  I'edding  kainii 
Likewise  the  queen  her  wedding  knife  i 
And  sent  the  tokens  to  Carmichnel, 

To  caii^e  young  Logie  get  his  life. 

She  sent  him  a  purse  o*  the  red  gowd, 

Another  o'  the  white  monie  ; 
Site  sent  him  a  piiilol  for  each  hand, 

And  bade  him  shoot  when  he  gat  Iroe. 

Wlipn  he  t«me  to  ihe  Toll»ioili  piair, 
There  he  lei  his  vi.llpy  Hue; 
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Il  muile  the  king  io  hia  cbamber  sUrt, 
E'en  in  ihe  bed  where  he  might  be 

"  Gae  out,  gae  out,  my  merrymen  a', 
And  bid  Carmicbael  come  speak  to  me; 

For  ril  lay  my  life  Ihe  pledge  o'  llifti. 
Thai  yttn's  the  shol  o'  young  Logie," 

When  Caiinichnel  name  before  the  king, 
He  fell  low  down  upon  his  kiiue  ; 

The  very  firal  word  that  Ihe  king  spake 
Was. — "  Where's  the  laird  of  young  Lo^fl 

Carmicbael  tum'd  bim  round  about, 
(I  wot  Ihe  lenr  blinded  hia  e'e,) — 

"  There  came  a  token  frae  your  grace 
Hue  ta'en  away  the  laiitl  t'rae  me," 

**  Hart  Ibou  play'd  me  that,  Carmichael  ? 

And  ha^t  thou  play'J  me  tbat?"  quoth  h 
**  The  mom  the  Justice  Court's  to  stand. 

And  Ixigie's  place  ye  maun  supplie." 

Camiichael's  awa  to  Margaret's  bower. 

Even  a3  f*^t  as  he  may  drie, — 
"  0  if  young  Logie  be  within, 

Tell  him  to  come  and  speak  with  me ! " 

May  Murgarel  lum'd  her  round  about, 
(I  wot  a  loud  hiugh  laughed  ehe,)— 


thk  laird  o   looir. 

"  The  egg  is  chipp'd,  the  bird  is  flown, 
Te'll  see  nae  mair  of  young  Logi&" 

The  tane  is  shipped  at  the  pier  of  Leith, 
The  tolher  at  the  Queen's  Ferrie  ; 

And  she's  gotleu  a  father  to  her  baim, 
The  wanton  laird  of  joung  Logre. 


THE  GTPSIE  LADDIE. 


This  bulloil  first  appearoil  in  priat  in  tbe  7W 
Talde  Miscellany,  (li.  283,}  from  whic-h  it  itas  tdopuA 
inlo  Uiird's  and  Hnkortoii's  colU'i^Ciona,  Jobiuon'f 
Muftum,  and  Ritaan's  ScirUinh  Suiigf.  The  venion 
here  BelecloJ,  ihal  of  Finlay,  (StoHm*  Italladf.  ii.  89,) 
is  ncnrly  the  name,  but  hns  two  more  stantu,  die 
thinl  and  the  fourth.  DitTercnt  vopiei  (u«  girea  in 
Molhcmi'll's  Atinflrelrfi,  p.  360,  Smith's  ScoOuh  Jftf 
*Wei.  ill.  au,  n*  Aiffs  o/  England  ami  Sctnlaitd,  Q)J 
Peter  Cuiininghnro,)  ii.  343,  nod  Sbelilon's  MruMfaf 
e/  (Ae  Eo(;(uA  Bonier,  p.  828,  (see  our  AppendisO 
olhera,  which  we  h&vc  not  seen,  in  Mactiij^arl's  ffitt 
luiiidian  Dictionary,  Chambers's  Seollinh  Gypiiet,  tXii 
The  Seol'i  Magaane  for  November,  1817. 

There  is  a  popular  tradition,  possesnng,  we  belieTei 
no  foundaiion  in  faot,  that  the  incidents  of  this  btllod 
belong  to  the  history'  of  the  noble  family  of  CassilK 
'i'be  Ijady  Jean  ilamilton,  dati^jhtur  of  ih?  Karl  of 
Wadiliogton,  is  said  to  have  been  constraiiirrl  in  itikny 
a  grim  Covenauter,  John,  Earf  of  CMsili?.  though  btt 
ftlTectioas   wore  already  engaged  to  Sir  John  Fia  df 


Tin;  (iVL'.-n:  lad  dm:.  1 1  j 

Duiibaj  III  1613.  several  years  after  their  union, 
when  iho'  Countess  had  given  birth  to  two  or  three 
child)  en f  her  husband  being  absent  from  home  on  a 
mission  to  the  Assembly  of  Divines  at  Westminster, 
Sir  John  presented  himself  at  Cassilis  Castle,  at- 
tended by  a  small  band  of  gypsies,  and  himself  dis- 
guised as  one.  The  reooUection  of  her  early  passion 
proved  stronger  than  the  marriage  v  ow,  and  the  lady 
eloped  with  her  former  lover.  But  before  she  had 
got  far  from  home,  the  Earl  happened  to  refum. 
Learning  what  had  occurred,  he  set  out  in  pursuit 
with  a  considerable  body  of  followers,  and,  arresting 
the  fugitives,  brought  them  back  to  his  castle,  where  he 
banged  Sir  John  and  his  companions  on  a  great  tree 
before  the  gate.  The  Countess  was  obliged  to  wit- 
ness the  execution  from  a  chamber  window,  and  after 
A  short  confinement  in  the  castle,  was  shut  up  for  the 
rest  of  her  life  in  a  house  in  May  bole,  four  miles  dis- 
tant, which  had  been  fitted  up  for  her,  with  a  stair- 
case on  which  were  carved  a  set  of  heads  represent- 
ing her  lover  and  his  troop. 

Unfortunately  for  the  truth  of  the  story,  letters  are 
in  existence,  written  by  the  Earl  of  Cassilis  to  the 
Lady  Jean,  after  the  date  of  these  events,  which  prove 
the  subsistence  of  a  high  degree  of  mutual  affection 
and  confidence;  and  Finlay  assures  us  that  after  a 
diligent  search,  he  had  been  able  to  discern  nothing 
that  in  the  slightest  confirmed  the  popular  tale.  The 
whole  story  is  perhaps  the  malicious  invention  of  an 
enemy  of  the  house  of  Cassilis,  and  as  such  would 
not  be  unparalleled  in  the  history  of  ballad  poetry. 
See  Dauney's  Ancient  Scottish  Melodies ^  p.  269,  and 
Chambers's  Scottish  Ballads^  p.  143. 


LAIRD  OF  DRUM. 


Fboh  Kitiloch'a  Ancient  Seotluh  Ballodx,  p.  iOCI, 
Obtained  from  rudtation.  Another  copy  is  fumirfied 
by  Butlian,  BaUada  of  ihe  Norlh  of  ScoOaad,  ii. 
194,  whieli,  niiheoine  variations,  U  printed  a^n  in 
Scallish  Traditional  Vernionso/AncitnlBaUadt.FBK] 
Societ)',  vol.  xfii,  p.  63. 

"  This  tNillad,"  says  Kinlocb,  ^aa  compoeed  on  tin 
marriage  of  Alexander  Irvine  of  Drum  to  his  ceeoDil 
wife,  Mni^ret  Coutia,  a  woman  of  inferior  birth  and 
manners,  which  atep  gave  great  offence  to  his  reli' 
tions.  He  had  previously,  in  IG13,  tnairied  Harvi 
fourth  daughter  of  George,  second  Marquis  of  HnnLl^ 


The  Laird  o'  Dnira  is  n  wooing  gone, 

It  was  on  a  morning  early, 
And  he  baa  fawn  in  wi'  a  bonnie  may 

A-ahearing  at  her  barlej. 

"  My  bonnie  may,  my  weel-faur'd  mxy, 

0  will  ye  fancy  rae,  0  ; 
And  gi\e  and  be  the  lady  o'  Drum, 

And  lat  your  shearing  abee,  Of" 


LAIKD   or   DRUIC 


■  It's  I  winna  fancy  thee,  kind  sir, 
I  winaa  fiincy  ihee,  0, 
■X  vinna  gae  and  be  Lady  o'  Drum, 
And  lat  my  shearing  abce,  0. 

■  "Bui  Bctyour  Igve  on  onitber,  kiiid  sir, 
Set  it  pot  on  ine,  0, 
Por  I  am  not  fit  lo  be  your  bride, 
And  your  Uure  I'll  never  be,  O. 

PMy  father  he  is  a  shepberti  mean, 
Keeps  sheep  on  yonder  hill,  O, 
id  ye  may  gae  and  speJr  at  him, 
For  I  am  at  bb  will,  0." 


Dram  is  to  her  father  gane, 
Keeping  bis  abeep  on  yon  hill,  0  i 

And  be  has  gotten  hia  eonseat 
Ttiat  (he  may  waa  at  iiis  will,  0. 

•  But  my  dochter  can  neither  read  nor  writes 
She  waa  ne'er  brought  up  at  sch^iel,  O; 

But  weel  can  she  milk  cow  and  ewe, 
And  mak  a  kebbuck  weel,  O. 


"  She'll  win  in  your  bam  at  bear-seed  lime, 
Cast  out  your  muck  at  Yule,  0, 

Slie'll  saddle  your  Bleed  in  lime  o"  need, 
And  draw  aff  your  boots  hersell,  0." 


LAtBD    OF  DRinC 


"  Have  not  I  no  clergymen  ? 

Piiy  1  no  clergy  fee,  O  ? 
ni  Bciieel  her  as  I  think  fit, 

And  OS  I  (Link  wesl  to  be,  O. 

"  I'll  learn  your  lassie  to  read  and  tnita>  < 
And  m  put  her  to  the  scheel,  O  ; 

She'll  neither  need  to  saddle  my  sleed, 
Nor  draw  aff  my  boots  bersell,  O. 

Bat  wlia  nill  bake  my  bridal  bread. 
Or  brew  my  bridnl  ale,  O  j  j 

And  wha  will  welcome  my  bonnic  bridc^ 
Ib  niair  than  I  can  tell,  0." 

Drum  is  to  the  hielands  gane, 

For  to  mak  a'  ready, 
And  a'  the  gentry  round  abont, 

Ci'ied,  "  Yon()er*s  Drum  and  hiB  lftdyV'1 

"Peggy  Coutts  ia  a  very  bonnie  bride, 
And  Drum  is  a  wealthy  laddie. 

But  he  mtcbt  hac  chosen  a  hier  mateh. 
Than  onie  shepherd'a  lassiei/' 

Then  up  bespak  his  brither  John, 

Says,  "Te'Te  deen  us  meikle  wrsng,  0| 

YeVe  married  een  below  our  degree, 
A  lake  to  a'  our  kin,  O." 


J^    lO&t;    H'  n     UU|-  Alii,    \J,  ^^^_ 
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I  have  decii  yuu  lui  wnuig,  O  ; 
For  I've  married  een  to  wirk  and  win, 
And  yeVe  married  een  to  spend,  O. 

^  The  first  time  that  I  had  a  wife, 
She  was  far  abeen  my  degreei  O ; 

I  durst  na  come  in  he*  presence, 
But  wi'  my  hat  upa  my  knee,  O. 

^  The  first  wife  that  I  did  wed, 
She  was  far  abeen  my  degree,  O  ; 

She  wadna  hae  walk'd  to  the  yetts  o'  Dnmiy 
But  the  pearls  abeen  her  bree,  0. 

**  But  an  she  was  ador'd  for  as  much  gold, 

As  Peggy's  for  beautie,  O, 
She  micht  walk  to  the  yetts  o'  Dram, 

Amang  gueed  companie,  O." 

There  war  four  and  twenty  gentlemen 

Stood  at  the  yetts  o*  Drum,  O  ; 
There  was  na  ane  nmang  tliem  a' 

That  welcomed  his  lady  in,  O. 

He  has  tane  her  by  the  milk-white  hand, 

And  led  her  in  him:«el,  O, 
And  in  thro'  ha's,  and  in  thro'  bouers,— 

"  And  yeVe  welcome,  Lady  o'  Drum,  0." 
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Thrice  he  kissed  her  cheriy  oheek, 
And  lUrice  her  cherry  ehui,  O  ; 

And  IweDty  times  her  coraelj  mou', — 
"  Aud  ye're  welcome,  Lady  o'  Drum,  Ql  J 


"  Ye  sail  he  oook  in  my  kitchen, 

Builer  in  my  ha',  O  j 
Te  sail  he  Iiidy  in  my  command, 

Whtto  I  ride  ikr  uwh,  0." — 


"  But  I  told  ye  afore  we  war  wed, 
I  was  owre  low  for  thee,  0 ; 

But  DOW  we  are  wed,  and  in  ae  hed  laid. 
And  ye  maun  be  content  wi'  me,  O. 


"  For  an  I  war  dead,  and  ye  war  dead. 
And  baith  in  ae  grave  laid,  0, 

And  ye  and  I  war  lane  up  again, 
Wha  could  dlEian  your  mouls  frae  imn€ 


LADY  ANNE  BOTHWELL'S  LAMENT. 

The  unhappy  lady  into  whose  mouth  some  unknown 
poet  has  put  this  lament,  is  now  ascertained  to  have 
been  Anne,  daughter  to  Bothwell,  Bishop  of  Ork- 
ney. Her  faithless  lover  was  her  cousin,  Alexander 
Erskine,  son  to  the  Earl  of  Mar.  Lady  Anne  is  said 
to  have  possessed  great  beauty,  and  Sir  Alexander 
was  reputed  the  handsomest  man  of  his  age.  He  was 
first  a  colonel  in  the  French  army,  but  afterwards 
engaged  in  the  service  of  the  Covenanters,  and  came 
to  his  death  by  being  blown  up,  with  many  other  per- 
sons of  rank,  in  Douglass  Castle,  on  the  30th  of  August, 
1640.  The  events  which  occasioned  the  ballad  seem 
to  have  taken  place  early  in  the  seventeenth  century. 
Of  the  fate  of  the  lady  subsequent  to  this  period  noth- 
ing is  known.  See  Chambers,  Scottish  Ballads^  p.  150, 
and  The  Scots  Musical  Mtmeum,  (1853,)  iv.  203*. 

In  Brome's  comedy  of  The  Northern  Lass^  or  the 
Nest  of  FoolSy  acted  in  1632,  occur  the  two  following 
itanzas.  They  are,  perhaps,  a  part  of  the  original 
I^ament,  which  certainly  has  und(>rgone  great  altera- 
tions in  its  progress  down  to  our  tunes. 
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■e  ntyward  diuldy'*  goD«, 
And  never  vill  recalled  be, 
By  cryat  of  either  Ihea  or  mo: 
For  thoulr]  wee  cry 
Until  we  dye. 
Wen  coiilO  not  tcnnt  hi)  emelt^. 

Balloa,  balk/B,  Jfco. 

"  He  neodi  mlghi  In  hinuclft  ftnwe* 
What  iliim  tucceulrely  mifcht'st  liej 
Aiui  could  lice  Ibeii  (I'unigh  ne  raragna) 
Hb  inruiit  tenre,  ere  heo  did  know 

How  like  Ihe  <lui 

Would  be  the  l>d. 
Id  time  lo  muko  fciixi  m&ydens  glnd? 
Balbiu,  balioie,  Sk." 


The  fir^t  profusKd  eilition  of  this  piece  »  in  tbi 
Third  Part  of  Wataoi.'s  Calleiiion  of  Gwiic  and  Stnati 
ScaU  Poemt,  p.  19 ;  the  oext  in  the  Tea-Talilt  Sif 
cetlanij,  i.  161,  Both  of  these  copies  ti»ve  btiBn  mod- 
ei'dIzqiI,  but  Ranuay'a  is  the  better  of  the  two,  and 
equally  autlieiitif.  We  therclbro  Hileot  RwiiMy'*! 
and  )uld  to  il  Puny'g,  whiuh  oonUins  three  slanxu  ti« 
Ibunil  in  the  others,  aud  [ireservea  Mmenrhat  mora  of 
the  air  of  aDlii:|ulty.  There  is  a  version  exteodiog  t> 
fifl«etk  slanxas,  urrauged  in  a  veiy  differeiit  ortler,in 
Evans's  U/</  BaUadi,  u  159.  Heid,  Ritaou,  &c.,  havu 
folloned  Ratiuay. 


Balow,  my  boy,  ly  still  onJ  sleep, 
[t  grieves  me  sore  to  hear  thee  weep : 
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If  thou'lt  be  silent,  I'll  be  glad, 

Thy  mourning  makes  my  heart  full  sad. 

Balow,  my  boy,  thy  mother's  joy, 

Thy  father  bred  me  great  annoy. 

Bodowy  my  hoy,  ly  sttU  and  deepj 
It  grieves  me  sore  to  hear  thee  weep. 

Balow,  my  darling,  sleep  a  while. 
And  when  thou  wak*st,  then  sweetly  smile ; 
But  smile  not  as  thy  father  did, 
To  cozen  maids,  nay,  Grod  forbid ; 
For  in  thine  eye  his  look  I  see. 
The  tempting  look  that  ruin'd  me, 
Balow,  my  hoy,  Sfc. 

When  he  began  to  court  my  love. 
And  with  his  sugared  words  to  moye, 
His  tempting  face,  and  flattering  chear 
In  time  to  me  did  not  appear ; 
But  now  I  see  that  cruel  he 
Cares  neither  for  his  babe  nor  me. 
Balow,  my  boy,  SfC. 

Fareweel,  fareweel,  thou  falsest  youth 
That  ever  kist  a  woman's  mouth  ; 
Let  never  any  after  me 
Submit  unto  thy  courtesy  ! 
For,  il*  they  do,  O !  cruel  thou 
Wilt  her  abuse,  and  care  not  how. 
Bilmo,  my  boy.  S^c, 


!6     1,ADT  AIWE  bothwell's  tixtxi. 

I  Wits  loo  cred'lous  at  the  first, 
To  yield  thee  all  &  maiden  dunt ; 
Tliou  swore  for  ever  true  to  prove. 
Thy  faith  uncliang'd,  unchang'd  ihy  lovaj' 
But  quick  as  thought  the  change  is  wtod^E, 
Thy  love's  no  mair,  thy  promise  noughL 
£aIoie,  my  hoy,  S;e. 

I  wish  I  were  a  maid  again  ! 
From  young  men's  flalt'ry  Td  refrain 
For  now  unto  tuy  grief  I  find 
Tliey  at]  are  perjur'd  and  unkind  ; 
Bewitching  clianns  bred  al!  my  harms; — ^1 
Witness  my  babe  lies  in  my  arms. 
Balow,  my  boy,  ^e. 

I  take  my  fale  from  bad  to  worse. 
That  I  must  needs  be  now  a  ourae. 
And  lull  my  young  son  on  my  lap ; 
From  me,  sweet  orphan,  lake  the  pap. 
Ualow,  my  child,  thy  mother  mild 
Shall  wail  as  from  ail  bli^  exil'd. 
BahtB,  my  boy,  <^c. 

fialow,  my  boy,  weep  not  for  me, 

"Whose  greatest  grief's  for  wronging  tJ 
Nor  pity  hw  deserved  smart. 
Who  can  bUme  none  but  her  fond  faeutlfl 
For,  loo  soon  irusiinginiest  finds 
With  fuiresl  tongues  are  fklsen  minds. 
Allow,  my  boy,  4'C- 


I 
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Balow,  my  boy,  ihy  father's  fled, 
When  lie  the  ilirifde^s  son  has  played  j 
Of  vows  ainl  onliis  forgetful,  he 
Preferr'ii  (he  wars  lo  ibee  and  me. 
But  now,  perhaps,  thy  cur^e  and  mine 
Make  him  eat  acorns  widi  the  ewine. 
Baiow,  my  boy,  S;c, 

13ul  curse  not  him  ;  perhaps  now  be, 
Slang  with  remore«,  is  bleGaing  lliee : 
Perhaps  at  death ;  for  who  can  tell. 
Whether  the  judge  of  heaven  or  hell, 
By  some  protid  foe  has  striicii  the  blow, 
And  laid  the  dear  deceiver  low  P 
BaloiB,  my  boy,  ^c. 

I  wish  I  were  into  the  bounds 
Where  he  liea  smolher'd  in  his  wounds, 
Repealing,  oa  be  pants  for  air. 
My  name,  whom  onre  be  call'd  his  fair; 
No  woman's  yet  so  fiercely  set, 
But  she'l]  forgive,  tliough  nut  forget. 
Bahic,  my  buy,  l^c. 

If  linen  lucks,  for  my  love's  sake. 
Then  quickly  to  him  would  I  make 
My  amockjoncu  for  his  body  meet. 
And  wrap  him  in  ibat  winding-sheet. 
Ah  me!  how  happy  bud  I  been, 
If  he  bad  ne'er  been  wrnpt  therein. 
Balnw,  my  hoy,  ^c. 


V 


LA,Or  A.KNC  bothwkll's  LAMOn* 


Balow,  my  boj,  PU  weep  for  thee: 
Too  800Q,  alake,  tliou'lt  weep  for  me : 
Tbj  griefs  are  growing  lo  a  sum, 
God  grant  thee  paiience  when  Ihey  cot 
Bom  to  euBliun  tby  motLer's  shame, 
A  hapless  faie,  a  bastard's  name- 

Balow,  my  hoy,  ly  still  and  tUep, 
U  grievet  me  gore  lo  hear  Out  tnqv. 


■Frou  a  copj  in  the  Editor*!  fblJu  MS.,  convcted 
bj>  anotber  in  AUiin  Ramsay's  MUcellaiti/," 

Balow,  my  babe,  Ije  still  and  stelpe  I 
It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  thee  weipe ; 
If  llioQst  be  silent,  lae  he  glad. 
Thy  maintng  maks  my  heart  ful  Had. 
BaloW)  my  boy,  thy  mothers  joy, 
Thy  father  breides  me  great  nnuoy. 
BalmD,  mif  babe,  !y  ttil  ami  »Mpe, 
B  ffrieees  me  lair  to  tee  thee  weepe. 

Whan  he  began  to  court  my  luve, 
And  with  his  sugred  wordiss  to  mtive, 
HiB  faynings  fals  and  flattering  cheire 
To  me  that  time  did  not  appeire : 
But  now  I  see,  most  crueil  bee 
Cares  neither  for  my  babe  nor  uiee. 

BaloK,  ^e. 
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LjG  stiti,  my  darling,  sleipe  a  while, 
And  when  thou  wnkest,  sweitly  smile  i 
But  ^mile  not,  as  II17  father  did. 
To  cozen  maids  j  nay,  God  forbid  ! 
But  jett  I  feire,  thou  wilt  gae  neire 
Thy  fatheris  hurt  and  face  to  Ijeirc 

I  cannae  cb use,  but  ever  will 
Be  luving  lo  thj  father  stilt : 
Whaireir  he  gae,  whaireir  he  ryde. 
My  luTe  with  him  doth  still  abyde : 
In  weil  or  wae,  whaireir  he  gae, 
Aline  hart  can  neire  depart  him  trae> 

But  doe  not,  due  not,  pretty  miue, 
To  fsynings  fals  thine  hart  incline; 
Be  loyal  to  thy  luver  trew, 
Aod  nevir  change  her  for  a  new  ; 
If  gude  or  fftire,  of  hir  have  care, 
For  womens  bonniag  'a  wonderous  sfur. 
Saiow,  Sfc. 

Baime,  sin  thy  cruel  father  19  gane^ 

Thy  winsome  Giniles  maun  eise  my  puM|fl 

My  babe  and  I  '11  together  live. 

He'll  comfort  me  when  cares  doe  grierei  1 

JIj  biibe  and  I  right  saft  will  ty, 

And  ijuite  forgeit  man's  cruelty. 

Balow,  ^. 
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Thksb  beautlM  verses  are  thoaght  lo  be  onl;  t 
jBU-t  of  Lord  Jamie  Douglas,  (see  the  ni-ii  pie«,)  ia 
one  copy  or  another  of  which,  accordiog  lo  Molli' 
erwell,  ueurl;  all  of  tfaem  are  to  be  fouod.  Ibq' 
were  (ii^  published  in  the  Tea-T<Mg  Miac^imf,i^ 
231,)  niid  ore  hero  given  as  they  there  appear,  Kp 
arstc  from  an  explii'il  slory.  Allhouj'h  in  tLiscoiiditioa 
they  must  be  looked  upon  as  a  fragment,  still,  (be;  vi 
too  svikwardly  introduced  in  the  ballail  aborc  rnt"- 
tioned,  and  too  sujierior  to  the  re*i  of  the  i.-om))osiiii", 
to  allow  of  our  believing  that  they  have  as  yi-l  fouii'l 
their  proper  connettinn. 

Ill  JohnEon'a3f lueum,  (i.  IGG,)  besides  several  trillinl 
varialions  from  Rainsay'i  copy,  the  fourth  is  rejill^l 
by  Uic  following : 


Then  ihnll  my  Inre  prove  true  to 
The  third  stanza  stands  thus  iu  a  Chrlmnaan 
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uoied  hj  Lefdtn  from  a  "  MS.  CauUu  of  the  b 

art  of  the  ITth  oi?nlury : " 


I 


Hay  troly  lolf,  love  li  joly, 

A-w-hxIevhlllitUnon; 
Whan  it  i>  old,  it  grow«  full  oold^- 

Wm  worth  ths  love  anlrael 

OlfigilivUof  Seolbmd,i.t>H. 

0  W4I.Y,  waly  up  (lie  bank. 
And  waly,  waly  down  (be  brae. 

And  wuly,  waly  yon  bum  side, 
Where  I  and  my  love  wont  to  gae. 

1  lean'd  my  back  unto  an  aik, 
thought  it  was  a  trusty  tree  j 

But  first  it  bow'd,  and  syne  il  brak, 
Sae  my  true  love  did  lightly  me  1 

O  waly,  waly,  but  lore  be  bonny, 

A  little  time  while  it  is  new  ; 
But  when  'tis  ould,  it  woxeth  cauld. 

And  fades  away  libe  the  morning  deir. 

0  wherefore  should  I  busk  my  head  ? 

Or  wherfore  should  I  kamc  my  htur? 
For  my  true  love  has  me  forsook, 

And  Bays  he'll  never  love  me  mair. 

Now  Arlhur-Seat  shall  be  my  bed, 
Tlie  sheets  shall  nyV'r  be  fyl'd  by  moi 
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Saint  Anion's  well  shall  be  mj  drink, 
Sine's  in^  true  love  has  forsaken  me. 

Martinmas  wind,  when  wilt  thou  blaw, 
And  shake  the  green  leaves  off  Uie  trett 

0  gentle  death,  when  wilt  thou  come? 
For  of  my  life  I'm  weary. 

Tts  not  the  frost  tbnt  freezes  fell,  ■ 

Nor  blawing  snaw's  inclemency;  I 

'Tia  not  sic  cauld  that  miikes  me  cry,  ' 
But  my  love's  heart  grown  cauld  to  m& 

When  we  came  in  by  Glasgow  town, 
We  were  a  comely  sight  to  tee  ; 

My  lore  was  clad  in  ibe  black  velvet, 
And  I  my  sell  in  cramasie. 

But  bad  I  wist,  before  I  kisi^d, 
That  love  had  been  sae  ill  to  win, 

I'd  lock'd  my  heart  in  a  ease  of  g 
And  pin'd  it  wilb  a  silver  pin. 

Ob,  oh,  if  my  young  babe  were  boni. 

And  set  Li|mn  the  nurse's  knee, 

And  I  my  sell  were  dead  and  ganel 

For  a  maid  again  Fit  never  be. 
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le  appendix  to  Uoihemell's  Minstr< 
p.  V.  An  imperfect  copy  of  this  balind  was  printed 
in  Finlay'a  collection,  vol.  ii.  p.  4  ;  anothar,  cnljerl  tbe 
l^iril  of  lilackwooil,  in  Kinloch'a,  p.  SO.  Both  of 
ibem  maybescuQ  at  the  end  of  this  volume.  Chambers 
ba3  coBipilcnl  a  ballad  in  four  parte  from  these  ihree 
veniong,  another  in  manuscript,  furniAhed  by  Kinloch, 
Htiil  ihe  verses  just  giten  from  Ranisays  MhteUaiiyi 
and  Aytonn,  more  recently,  hns  made  up  a  ballad  from 
too  copies  obtained  from  recitation  by  Kinloch,  and 
callef)  it  The  Marchioness  of  Dougla*.  BalUtdt  of 
Scotland,  2d  ed.  L  195. 

Tbe  cirtaniBlances  which  gave  rise  to  the  ballad  are 
thus  stated  by  Chambers : ''  James,  second  Kfan|uis  of 
Douglns,  when  aged  twenty-four,  married  at  Edin- 
burgh, on  the  7th  of  September,  1G70,  Liidy  Barbara 
Erakine,  eldest  daughter  of  John,  ninth  Earl  of  Mar. 
This  lady  \a  said  to  have  been  prcviomly  noocd,  with- 
out succe^a,  by  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Lowrie, 
who  on  account  of  his  afterwards  nuurying  Mariotta 
Weir,  heiress  of  Blnekwood,  in  Lanarkahire,  was  com- 
monly called,  according  to  the  custom  of  t>colknd, 
[ho  Tutor,  and  sometimes  the  Laird,  of  Blackwood. 
Lowrie,  who  Feema  to  have  bi-cn  conmderably  ad- 
vanced in  life  at  the  time,  was  ehambcrlain  or  lactor  to 
the  Marquis  of  Douglas ;  a  circumstanec  which  gave  him 
peculiar  faiibties  for  eiacuUog  an  atrocious  scheme 
of  vengeance  be  had  projected  against  the  lady.  Bj 
^  t  bain  of  proveadinga  samewiuii  similar  to  those  of 
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lago,  atiil  Tn  particulnr,  b/ pretouding  to  lini-e  di!<;oT. 
ered  h  p.iirof  men's  iboee  umlemeaUi  llie  ManluDD 
eBs'a  bed,  he  completol;'  aucceedcd  id  breaking  up 
the  nSiactioo  of  the  imfortuDate  couple.  Lonl  D>jus* 
Ins,  who,  thoagh  a  man  of  profligaie  conduct,  VtA 
biihcrto  treated  l)is  vrifv  with  some  desnm  of  poliie- 
neas,  now  renderud  her  life  eo  miserable,  thiit  rbe  «u 
olillged  to  seek  refuge  witli  b<r  father,  llx.-  tad 
came  with  a  Int^e  retinue  to  carry  her  off,  wV'n,  u- 
cording  to  the  ballud,  as  well  at  the  tradition  of  thi; 
country,  a  tuosL  afiecting  scene  took  place.  The  Mu- 
qiiis  liiiiiselt  was  so  much  overcome  by  the  parting  rf 
his  wife  and  child  —  for  die  had  now  borne  ■  soo  — 
that  he  cxpresied,  cTen  in  that  last  hour,  a  desire  of 
being  rei-oncilod  to  her.  But  the  truitorona  Lowrie 
succeeded  in  prevcDting  him  from  dmag  so,  by  a  ir^ 
aimed  Barcasm  at  his  weakneaa.  .  .  .  Regarding  llie 
ultimate  fate  of  the  MarchiuDcss  I  am  altogelber 
ignorant.  It  is,  however,  very  improbable  that  tnj 
rcconi'itintioa  ever  took  place  between  her  and  iiat 
husband,  auch  as  ia  rclatod  in  the  ballad."  ScoOalt 
Ballads,  p.  160.  


O  WALT,  waly  up  the  bank, 
And  waly,  waly  down  the  brae, 

And  waly,  waly  by  yon  burn  side, 
Where  rae  and  my  lord  was  wont  l< 

Hey  nonny  nonnle,  but  love  is  bonnie, 

A  little  while  when  it  is  new ; 
But  when  love  grows  auld  it  grows  n 

And  I'adea  aivny  like  ihe  inomittg  dew. 


^ 


I  lean'd  017  back  ngainst  a 

I  ihocbt  it  was  a  irustie 
But  first  it  bowed,  and  syne  it  break, 

And  SAC  did  mj  fnuse  luve  to  me. 

rtty  mother  tauld  me  when  I  wm  young, 
Tlidt  young  man'^  love  was  ill  to  trow; 
But  untill  her  I  would  give  nae  ear, 
And  alace  ray  am  wand  dings  me  nowt 

|0  wherefore  need  I  busk  my  head  ? 

whei'efore  should  I  kaim  my  hair? 
I  for  my  good  lord  has  me  forsook, 
And  saye  be'U  never  love  me  mair. 

I  Gin  I  had  wixt  or  I  hnd  kisst 

That  young  man's  love  was  eae  ill  to  win, 

I I  would  hae  lockt  my  hert  wi'  a  key  0'  gowd. 

And  pinn'd  it  wi'  a  siller  pin. 

I  ,An  I  had  kent  what  I  ken  now, 
'd  never  crosst  the  wnler  Tay, 

slnyed  still  at  Alhole's  gales  ; — 
le  would  have  mode  rae  bU  lady  gay. 

[  When  lords  and  lairds  cam  to  this  toun. 
And  gentlemen  o'  a  high  degree, 

I I  took  my  auld  son  in  my  arm^ 

And  went  to  my  thambpr  pleasantlie* 
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But  wlmn  loi-ds  and  lairds  come'  tlirough  it 

And  gendemea  o'  &  high  degree, 
I  must  sit  alauo  iutill  die  dark. 
And  tlie  babie  on  the  nurse's  knee. 

I  had  a  nurse,  and  ehe  waa  fiiir ; 
She  was  a  dearly  nurae  U(  me ; 
She  look  my  gay  ioi'd  frae  my  side. 

And  used  him  in  her  companie. 

Ana,  awa,  thou  fauee  Blackwood, 
Aye,  and  aii  ill  death  may  thou  die  I 

Thou  wert  the  first  and  occasion  last 
Of  parting  my  gay  lord  and  me. 

When  1  lay  sick,  and  voiy  wck, 

SiL-k  I  was  and  like  to  die, 
A  gentleman,  a  friend  of  mine. 

He  came  on  purpose  to  visit  me 
But  Blackwood  wliisper'd  in  my  lord's 

He  was  ower  long  in  chamlier  nith  D 

When  I  was  sick,  and  very  sick. 

Sick  1  was  and  like  (o  die, 
1  drdw  me  neur  to  my  stairhead. 

And  I  heard  my  aiu  lord  liclitly  me. 


"  Come  dowD,  come  down,  O  Jamie  Duuglns, 
And  drink  ihe  orange  wine  wiih  me  ; 

111  set  Uiec  on  a.  cliair  of  gold. 

And  dadt  thee  kindly  on  my  knee." 

"When  sea  nnd  sand  turn  far  inland, 
And  muBseU  grow  on  ilka  tree, 

"When  cockle  shells  turn  siUer  bells, 
I'll  drink  the  orange  wine  wi'  thee." 

"Whal  aila  you  at  our  youngest  son. 
That  Bits  upon  the  nurBe'sknee? 

Pm  sure  he's  never  done  any  harm, 
An  it's  not  to  his  ain  nurse  and  me." 

tf  I  had  kent  what  I  ken  n,ow. 
That  love  it.n-as  aae  ill  to  win, 

I  should  mi'er  hae  wet  ray  cherry  cheek 
For  onie  man  or  womun's  son. 

When  m;  father  came  to  hear 

That  my  gay  lord  had  forsaken  me,       ■ 
He  sent  five  score  of  his  soldiers  bright 
>     To  take  me  safe  to  my  a 


Up  in  the  roomin'  when  I  arose, 
My  bonnie  pnlace  fur  to  lea', 

tin  at  my  lord's  window, 
lever  a  word  he  would  an; 
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"  Fare  je  weel,  ihen,  Jamie  Douglas 


The  Ear!  of  Mar  i 

And  Is 


s  little  as  ye  care  for  me) 

my  father  dear, 

ee  mj  aia  coantri& 


"  Ye  tliought  that  I  was  like  yoursell, 

And  loving  ilk  aue  I  did  see; 
But  here  I  swi^ar  by  the  heavens  clear, 

I  never  loved  a  man  but  lliee." 

Slowly,  slowly  rose  I  up, 

And  slowly,  slowly  I  cam  down ; 

And  when  bo  saw  me  sit  in  my  coach. 

He  made  his  drums  and  trumpets  aomAm 

When  I  into  my  .coach  was  set. 

My  tenants  all  were  with  me  tane ; 

They  set  Ibem  down  upon  their  knees, 
And  tliey  begg'd  me  lo  come  back  agajik 

It's  "  fare  ye  weel,  my  bonnle  palace  ; 

And  fare  ye  weel,  my  children  three: 
Gkid  grant  your  father  may  get  mair  g 

And  love  thee  better  than  he  h 


It's  "  fare  ye  weel,  my  servants  all  \ 
And  you,  my  bonnie  children  three: 

God  grant  your  father  grace  to  be  kind 
Till  I  see  you  sale  in  my  ain  countrie. 


tOKD  JAUIK   DOCQLAS. 


UI 


But  wae  be  to  jou,  fause  Blackwood, 
Aye,  and  ill  death  mnj  you  die  I 
Te  are  the  Snt,  and  1  hope  tbe  last, 

That  put  stiife  between  my  good  loid  and 


'When  I  came  in  through  Edinburgh  town. 
My  loving  father  came  lo  meet  me, 

TVilh  trumpets  sounding  on  every  side ; 
But  it  was  no  comfoi't  at  all  to  me : 
^or  DO  mirlh  nor  mu^iu  eoiiiidj^  in  my  ear. 
Since  the  Earl  of  ]VIarcb  iius  forsaken  me. 

Hold  your  tongue,  my  daughter  dear. 
And  of  your  weeping  pray  let  abee ; 
^or  I'll  send  lo  him  a  bill  of  divorce, 
And  I'll  get  as  good  a  lord  to  tbee." 

Hold  your  tongue,  my  fatber  dear, 
And  of  your  Boofflng  pray  let  abee ; 
X  would  rather  hae  a  kiss  of  my  ain  lord's  mouth 
As  all  ibe  lords  in  the  north  c< 


^en  she  came  to  her  father's  land, 
The  tenants  a'  aim  her  lo  see  ; 
Fever  a  word  she  could  apeak  lo  them, 
But  llie  buttons  aS  ber  clotbes  did  Sw.^ 


1  Seo  Ani/itiB  J^mtni 
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**  The  linnet  is  a  bonnie  bird, 
And  iif^en  flees  far  &ae  lis  nest: 

So  all  ihe  world  may  pl^nly  see 
They  're  far  awa  lliaC  I  love  best!" 

Sbe  looked  out  at  her  falhcr's  windoir. 
To  tnke  a  view  of  the  countrie ; 

Wlio  did  she  see  but  Jamie  Douglas, 
Aud  along  with  him  ber  children  thraSi 

There  came  a  soldier  lo  the  gale, 
And  he  did  knock  right  hasUlie: 

*•  If  Lady  Douglas  be  wilhin. 

Bid  her  come  down  and  speak  to  me,** 

"  0  come  away,  my  lady  fair, 

Come  away,  now,  alang  with  me: 

For  I  have  hanged  fause  Blackwood 
At  the  very  place  where  he  told  the 


THE  NUTliROWNE  MAIDE. 

iwe  tbe  preservation  of  tliis  beautiful  old  ballad 
I  lo  AnioiiTt  Chrtmicle,  of  which  tbe  cartiest  edition  i* 
UiDUgbt  to  bava  been  printed  iu  15D2.  In  Lanehain's 
account  of  Elizabeth's  visit  to  KenUvrorth.  the  iVu(- 
bniao  Maid  ia  mentioned  as  a  book  by  ilself,  and  there 
is  laia  to  be  at  Oxford  a  list  of  books  offered  for  Bale 
St  that  place  in  1520,  among  which  is  the  Not-Brwm 
Mayd,  priue  one  penny ;  still,  the  ballad  is  not  known 
to  exial  at  present  in  any  other  ancient  form  than  ibat 
of  the  Chronicle.  We  have  no  means  of  detennining 
the  date  of  the  coinposidon.  but  Pon/y  hiw  justly  r«- 
oiarkcd  that  it  is  not  probable  tliiit  an  antiquary  would 
have  inserted  a  piece  in  his  historical  col  lee  lions  which 
he  knuw  to  be  modern.  The  language  ia  that  of  the 
time  at  which  it  was  printed. 

The  ballad  seems  lo  have  been  long  forgotten,  when 
it  was  revived  in  The  Miwe't  Mercurij  for  June,  1707, 
(Percy.)  There  Prior  met  with  it,  and,  charmed  with 
its  merit,  ho  took  the  story  for  the  foundation  of  bU 
Htnry  and  Emma.  Capel,  in  1 760,  piiblisbcd  a  collar 
ed  text  fh>m  two  diilerent  editions  of  the  Chronicle, — 
we  suppose  that  of  ia02,  and  the  second,  wbicfa  wai 
printed  in  1521,  and  exhibits  some  differences.  Percy 
adapted  Capel's  text  with  a  few  alterations,  (Reliqttei, 
U.  30.)  The  text  of  tlie  eilllion  of  1502  has  been 
twice  raprinled  since  Percy's  time :   in  the  OstMura 
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Llcraria,  yol.  i.  p.  15,  And  bv  Mr.  Wright,  ii 
blntk -letter  volume,  London,  1836.     We  liavt 
Mr.  Wripht'fl  teit,  not  neglecting  to  comparo  it  iritk 
that  of  Sir  Egerton  Brydges. 

It  nill  be  interesting  to  compare  with  this  ouUcbleai 
poem  a,  btillad  in  other  languages,  which'  hai  the  mow 
ilriJl;  —  Die  Lind  m  Tlinle,  or  LirbeiproU,  Erk. 
iieuUelier  Liederharl,  p.  1,  3  ;  Ubluid.Ko.  IIG:  Hoff- 
mann,  ScWcJiiscAe  V.  L..  No.  22,  Nieilerlandiwkt  V. 
L;  No.  26 ;  Haupt  and  Schmaler,  V.  L.  dtr  Wtnitea, 
I  12  (Hoffmann). 

Ill  the  sixteenth  centniy  a  ridiculona  attempt  wti 
mode  to  supplant  the  papular  ballads  iu  the  moulhi 
and  aflei'tioiis  of  the  people  by  turning'  them  iiilo 
pious  parocliea.  The  Nal-Brown  Maid  was  treated  in 
this  way,  and  the  result  may  be  seen  in  The  Nea  ti 
borune  Mayd,  printed  by  the  Roxburghe  Ciab,  I 
\>y  the  Persy  Society,  vol.  Ti 


"  Be  it  right  or  wrong,  ll: 

On  women  do  complaine, 
Affermjng  ibis,  bow  that  it  is 

A  labour  spent  in  vaine 
To  love  them  wele.  Tor  never  a  dete 

They  iove  a  taan  ngayne : 
For  leie  a  man  do  what  he  can 

Ther  fiivour  to  atiayne, 
Yet  yf  a  newe  '  do  them  piii^u^ 

Ther  fiirst  trew  lover  than 
liabourelh  for  nought,  and  rrora  her  tlioagU  I 

He  is  a  bonnisUed  mai 


L*I  suy  nol  naj,  but  Ibal  all  day 

It  is  bothe  wril  and  ^yde, 

fsTtli  is,  OA  who  Ba;tb, 

All  uiterly  decayed  : 
iDt  Dcvertheles,  right  good  v 

Id  this  cose  might  be  !u;de, 
Tl»t  they  love  trewe,  and  lontynew, — 

Recorde  the  NTJtbkowne  Maide  ; 
Wliiche  fromhec  love,  nhaii  bur  lo  proT« 

&e  cam  to  make  his  mone, 
Wotde  not  departs,  for  in  her  herte 

She  lovyd  hut  hym  allone." 

Than  betwene  us  leto  us  dbcusM 

Whal  was  all  the  man^r 
Betwene  them  loo  ;  we  wjl  also 

Telle  all  the '  peyne  and  tere 
tTfaat  she  was  in ;  nowe  I  begynne, 

Vherfore  [all]  ye  that  present  h«, 

I  pray  you  geve  an  eare. 
1  am  the  knyght,  i  cum  be  nyght, 

s  I  caD, 
Sayng  '  Alas  1  thus  slondylh  the  case,' 

I  am  a  bannisshed  man  1 '  " 

'  And  I  your  wylle  for  to  fulfylle 
In  ibis  wyl  not  refuse, 

I  Ibey,  >  Soe.  »  onme, 

»0t.  ly.  10 
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Tru3ling  lo  shewe,  in  worfis  fewe, 

Tliut  men  have  iin  ille  aae. 
To  Uier  owne  shame,  wymen  to  blaiH 

And  causi?les  them  accnse  : 
Therfore  to  you  I 

Alle  wymen  to  e 
'  Myn  ovrno  hert  dere,  with  you  what  ohiere  1 

I  prQy  you  telle  anoon  : 
For  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 

1  love  but  you  allon.'  " 

"  It  aiondilh  so :  n  deed  is  do 

Wherof'mochclmrmeshal  grower 
My  desleny  ia  for  to  d^ 

A  shamful  del  lie,  I  Irovre, 
Or  cllis  to  See, — the  ton  must  be : 

None  other  wey  I  linowe. 
But  to  witlidrawe  as  an  outlaw. 

And  take  me  to  my  bo  we. 
Wherfore,  adew,  my  owne  hert  trewe^ 

None  other  red  I  con  ; 
For  I  muste  to  (he  grene  wode  gpo, 

Alone,  a  banny&slied  man." 

"  O  Lorde,  what  is  Ihifl  worldia  bluM 

That  chaungeth  as  the  inone  I 
My  eoraers  day  in  lusty  May 
Is  derked  befoi-e  the  none. 


1  here  jou  saye  Fni^el ;  nay,  nay, 

We  departe  not  wo  «one. 
Why  iay  ye  so  ?     Wlieder  wyl  ye  goo  ? 

Alas,  what  have  ye  done  ? 
Alle  my  welfnre  to  sorow  nnd  care 

Shulde  cliaunge,  yf  ye  were  gon  : 
For  in  my  raynde,  of  all  mankynde 

I  love  but  you  alone." 

"  I  can  beleve  it  shal  you  greve. 

And  somewhat  you  dialniyne ;' 
But  aftyrwarde  your  paynes  liarde, 

Witliin  a  day  or  tweyne. 
Shal  Bone  asloke,  nnd  ye  alml  Uike 

Conforl  to  you  agayne. 
Why  ahuld  ye  nought  ?  for,  to  make  thought 

Your  iabur  were  in  vayne  : 
And  thus  I  do.  and  pray  you,  too, 

As  hertely  as  1  can  : 
For  I  masle  too  the  grene  wode  goo, 

Alone,  ft  banysahed  man." 

"  Now  syih  that  ye  have  shewed  to  me 

The  secret  of  your  mynde, 
I  shal  be  playne  to  you  agajiie, 

Lyke  as  ye  shal  me  fynde : 
Syth  it  is  so  that  ye  wyll  goo, 

I  wol  not  leve  behynde  j 
Shal  never  be  Bayd  the  Nuibrowne  Mayd 

Was  (o  her  love  unkind. 
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Muke  you  redy,  for  800  am  1, 

All  tbough  it  were  tuiooa  ; 
For  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynda 

I  love  bul  you  alonei" 

"  Yel  I  you  rede  to  lake  good  hede 

What'  meii  wyl  ihinke  nnd  aey  j 
Of  yonge  and  olde  it  slial  be  lold, 

That  ye  be  gone  away 
Your  wanton  wylle  for  to  fulfylle, 

Id  grene  wood  you  to  play ; 
And  iLat  ye  mygLt  from  your  delyle 

Noo  lenger  make  delay. 
Rather  than  ye  shtild  thus  for  me 

Be  called  an  ylle  woman, 
Tet  wolde  I  to  the  grene  nodde  goo 

Alone,  a  banysshed  man." 

"  Tliough  it  be  songe  of  olde  and  yongs    i 

That  I  shuld  be  to  blame. 
Theirs  be  the  clinrge  ibat  apeke  so  large   i 

In  hurting  of  my  name. 
For  I  wyl  prove  that  feylhful  love 

It  13  devoyd  of  shame, 
In  your  distresse  and  hevynease, 

To  parte  wyth  you  the  same; 
And  sure  all  thoo  that  doo  not  so, 
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••  I  counsel  yow  remembre  how 
It  is  noo  maj'den^  Inwc, 
'  Kolliing  to  doiiglu,  but  lo  rciino  out 
To  wod  with  an  outluwo. 
For  ye  must  there  In  your  Innde  lera 

A  bowe  10  Lere  niid  drawc. 
And  us  a  ttieef  thus  must  ye  lyeve, 

Ever  in  drede  and  awe  ; 
By  whiche  lo  yow  gret  hanne  mygtil  grow  i- 
Yet  had  I  lever  than 
i  That  I  hud  too  the  grcnewod  goo 
Alone,  a  banysshyd  man." 

1*1  thinke  not  nay;  but,  as  yc  saye, 

o  maydens  lore ; 
■  Bnt  [ove  may  make  me  Tor  your  eake. 

As  ye  hare  said  before, 
I'To  com  on  Tote,  lo  hunle  and  shote 

To  gete  us  melo  and  store  ; 
I  For  «xi  that  I  your  company 
May  have,  I  aske  noo  mores 
From  whiche  to  parte,  il  makilh  myn  herte 

Aa  colde  as  ony  ston  : 
For  in  my  niynde,  of  all  niankynde 
I  love  bul  yoii  alone." 


B       1  love  Dut 


[fiO  THK  ttDTSBOtniE   VAIDS. 

"  For  an  outlawe  this  is  the  Inwe, 

That  men  hjia  take  and  binde, 
Without  pyiee  hanged  to  hee, 

And  waver  with  the  wynde. 
Yf  I  liiid  neede,  as  God  forbede, 

What  reacous  coude  ye  finde  ? 
For  Bothe,  I  Irowe,  you  and  your  bowe 

Shuld'  dran'e  for  fere  behynde  : 
And  noo  nierveyle;  for  lylel  ayayle 

Were  in  your  councel  than  i 
Wherfore  1  loo  the  woode  wyl  goo 

Alone,  ft  hanysshed  man." 

"  Ful  wel  knowe  ye  that  wymen  bee 

Ful  febyl  for  to  fyght ; 
Noo  woiDOiihcd  is  it  indeede, 

To  bee  boldo  a;^  a  knight. 
Yet  in  suche  fere  yf  that  ye  were, 

Amonge  enemys  day  and  nyght, 
I  wolde  wythslonde,  with  bowe  in  haodfl^ 

To  greeve  tbem  as  I  myght, 
And  you  lo  save,  aa  wymen  hftve, 

From  deth  many  one ; 
For  in  my  raynde,  of  all  maokjmde 

I  love  but  you  alone." 

"  Yet  lake  good  hede;  for  ever  I  drede 

That  ye  eoude  not  sustein 
The  thomey  wayes,  the  depe  Taleis, 

Tbe  snowe,  the  frost,  the  reyii, 

IShuL 
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I  The  coWe.  the  hete  ;  for,  dry e  or  wet«, 

1  the  playn : 
I  And  us  aboove  noon  olber  rove 

a  bnike  biiash  or  twiiyne  ; 
\  "Whiclie  sone  sbulde  greve  you,  I  belevu, 

And  yp.  woHe  gladly  than 

[  That  I  hnd  too  the  grecewode  goo 

Aloue,  a  banywhyd  man." 

'Syth  I  have  here  been  partynere 

With  you  of  joy  and  biysse, 
'  must  aiso  parte  of  your  woo 

Endure,  as  reason  is; 
ret  am  I  Bure  of  oo  plesure, 

And  short ly,  it  is  this  ; 
That  where  ye  bee,  mesemeth,  perd^ 

I  conde  not  fare  amysee. 
Wylhout  more  speche.  I  you  besecho 

That  we  were  soon  agone  j 
For  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 

I  love  but  you  alone." 

"Tf  ye  goo  ihedyr,  ye  must  consider, 
Whan  ye  have  lust  lo  dyne, 

Ther  shel  no  mete  be  fore  lo  gete. 
Nor  drinke,  here,  ale,  ne  wine ; 

Ne  shells  dene  lo  lye  betwene. 
Made  of  thred  and  twyne  : 

Noon  oilier  house  but  levys  and  bowea 
^L       To  kever  your  bed 'and  rayn. 

I  Ibe-I,  WriKl.t. 
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Loo,  myn  herle  swele,  this  ylle  djet 
Shuld  mahe  you  pale  and  wan; 

Wherfore  I  lo  the  wood  wjl  goo 
Alone,  a.  banysshid  man." 

"  Anonge  the  wylde  dei-e  suche  an  ardii 

As  nieD  say  ibiit  ye  bee 
Na  may  not  layle  of  good  vit&yle, 

Where  is  so  jirete  plente  ; 
And  walir  cleere  of  tho  ryrere 

Shal  be  ful  swete  to  msi 
Wyth  whiche  in  hele  I  shal  right  w«le 

Endure,  as  ye  shall  see : 
And  er  we  go,  a  bed  or  too 

I  cim  provide  unoon  ; 
For  in  my  myude,  of  all  iiuuikyiide 

I  love  but  you  ulane." 

"  Loo,  yet  befoi'e,  ye  must  doo  more, 

Yf  ye  wyl  goo  with  me. 
As  culle  yuur  here  up  by  your  ere, 

Your  kirtel  by  ihe  knee  ; 
Wylh  bowe  in  liande,  Ibr  lo  withstonde 

Your  enmys,  yf  nede  bee ; 
And  this  same  nyghl,  before  dayliglil. 

To  woodward  wyl  I  flee; 
And  [il']  ye  wyl  all  thia  fiilfyll«, 

Doo  it  ahortely  as  ye  can  : 
Ellis  wil  I  to  the  grene  wode  goo 

Alone,  a  banysshyd  man." 
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*  I  fihal  as  DOW  do  more  for  7011 

Than  longeth  to  womanhede,' 
To  short  my  here,  a  bowe  to  here, 

To  shote  in  tyme  of  nede  : 
0  lay  awBte  moder,  before  all  other, 

For  jou  have  I  most  drede  1 
But  now,  adiew!  I  must  en^ue 

Wher  fortune  dulh  me  leede. 
All  Ibis  tnoke  ye  ;  now  tete  us  ^ee ; 

The  day  eums*  fast  upon  1 
For  in  my  mynile,  of  all  mankynde 

I  lore  but  you  ivlone." 

"Nay,  nay,  not  soo ;  ye  shal  not  goo  | 

And  I  shiil  telle  you  why ; 
Your  appetyte  is  to  be  lyght 

Of  love,  I  wele  aapie  ; 
For  right  aa  ye  have  sayd  to  me, 

In  lyke  wyse,  hardely. 
Ye  wolde  unswere,  nho  bo  ever  it  were* 

In  way  of  company. 
It  19  sayd  of  olde,  sons  hole,  sons  coldfl) 

And  so  19  a  woman ; 
Wheribre  I  loo  the  woadu  wyl  goo 

Alone,  a  banysohid  man." 

*  Yef  ye  take  hede,  yt  ia*noo  nede 

Kucbe  wordis  to  say  bee  me ; 
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For  ufie  ye  preyd,  and  longe  assayed, 

Oi'  I  you  lovid,  perdd. 
And  though  ihat  1  of  auacesUy 

A  barons  dougliLcr  bee. 
Yet  have  you  proved  how  I  yiMi  loTedt 

A  squyer  of  lowe  degree; 
And  ever  shal,  what  so  befalle, 

T)  dey  theribre  anoon  j 
For  in  my  mynde,  of  al  mankyndB 

I  love  but  you  alone." 

"  A  barons  childe  to  bo  begyled, 

II  were  a  cui-ssed  dede  ! 
To  be  I'elow  with  an  outlawe, 

Almyghly  God  forbede ! 
Yet  betiyr  were  the  power  squyer 

Alone  to  forest  yede, 
Than  ye  sliol  saye  aoather  day, 

That  be  [my}  wyked  dede 
Ye  were  betrayed  ;  wherfore,  good  mwdek   I 

The  best  red  lliat  I  can 
Jb  iliat  I  too  the  greene  wode  goO 

Alone,  a  banysshed  man." 

"Whatsoever  befalle,  I  never  Bhal 

Of  this  thing  you  upbraid ; 
But  yf  ye  goo,  and  ieve  me  soo, 

Than  have  ye  me  betmicd. 
Bemembre  you  wele,  hour  that  ye  del^ 

Foi  yf  ye,  as  ye  sayde. 


■ 
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Bo  8o  unkynde  lo  leve  behynd 
Tour  tove,  the  Notbrowne  Maide, 

Trust  mt  Iruly,  that  I  shal  dcy, 
SoDe  aller  ye  be  gone ; 

For  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 
1  love  but  you  nlone." 

*■'  Tef  that  ye  went,  ye  stiulde  repent, 

For  in  the  forcBt  now 
I  have  purveid  me  of  a  maide, 

Whom  I  love  more  than  you  : 
Another  fayrer  than  ever  ye  were, 

Idareilwelavowe; 
And  of  you  boihe  eche  ahulde  be  wrothe 

With  other,  as  I  Irowe. 
It  were  myn  ease  to  lyve  in  pease; 

So  wyl  I,  jf  I  can  ; 
Wlierfore  I  to  the  wode  wjl  goo 

Alone,  a  banysshid  miin." 

■  *T!iough  in  the  wood  I  undiratode 
^P       Ye  had  a  paramour, 

All  this  may  nought  remove  my  IhougLti 

But  that  I  wilbeyour; 
And  she  shal  fynde  me  soHe  aod  kynde 

And  cuneis  every  our, 
Glad  to  fulfylle  all  that  fba  wylle 
Commaunde  me,  to  my  power ; 
^^   Tor  had  ye,  loo,  an  hundred  moo, 

1 
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Yet  wolde  I  be  lUat  oae.' 
For  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 


I  love  but 


" Mjn  ouue  dere  love,  I  see  Ihe  prove 

Tluit  ye  be  kj-nde  and  irewe  ; 
Of  inajiie  and  wyfj  in  all  my  ]y{, 

The  best  that  ever  I  knewe. 
Be  inery  mid  glad,  be  no  more  soil. 

The  co^e  IS  chaiiuged  ncwe ; 
For  it  were  rutlie  that  tor  your  trouth 

You  fihuld  hare  eause  to  rewe. 
Be  not  dismayed  :  whatsoever  I  sftyii 

To  you  whan  I  begnn, 
I  wyl  not  too  the  grene  wod  goo ; 

I  am  noo  bnny^^hyd  mEm." 

**  Theis  tidingis  be  more  glad  to  me 

Tliun  Uj  be  made  a  quene, 
Yf  i  were  sure  they  ehuld  endure  , 

But  it  is  often  seen. 
When  men  vry]  breke  promyae,  they  abebl 

The  wordis  on  the  splene. 
Ye  shape  some  wyle  me  to  begyle, 

And  Elele  fro  me,  I  wenei 
Then  were  the  case  wurs  than  it  was, 

And  1  more  woo-begooe  ; 
For  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 

1  love  but  you  alone." 
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*  Te  Ebal  not  nede  furtlier  lo  drede  : 

X  wyl  DOl  di^[iarage 
Tou,  God  dtitende  1  sith  you  desc«nde 

Of  so  grete  a  linage. 
Hdu  under^toade,  lo  Wejjlmerlaode, 

Which  is  my  berytage, 
1  wyl  you  bringe,  and  wytb  a  ryng^ 

He  wey  of  raaryage, 
I  wyl  you  take,  and  lady  moke, 

Ai  flwrtly  as  1  uan  : 
Thus  have  ye  woiie  an  eries  son, 

Aud  not  u  banyssbyd  man." 

Here  may  ye  see,  that  wymen  be 

In  love  meke,  kinde,  and  stable  : 
Xnte  never  man  repreve  ihem  (haa, 

Or  calle  them  variable ; 
But  rather  prey  God  Uial  we  may 

To  them  be  comfortable, 
Whiche  somtyme  provytb  suche  as  loretti, 

Yf  they  be  cbaritnble. 
For  sith  men  woldc  that  wymcn  eholde 

Be  meke  to  iht'm  echeon, 
Honhc  more  ought  they  to  God  obey. 

And  serve  but  hym  oloue. 


TlIE  RAILIFF'S  DAUGHTER  OF  ISLINGTOS. 


FaoM  Reliques  of  Ancient  English  Poetry,  lii.  177. 
Another  copy  u  in  RItson's  Ancient  Songs,  ii.  134. 

"  From  on  ancient  black-letter  copy  in  the  Fepjt 
collection,  with  some  improvements  commanicaled  by 
■  lady  as  she  had  heard  the  game  recited  in  bee 
youth.  The  full  title  is,  True  lope  requited:  Or,  Of 
BaUiJf's  dauglder  of  /(iiiijton."— PuacY. 


iv)ks  a  youihe,  and  a  well-beloved  yoatli^ 
And  he  waa  a  sqiiirea  son : 
e  loved  the  baylitTes  daughter  dearer 
That  lived  in  Islington. 

Tet  she  was  coye,  and  would  not  belie 

That  be  did  lore  her  eoe, 
Noe  nor  at  any  time  would  she 

Any  countenance  to  him  abawe. 

But  when  his  triendes  did  underBtand 

Hia  fond  and  foolish  minde, 
They  eent  Iiim  up  lo  fniie  London, 

An  apprentice  for  lo  binde. 
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"And  when  he  had  been  aeveu  long  yearea, 
And  never  his  love  could  sei;, — 
"  Many  a  teare  have  I  shed  for  her  sake, 
When  she  little  thought  of  mee," 

tThen  ail  the  maids  of  Islington 
Went  forth  to  spon  and  playe, 
All  but  [he  bajiiffea  daughter  deare  i 
She  seoretlj-  stole  awaye. 
&he  pulled  off  her  govme  of  greene, 

And  put  on  ragged  attire, 
And  to  faire  London  she  would  go, 
Her  true  love  to  enquire. 
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as  she  irent  along  the  high  road, 
The  weather  being  liot  and  drye. 
She  sal  her  downe  upon  a  green  bank. 
And  her  true  love  cmae  riding  byn. 

She  started  up,  with  a  colour  aoe  redd. 
Catching  hold  of  his  bridle-reine  ; 

"One  penny,  one  penny,  kind  sir,"  she  myA. 
**  Will  ease  me  of  much  paine." 

^  Bdbre  I  give  you  one  penny,  sweet-heart, 
Praye  tell  me  where  you  were  borne," 
t*  At  Islington,  kind  sir,"  sayi]  ghee, 
"Where  I  have  hod  many  a  scorne." 


ISO  THE  BAILIFFS  DAUGHTEB  OF  tSLIXflTOI 

"  I  piythee,  sweet-lieart,  then  tell  b 

O  tell  me,  whether  joa  knowe 
The  bayliSes  daugbtei*  of  Islington 

"fahe  is  dead,  sir  long  agoe." 

"  ir  she  be  dead,  then  take  mj  hora^  J 

tity  saddle  and  bridle  also  ; 
For  I  will  iiilo  some  farr  couDtrje, 

WU^re  iJi>e  man  shall  me  knowe." 

*•  0  8t§ye,  0  staye,  thou  goodlye  youlhe. 

She  slandelii  by  thy  ade; 
She  is  hera  alive,  she  is  not  dend. 

Arid  readye  to  be  thy  btide." 

"  0  ftrewell  griefe,  end  welcome  joy^ 

Ten  thousand  times  Iht^retbre ; 
For  nowe  I  have  founde  mine  owne  troe  lof«, 

Whom  I  thought  I  should  never  se«  mara." 


THE  BLIND  BEGGAR'S  DAUGHTEB  OF 
BEDNALL  GREEN. 


Tre  cop7  bere  giTCn  of  this  favorite  popular  ballad 
II  derived  tVom  AncUnl  Poemn,  BaUailt,  and  Song$ 
of  Ike  Peanantry  of  England,  Percy  Society,  xviL  60. 
It  i»  there  printed,  from  a  modem  brondside, "  care- 
fully ct^abed  "  wiUi  a  copy  ia  the  Baglbrd  coUeution. 
In  Percy's  edition,  {Rdii[ueii,  ii.  171,)  beiudcs  many 
trivial  utnendations,  eight  inodera  stanzas  (xnid  to  b« 
the  work  of  Robert  Doibley)  are  substituted  fur  the 
first  five  of  the  Beggar's  second  soiig,  "  to  ri^niovo  ab- 
snrdilies  aoil  inconsistencies,"  aud  to  reconcile  the 
Mory  to  probability  and  true  history !  The  copy  in  A 
CoUtcflon  of  Old  Ballads,  a.  202,  is  not  very  diffurent 
from  the  present,  and  the  few  changes  that  have  been 
nwde  in  the  text  >e1ci-led,  unless  otherwise  oucounted 
for,  ore  adopted  from  that. 

"Pepys,  in  his  diary,  25th  June,  16G8,  speakaof 
going  with  Sir  Willinm  and  Lady  Batten,  and  Sir  J. 
Minnes,  to  Sir  W.  Rider's  at  Bednall  Green,  l«  dia- 
nov, '  a  fine  plaoe ; '  and  adds,  '  This  very  house  was 
built  by  the  Blind  Beggar  of  Bednall  Grccci,  so  mui'h 
talked  of  and  sang  in  ballnds',  but  they  aay  it  iru 
only  MHIM  outbouscs  of  it.'"  Chapfrli,,  Popular 
Vutic  /jftht  Oldtn  Timt,  p.  159. 

L       TOI«  IV.  11 
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THE   BLI»U   BEOCAB3    DAUOHTXB 


Tnia  song's  of  a  beggar  who  long  lost  his  sight, 
And  had  a  fuir  daughter,  most  pleasant  and  brigfil ; 
And  many  a  gallant  bmve  snilor  bad  she. 
And  none  was  bo  comely  as  pretty  Bessee. 

And  though  she  was  of  complexion  most  fiuTi 
Yet  seeing' she  waa  but  a  beggar  his  heir. 
Of  nni-ieijt  housekeepers  despised  was  she, 
Whose  sons  come  as  suitors  ■«  pretty  Besses.  ^M 

Wherefore  in  greiil  sorrow  fair  Bessee  did  m^fl 
"  Good  father  and  mother,  let  me  now  go  aw^t 
To  seek  out  my  forlune,  whatever  il  be ; " 
This  suit  then  was  gnuiled  to  pretty  Bessee. 

Tliis  Bessee,  that  was  of  a  heauly  moat  brigiilr 
They  dail  in  gray  russet,  and  late  in  the  ni^bt 
From  father  and  mother  alone  parte<l  she,        ^M 
Who  sighed  and  sobbed  for  pretty  Bessee.       ^H 

She  went  till  she  came  to  Stralford-at-Bow, 
Then  she  knew  not  whither  or  which  way  to  got 
With  tears  she  lamented  her  sad  destiny. 
So  sad  and  so  heavy  was  pretty  Bessee.  h 

She  kept  on  her  journey  until  it  was  day,        ^H 
And  went  unto  Rumford  along  the  bighw^;    ^ 
And  at  tlie  King's  Arms  entertninod  was  «bcs 
So  fair  and  wcll-favoured  was  pretty  Bessao. 


'  Anil  B«eing. 
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She  had  not  been  there  one  mootli  at  un  end, 
But  maaler  and  mistress  and  all  was  her  friend ; 
And  ever^  brave  gallant  tbat  once  did  her  see 
Wii3  straightway  in  love  witJi  prettj  Bessee. 

Great  giAs  they  did  ?cnd  her  of  silver  and  gold, 
And  in  their  songs  daily  her  love  they  exloU'd ; 
Her  beauty  was  blazed  in  every  degree, 
So  fair  and  so  comely  was  prottj  Bes^ee. 

The  young  men  of  Rumfard  in  her  had  their  joy  | 
She  shewed  herself  courteous,  but  never  [oo  coy, 
And  at  their  commandment  still  she  would  be, 
So  fair  and  so  comely  was  prel^  Besses. 

Four  suilora  at  once  unto  her  did  go, 
They  craved  her  favour,  hut  still  she  said  no ; 
"  I  would  not  have  gentlemen  marry  with  me,"— 
Yet  ever  Ihey  honoured  pretty  Bessee. 

Now  one  of  them  whs  a  gallant  young  knight. 
And  he  came  nnlo  her  disguised  in  the  night; 
The  second,  n  gentleman  of  high  degree. 
Who  wooed  and  sued  for  pretty  Beasee. 

A  merchant  of  London,  whose  wealth  was  oot 

Email, 
Was  then  the  third  suitor,  and  proper  withal ; 
Her  master's  own  son  the  fourih  man  must  be, 
Who  swore  he  would  die  for  proLly  Bessee. 
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"  If  llftt  ihou  wilt  marry  witli  me,"  quotb  Al 

kniglit. 
"  ru  make  ihee  a  laJy  with  joy  and  dt:Ught  i 
My  heart  is  enlhralled  in  ihy  fair  beauty, 
Theji  grant  me  thy  favour,  my  pretty  Bea 


'  quota  vt 

aUghti^H 

BeaseeZ^H 


The  gentleman  said,  "  Come  marry  with  n 
In  Bilks  and  in  velvets  my  Bes^ee  shall  be ; 
My  heart  lies  distracted,  oh  hear  me ! "  qnolh  lie, 
"And  graut  me  thy  love,  my  dear  pretty  Bessee." 

"  Let  me  be  Ihy  bushnnd,"  the  merchant  did  say, 
"Thou  shall  live  in  London  most  gallant  and  g^; 
My  ships  shall  bring  home  rich  jewels  for  thee, 
And  I  will  for  ever  love  preity  Bessee." 

Then  Bessee  she  sighed,  and  thus  she  did  say; 
"My  father  and  mother  I  mean  lo  obey; 
First  gtt  (heir  goodwill,  and  be  faithfiil  to  m*v 
And  you  shall  enjoy  your  dear  pretty  Bessee." 

To  every  one  of  them  that  answer  gfa«  madtt|^^^| 
Therefore  unto  her  they  joyfully  saidf  ^^| 

"  This  thing  to  fulfill  we  all  now  agree  ; 
But  where  dwells  thy  faiher,my  preity  BcaMsf 


"  My  father,"  quoth  she,  "  is  soon  lo  be 
The  wily  hlind  beggar  of  Bednoll  Green, 
That  daily  sits  begging  for  charity, 
He  is  the  kind  father  of  pretty  Bessee. 


OF  BKDITALI.   GREEN.  160 


*  His  marks  and  his  token  are  knowen  foil  weQ) 
He  always  is  led  by  a.  dog  and  n  bell ; 
A  poor  silly  old  man,  God  knoweth,  is  be, 
Yet  he  is  the  true  father  of  preity  Bessee." 

"  Nay,  nay,"  quolU  the  merchiint,  "  ihou  art  not 

for  me ; " 
"  She,"  quoth  tlie  innholder,  "my  wife  shali  not 

bei" 
"  I  loathe,"  aaid  the  gentleman,  "  a  bepgnrs  degree, 
Therefore,  now  farewell,  my  prelly  llessee." 

"Why  then,"  quoth  (he  knighl,  "hnpp  bftler  oi 

worse, 
I  weigh  not  Ime  love  by  the  weight  of  the  purse, 
And  beanly  is  beauly  in  every  degree ; 
Then  welcome  to  me,  my  dear  pretty  Bessee. 

"  "Wilb  thee  to  thy  father  fortliwith  I  will  go." 
"Nay,  forbear,"  quoth  his  kinsman,  ""it  must  not 

beao: 
A  poor  beggars  daughter  it  lody  sha'nl  be  i 
Then  take  ihy  adieu  of  thy  pretty  Bessee." 

As  soon  then  aa  it  was  break  of  ilie  dny, 

The   knight    had   from    Rumfoi'd    stole    BesEee 

The  young  men  of  Rnmfonl,  so  ?ivk'asmay  be, 
Kiido  after  to  fetch  again  prelly  Bessee. 
•  Percy  bn>  Ihickt. 
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As  ewifl  as  the  wind  lo  ride  tbejr  wore  seen, 
Until  they  came  near  unto  Bedoall  Green, 
And  as  the  knight  lighted  most  rourteouAly, 
They  fought  against  him  for  pretty  Bessee. 

But  rescue  came  presently  over  the  plain. 
Or  else  the  knigLt  there  for  liis  love  hiid  been  sUini 
The  fray  being  ended,  they  straightway  did  » 
His  kiu^miui  come  railing  at  pretty  Bessee. 


Then  bespoke  the  Blmd  Beggar,  "Aliho'  I  be  p 
K^l  not  against  my  child  at  my  own  door; 
Though  she  be  not  decked  in  velvet  and  pearl, 
Tet  I  will  drop  angels  with  thee  for  my  girl; 


"And  then  if  my  gold  should  better  her  birlfai  J 
And  equal  the  gold  you  lay  on  the  earth, 
Then  neiiher  rail  you,  nor  grudge  you  lo  sea    ' 
The  Blind  Beggars  daughter  a  lady  to  be. 


epo^H 

rl, 
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"  But  fir^l,  I  will  hear,  and  have  it  well  kDOwn, 
The  gold  that  you  drop  it  shall  be  all  you  own;" 
"With  that,"  they  replied,  ''contented  we  bej" 
"  Then    hcres,"   quoth    the    beggar,  "  for   prel^ 
Bessee." 

Wifh  llmt  an  angel  he  dropped  on  the  ground. 
And  dropped,  in  angels,  fall  three  thousand  pound  i 
And  oftentimes  it  proved  most  plain, 


For  ihe  gentlemans  one,  the  beggar  dropped  ti 
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So  ihiit  the  whole  place  wherein  they  did  sit 
Wiib  gold  was  covered  evory  whit ; 
The  geiiilenian  having  dropt  all  his  store, 
Said,  *'  Beggar,  your  hand  hold,  for  I  have  no 

"  Thou  hast  fulfilled  thy  promise  aright ; " 
"Then  marry  taj  girl,"  quoih  he  U>  the  knight; 
"And  then,"  quoth  he,  "I  will  ihrow  yoa  down. 
An  hundred  pound  more  to  buy  her  a  gown." 

The  gentlemen  all,  who  hia  irensiire  had  seen. 
Admired  the  Beggar  of  Bednall  Green. 
And  those  that  bad  been  her  suiiors  berore, 
Their  lender  flesh  for  anger  they  tore. 

Thus  was  the  fair  Beasee  matched  to  a  knight, 
And  made  a  lady  in  others  despite: 
A  fairer  lady  there  never  was  seen 
Than    tiie    Blind   Beggars  daughter  of  Bednall 
Green. 

But  of  her  sumptuous  marriage  and  feast. 
And  what  flne  lords  and  ladies  there  prest, 
The  second  part  shall  set  forth  to  your  sight. 
With  mar>elloua  pleasure,  and  wished  for  delist 
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Oi'  a  blind  beggars  daughter  bo  briglil,' 
Tliai  laie  was  betrothed  to  a  young  knight, 
All  tlie  whole  discourse  Iherof  you  did  see^* 
Sill  now  comes  the  wedding  of  prelly  Hmwii 


It  was  in  a  gallant  pnlace  most  brave, 
Adorned  with  all  tlie  coat  they  could  have, 
Tliis  wedding  it  was  kept  most  sumptuously, 
And  all  for  the  love  of  prelly  Bessee, 


And  all  kind  of  dainties  and  ddicntes  swL-et 
Was  brought  to  their  banquet,  as 


Partridge,  and  plover,  and  venison  most  free. 
Against  t!ie  brave  wedding  of  pretty  Bessee. 

The  wedding  thro'  England  was  spread  by 
So  that  a  great  number  I  hereto  did  resort, 
Of  nobles  and  gentles  of  every  degree, 
And  all  for  the  fame  of  pretty  Bessee. 


I 
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To  church    then  away  went  this  gnlltini 

knight, 
TU  bi'iila  followed  aRer,  an  angel  most  briglit, 

'  Thli  etsnin  i>  wrongly  plneed  mt  the  ind  or  tbs  I'M 
Part  In  lli«  eop7  (Vom  Hhich  w«  roi<r)iiC.  la  ed.  1713  It  do* 
out  occur.     "thGroryonilld,  Percy,  for,  Iherrfurt  fm  mtf. 


ITitli  troops  of  ladies,  the  like  was  ne'er  seen, 
As  went  with  sweet  Besaee  of  BedDall  Green. 

This  wedding  being  eolemnized  then, 
With  music  performed  bjr  skilfulleat  men, 
Tlie  noblea  and  genlles  sal  down  at  iLnt  tide,' 
Each  oue  beholding  [be  beautiful  bride. 

But  after  the  sumptuous  dinner  was  done, 

To  talk  and  to  reason  a  number  begun, 

And  of  tlie  Blind  Beggars  daughter  most  bright, 

And  what  with  bis  daughter  be  gave  to  the  knigbb 

Then  spoke  the  nobles,  "  Much  marvel  havB  we 
Thia  jolly  blind  beggar  we  cannot  yet  see  ! " 
"  My  lords,"  quoth  the  bride,  "ray  father  so  base 
la    loathe    with    bis    presence    these    elates   to 
V         disgrace." 

*  The  priuse  of  a  woman  in  question  lo  bring, 
Before  her  own  face,  ia  a  flatleriiig  thing  i 
But  we  think  ihy  fathers  baseness,"  quoih  they, 
"Might  by  thy  beauty  be  clean  put  away." 

They  no  sooner  this  pIoHsant  word  spoke. 
But  in  comes  the  beggar  ia  a  silken  cloak, 
A  velvet  cap  and  a  leather  had  he. 
And  DOW  a  musician,  forsooth,  he  would  be. 


'b< 
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Aud  being  led  in,  tram  catching  of  barm, 
He  hod  a  dainty  lute  under  hi^  arm  ; 
Said,  "  Flea^e  yoii  to  hear  any  tnuaic  of  iDe^ 
A  song  I  will  give  jou  of  pretty  Bessee." 

With  that  his  lut«  be  twanged  straightway, 
And  tbei'eon  began  most  sweetly  to  play,         ' 
Aud  after  a  lessoa  was  played  two  or  three, 
He  strained  out  this  song  most  deUcateJj^—  * 

"  A  beggars  daughter  did  dioeU  on  a  grttn. 
Who  for  her  beauty  might^  veil  be  a  quetn, 
A  blytke  bonni/  lats,  and  dainty  teas  the. 
And  many  one  called  her  pretty  Batee. 

"  Ber  father  he  Had  no  goodi  nor  no  lands, 
£iU  begged  for  apenny  aii  day  wit!i  his  handt^— 
Andyetfor  her  marriage  gccve  ihoiuands  ihra 
Yet  »UU  he  hath  somewhai  for  pretty  itestee, 

•*  And  here  if  any  one  do  her  disdain, 
Ser  father  is  ready  with  might  and  with  n 
To  prove  she  is  come  of  noble  degree. 
Therefore  let  none  flout  at  my  pretty  Besite." 

With  that  the  lords  and  the  company  round 
With  a  hearty  laughter  were  ready  iq  swout 
At  lost  said  tbe  lords,  "  Full  well  we  uay  » 
The  bride  and  the  bridegroom's  beholden  U 
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With  that  the  fair  bride  all  blushing  did  rise, 
)  With  chrystal  water  all  in  her  bright  eyes ; 
J*  Pardon  my  father,  brave  nobles,"  quoih  she, 
P^Thal  through  blind  affection  thusdoats  upon  me." 


1 


"  If  this  be  thy  father,"  the  nobles  did  Bay, 

'■  Well  may  he  be  proud  of  this  happy  day, 

Tet  by  hia  countenance  well  may  we  see, 

I'fiis  bii'tb  with  his  fortune  could  never  agree. 

*And  therefore,  bUnd  he^ar,  we  pray  thee  bewray, 
And  look  that  the  truth  to  us'  thou  dost  say. 
Thy  birth  and  thy  parentage  what  it  may  be, 
n  fur  the  love  thou  beareaC  to  pretty  Bessee.* 


•  Then  give  me  leave,  ye  gentles  each  one, 
fA.  song  more  to  sing  and  tlien  I'll  begone ; 
And  if  that  I  do  not  win  good  report. 
Then  do  not  give  me  one  groat  for  my  sport:— 

"  WJienJtrit  our  ting  kit  fame  did  advance. 
And  tought  hit  txtU  in  delicate  France, 
Jn  many  place*  great  perilt  pott  he, 
Uul  then  mat  not  born  mi/  pretty  Btssee. 

"And  at  those  wart  went  over  to  fight. 
Many  a  hrave  duke,  a  lord,  and  a  knighl. 
And  with  ihcm  young  Monford  of  courage  sofre^ 
Bui  then  toas  not  born  my  pretty  Bessee. 
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"And  l/iere  did  young  Monford  wUii  a  Hon  • 

ihe  face 
Lute  both  his  eyes  tn  a  veny  short  ^ac»  t 
Hit  life  had  been  gone  awag  with  hit  tight. 
Had  not  u  young  woman  gone  forth  tn  , 

"  Among  the  ttain  men,'  herfoncy  did  v. 

To  iearck  and  to  seek  for  her  owa  true  hv«, 
Who  seeing  young  Monford  Ihrre  gaitping  to  A 
She  saved  his  life  through  her  charity. 

"And  then  all  our  victuals  in  heggan  attire. 
At  l/ie  hands  of  goodpeopk  we  then  did  • 
At  last  into  England,  as  now  it  is  teen. 
We  came,  and  remained  in  Bednalt  Green. 

"  And  tJiua  we  have  lived  in  Fortune's  despyght. 
Though  poor,  yet  contented,  with  humhte  delight, 
And  in  my  old  gears,  a  comfort  to  me, 
God  sent  me  a  daughter,  called  pretty  Bettet. 


"And  thus,  ya  nobles,  my  tang  I  do  end, 
Hoping  by  the  same  no  man  to  offend ; 
FuU  forty  long  winters  thus  I  have  beett, 
A  MBy  blind  beggar  of  Bednall  Green." 


Did  lie: 
Tliey  y 


n  tlie  company  every  one 

ihe  strange  tale  he  told  in  his  aoag, 

e  RTiiBzcd,  aa  well  ai  they  might  be, 


I 


Goth  at  the  bliud  beggar  and  pretty  Bessee. 


J 
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[■  With  ihat  [he  fair  bride  they  all  bid  embrace, 
Saying,  "Yon  are  come  of  an  honourable  race; 
Thy  lather  likewise  is  of  high  degree. 
And  thou  art  right  worthy  a  lady  to  be." 

Thus  was  the  feast  ended  with  joy  and  delight; 
A  happy  bi'idegroom  was  made  ihe  young  kniglit, 
Who  lived  in  great  joy  and  felidlyi 
I    With  hilt  fair  lady,  dear  pretty  Be8«e& 
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THE  LADY  TURNED  SERVING-MAH. 
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You  beauteous  ladiea,  great  uml  small, 
I  write  unto  you  one  and  all. 
Whereby  that  you  may  understand 
What  I  have  aufifer'd  in  this  land. 
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I  wae  by  birth  a  lady  fair, 

My  father's  chief  and  only  heir. 

But  wliea  my  good  old  father  died, 

Then  I  wo^  made  a  young  knight's  brido. 

And  then  my  lore  built  me  a  bower, 
Bedeirk'd  wiih  many  a  fragrant  flower  ; 
A  braver  bower  you  ne'er  did  see, 
Than  my  tme  love  did  build  for  me. 

Bat  there  came  thieves  late  in  the  nighi, 
They  robb'd  ray  bower,  and  alew  my  knigbl 
And  after  tliat  my  knight  visa  slain, 
I  could  no  longer  there  remain. 

My  servants  all  from  me  did  fly. 

In  tbe  midst  of  my  extremity, 

And  left  me  by  myself  alone, 

With  a  heart  more  cold  than  any  stone. 

Yet,  though  my  heart  was  full  of  care. 
Heaven  would  not  suffer  me  to  despair; 
Wlierefoi'e  in  haaie  I  chang'd  ray  name 
From  Fair  Elise  to  Sweet  William. 

And  therewithall  I  cut  my  hair. 
And  dress'd  myself  in  miin's  attire, 
My  doublet,  hose,  and  bcuver  hat. 
And  a  golden  band  about  my  neck. 
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With  a  ailver  rapier  by  my  aie. 
So  like  a  gallant  I  did  ride  [ 
The  thing  that  I  delighted  on, 


Itv 


Thiu  in  cay  sumptuous  man's  amy 
I  bravely  rode  along  the  way  j 
And  at  ihe  last  it  chanced  go, 
That  I  to  the  king's  court  did  go. 

Then  to  the  king  I  bow'd  full  low, 

My  love  and  duty  for  to  show  ; 

And  80  much  favour  I  did  crave, 

That  I  a  serving-man's  place  might  haT& 

"Stand  up,  brave  youth,"  the  king  replied, 
*  Thy  service  shall  not  be  denied  j 
But  tell  me  first  what  thou  canst  do; 
Thou  ahalt  be  fitted  thereunto. 

''  Will  thou  he  usher  of  my  hall, 
To  wait  iipoQ  my  nobles  all? 
Or  wilt  tbou  be  taster  of  my  wine. 
To  wail  on  me  when  I  do  dine? 


"  Or  wilt  thou  be  my  chamberlain, 
To  make  my  bed  buih  eoh  and  fine  ? 
Or  wilt  thou  be  one  of  my  guard? 
And  I  will  give  theo  thy  reward." 
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Sweet  'Wiltiam,  with  a  tmiling  face, 
Said  to  tlie  king,  "  If 't  plenae  your  grace 
To  show  Bui^h  favour  uiilo  me, 
To'ii-  chamberluiu  I  fain  would  be." 


The  king  tben  did  the  nobtes  call, 
To  ask  the  coudhcI  of  ibem  all ; 
Who  gave  couseat  Sweot  William  he 
The  king's  own  chamberlain  should  be. 

Now  mark  what  etrange  thing  came  to  p 
As  the  king  one  day  n  hunting  waa, 
With  all  his  lords  and  noble  train, 
Sweet  William  did  at  home  remain. 

Sweet  William  had  no  company  then 
With  him  at  home,  but  an  old  man  ; 
And  when  he  saw  the  house  was  clear, 
He  took  a  lute  which  he  hud  there: 

Upon  the  lute  Sweet  William  plft3''d. 
And  to  the  aame  he  sung  and  said, 
With  a  Bweet  and  noble  voice, 
Wbich  made  the  old  maa  to  rejoice  i 

"  My  falher  was  as  bravo  a  lord 
As  ever  Europe  did  afford, 
My  mother  was  a  lady  bright, 
My  husband  waa  a  valiant  knight : 
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"  And  I  myself  a  lady  gay, 
Bedeck'd  wilii  gorgeous  rich  array ; 
The  bravest  lady  in  the  land 
Had  not  more  pleasure  at  command. 

"  I  had  my  music  every  day, 
Harmonious  lessons  for  to  play  { 
I  bad  my  virgins  fair  and  free, 
ContiDUally  to  wait  on  me. 

"  But  now,  alas  !  my  husbaod's  dead, 
And  all  my  friends  are  from  me  fled  j 
My  former  joys  are  pass'd  and  gone. 
For  I  am  now  a  serving-man." 

At  last  the  king  from  hunting  came. 
And  presently,  upon  the  same, 
He  called  for  this  good  old  man. 
And  thus  to  speak  the  king  began ; 


"  What  news,  what  news,  old  man  ?  "  quolh  te| 
«  What  news  hast  ihou  to  tell  to  me?" 
"Brave  news,"  the  old  man  he  did  aay, 
"  Sweet  William  is  a  lady  gay." 

"  If  this  be  true  ihou  tell'at  to  me 
I'll  make  thee  lord  of  high 
But  if  thy  words  do  prove  a  lie, 
Thou  shall  be  hang'd  up  presently.* 
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Bat  when  the  kiog  the  truth  had  found, 
Hia  joji  did  more  and  more  abound : 
AiMording  as  the  old  man  did  say, 
Sweet  William  was  a  lady  gay. 

Therefore  the  king  without  delay 
Put  on  her  glorious  rich  array. 
And  upon  Ler  bead  a  crown  of  gold, 
Which  was  most  famous  to  behold. 

And  then,  for  fear  of  further  strife. 
He  took  Sweet  William  for  his  wife : 
The  like  before  was  never  seen, — 
A  serriag-taan  to  be  a  queen. 
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THE    FAIR   FLOWER    OF    NORTHUMB] 
LAND. 


BItaOD'i  JncUnt  SoHgt  md  Baiiadt,  ii.  T(> 


t£&^^ 


PltESERVBD  in  Tliomas  Deloney'a  Biston/  of  Jact 
iff  Neioberi/ffihtaca  it  was  extracted  by  Rjlaon.  In 
litat  extraordinary  book,  The  MimlrcUy  nf  the  Enj- 
liik  Border,  (p.  201,)  Ritson'B  copy  ii  inserted  with- 
out  ackiiowletignent,  and  with  a  fev  alteratiooa  for 
the  wgr^.  Scottish  versioDB  of  this  ballad  are  ffyta 
by  Kinloch,  (^The  ProEOil's  Dodder,  p.  ISl,)  uid  bf 
Buchau,  (7'Ae  Bdrayeii  Lady,  ii.  208.)  The  rormcc 
of  these  ia  printed  in  our  Appendix. 


It  was  a  Knight  in  Scotland  born, 
Follow,  my  love,  eome  over  the  ttroTtd, 

Was  tuken  prisoner,  and  left  Ibrloro, 
Even  by  the  good  Earl  of  Northumbc 

Then  was  he  cast  in  prison  strong, 

Follow,  my  love, '  eome '  over  the  strand, 

Where  he  could  not  walk  nor  lye  along, 
Even  by  llie  good  Earl  of  Northumberlai 
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And  as  in  sorrow  ibus  Le  lay. 

FoUaw,  my  love,  conie  over  the  ttrand. 
The  Earl  [s]  sweet  (isughter  walks  that  way, 

And  she  is  ihe  fair  Flower  of  Norlhumbep- 
laod. 

And  pawing  by  like  an  angel  bright, 
Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand, 

The  prisoner  had  of  her  a  sighl, 

And  she  the  fair  Flower  of  Nortliumberlaiid. 

And  aloud  to  her  this  knight  did  cry, 
FoUow,  my  love,  come  over  the  ttrand, 

The  salt  tears  standing  in  his  eye. 

And  she  the  fair  Flower  of  Northumberland. 

"  Fair  lady,"  he  said,  "  take  pity  on  me. 

FoUov,  my  love,  come  over  the  atrand. 
And  let  me  not  in  prison  die. 

And  you  the  fair  Flowerof  Northumherlimd." 

"Fair  Sir,  how  should  I  take  pity  on  thee, 
FoUov,  my  love,  come  over  the  ttrand, 

Thon  being  a  foe  to  our  country, 

And  I  the  fair  Flower  of  Northumberland," 

**  Fair  lady,  I  am  no  foe,"  he  said, 
FoUoui,  my  love,  come  over  the  ttrattd, 

■Through  thy  Bweet  love  here  was  I  stay'd, 
For  thee,  tlie  fair  Flower  of  Northumberland." 
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"  Why  shouMst  thou  come  liore  for  love  of  M 
FoUow.  my  love,  come  ocer  the  strand. 

Having  wife  anJ  clnldren  in  iJiy  country, 
And  I  the  fair  Flower  of  North umliuUDd.* 

"  I  swear  by  ihe  blessed  Trinily, 

Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  Strxmd, 

I  have  no  irtfe  nor  children,  I, 

Nor  dwelliog  at  home  in  merry  Scotland.  I 

"If  courtcoufitj  thou  will  set  me  free, 
Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  ttrand, 

I  vow  that  I  will  marry  thee. 

So  soon  as  1  come  in  fair  Scotland. 

"Thou  shalt  be  a  lady  of  castles  and  lowcn,  1 
FoUotD,  my  love,  come  over  Oie  strand. 

And  eit  like  a  queen  in  princely  boivers. 
Were  I  at  home  in  fair  Scotland." 

Then  parted  hence  this  lady  gay. 

Fallow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand. 

And  got  her  fathers  ring  away. 
To  help  this  knight  into  fair  Scotland. 

Likewise  much  gold  she  got  by  sleight, 
Fotlmo,  my  love,  com*  over  the  strand. 

And  all  to  help  this  forlorn  knight, 

To  wend  troin  her  father  lo  fair  Scotlasi  I 
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Two  gallant  ateeds,  botb  good  and  able, 
FoBoyc,  my  lovt,  coma  over  lite  strand, 

She  likewise  look  out  of  the  stable. 

To  ride  with  the  knight  into  fair  Scotland. 

And  lo  the  jaylor  she  gsdI  this  ring, 
FoBow,  my  love,  come  ov«-  the  strand, 

Tho  knight  from  prison  forth  '  to '  brings 
To  wend  with  her  into  fair  Scotland. 

This  token  set  the  prisonei'  free, 

FoBotB,  my  love,  come  over  the  etrand, 

"Who  Btraight  went  to  Uiis  fair  laJy, 
To  wend  with  her  into  tair  Scotland. 

A  gallant  steed  he  did  bestride, 

FoUov),  my  love,  come  over  the  itrand. 

And  with  the  lad^  away  did  ride. 

And  she  the  fair  Flower  of  Northumberland. 

They  rode  til!  they  came  lo  a  water  clear, 
FoBoiB,  my  love,  come  over  Che  ttrand, 

*  Good  Sir,  how  should  I  follow  you  here, 
And  I  the  fiur  Flower  of  Northumberland? 

'The  water  is  rough  and  wonderful  deep, 
FcBow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand. 

And  on  my  saddle  I  ^hall  not  keep. 

And  I   the  fair    Flower  nf    Nnrtbuinber- 
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"  Fear  not  the  foord,  fair  lady,"  quoth  he, 
FoBow,  my  bee,  come  over  the  strand, 

"  For  long  I  cBuuot  stay  for  thee, 

And  thou  Lbe  fair  Flower  of  Northuml■e^ 

land."  1 


The  lady  prickt  her  want 

Follow,  my  love,  come  o 

And  over  the  river  sworn 

Aud  she  the  fair  Flowf 


ver  the  strand, 
with  spet'd, 

r  of  North umberliiad. 


From  top  to  toe  alt  wet  was  she, 

FoUoW;  my  love,  come  over  the  strand; 

"  Thus  have  I  done  for  love  of  thee, 
Aud  I  ihe  fair  Flower  of  Northumberlao 


Thus  rode  she  oil  one  vrinlera  night, 
Follow,  my  hive,  come  over  the  strand, 

Till  Edeaborough  they  saw  in  aight. 
The  fairest  town  in  all  Scotland. 

"Now  chuse,"  quoth  he,  "thou  wanton  flo< 
FoUov),  my  love,  com*  over  the  strrmd, 

'Whether'  thou  wilt  be  ray  pummour. 
Or  get  thee  hocne  to  Northumberland. 

"  For  1  have  wife,  and  children  five, 
Follow,  my  love,  come  over  ike  strand; 

In  Edenliorough  they  be  ative, 

Tlicn  gui  lliee  home  to  fair  Kngland. 
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"This  favour  thou  slialt  hnve  lo  boot, 
FoUovi,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand; 

Via  liave  '  thy'  horse,  go  thou  on  fuoi. 
Go,  gtt  thee  home  to  Noi'tliumbeiland." 

"0  Mac  and  failhlesa  knigbi,"  quoth  she, 
FoBow,  my  love,  come  over  the  Mirand, 

"  And  canst  thou  deal  so  bsd  with  me. 

And  I  the  fair  Flower  of  Noilhumberland  ? 

"  Difhonour  not  a  ladies  name. 

Follow,  my  love,  come  over  t/ie  strand. 

But  draw  thy  swoi-d  and  end  my  sbame. 
And  I  the  fair  Flower  of  Northumberland." 

He  took  her  from  her  stately  steed, 
FoUovi,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand. 

And  letl  her  there  in  extream  need. 

And  she  the  fair   Flower  of  Northimiber- 

Then  sai  she  down  full  heavily, 

FoBow,  my  love,  coma  over  the  strand; 

At  length  two  knighia  came  riding  by, 
Two  gallant  knights  of  fair  England. 

She  fell  down  humbly  on  her  knee. 
Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand. 

Saying.  "  Courteous  '  knights,'  lake  pity  on  me, 
And  I  the  fuir  Flower  of  Noriiiumberland. 
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"  I  have  offeniled  my  father  dear, 

FoUow,  my  love,  come  ovtr  Ihe  atrand, 

Ani]  by  a  False  knight,  who  brought  me  hen 
From  ihe  good  E»rl  of  North umberlund." 

They  took  her  up  bebtad  them  then 
Follow,  my  love,  come  over  l/ie  strand. 

And  brought  her  to  her  father  again, 
Atid  he  the  good  Earl  of  Northunib<;rlai 

All  you  fair  maidena  be  warned  by  me, 
FoUoiv,  my  Un^e,  come  over  the  tCranit, 

Scota  never  were  true,  nor  never  will  be, 
To  bid,  nor  lady,  nor  fair  England. 


GENTLE  HERDSMAN,  TELL  TO  ME. 

Fram  JliUjatt  0/  AneUl  Enffliih  Pattrj,  II.  SI. 

"Thb  at^eneof  this  beuutiful  old  ballad  islaid  neaf 
Walsingham,  in    Norlblk,   irlit-rs    was   aurieialy   an 
Virgin  Mary,  fiimons  over  all  Europe 
be  the  numerous    pilgriaiagca   made   lo  il,  and   the 
posseaaud.     Emsmua  hns  given  a  vet7 
:t  and  humorous  description  of  the  auporatitioiu 
^iractiscd  there  in  his  time.     See   his  account  of  the 
Tii^   Parathalnssia,  io    hia  colloquy  endtted,  Pere- 
grinatio  Helii/itnu  Ergo.     He  tells  us,  the  riuh  offer- 
gold,  and  prccioiu  stones  that   wers 
shown  him  were  incredible,  there  being  soaroe  a 
of  any  note  in  Eugland,  but  what  aoine  time  or 
paid  a  visit  or  sent  a  present  to  Our  iMily  at 
Walsingham.     At  the  dissolution  uf  tbu  monasteriei 
in  1538,  this  splendid  image,  with  another  i'rom  Ip»- 
wich,  was  CArriod  to  Chelse*,  and  thure  burnt  in  the 
presence  of  commissioners ;  who,   we   trust,  did  not 
n  the  jewels  and  the  finery. 

This  poom  is  printed  from  a  copy  in  the  P^itor*! 
fblio  MS.  wiiich  liad  greatly  suffered  by  the  hand  of 
but  vestiges  of  several  of  the  lining  remaining, 
some  Ltinjectural  HupplomcnU  have  been  attempted, 
which,  fbr  greater  exactness,  are  in  this  one  ballaci 
■Sttingiushed  by  italics."    Perot. 


■  ibr  tl 

■crest 

V«Ucl 

*  T>Tact 

Vii^ 

ings  in 
^L^iere  si 
^nenon 
Khert 
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Gentle  heardsman,  tell  m  me. 

Of  curtesy  I  tbce  pray. 
Unto  tlie  towne  of  Walsingliam 

Whioh  is  the  right  and  ready  way. 

"  Unto  ihe  towne  of  Walsingham 
The  way  is  hard  for  to  be  gon  ; 

And  Terry  crooked  are  those  palhefl 
For  yuu  to  fipd  out  all  alone." 

Weere  the  miles  doubled  thrise, 

And  the  way  never  soe  ill, 
lit  were  not  enougli  for  mine  ofiunoe, 

Itt  is  soe  grievous  and  eoe  ill. 

"Thy  yeeares  are  young,  thy  face  is  (oAn, 
Thy  witts  are  weake,  thy  thoughts  are  grp- 

Time  hath  not  given  thee  lease,  as  yeit, 
For  to  committ  bo  great  a  sinne." 

Yes,  heardsmas,  yes,  soe  wolde*t  thou  »y, 
If  ihou  kiiewest  soe  much  as  I ; 

Uy  wills,  and  thoughts,  and  all  ihe  rest, 
Have  well  deserved  for  lo  dye. 


OKNTl.B   HF.BDSUAN,  TKLL   TO    ME. 


J  am  not  wbat  I  seeme  to  bee. 

My  clothes  and  «exe  doe  differ  fair: 

I  am  a  woman,  woe  is  me  ! 

Bom  to  greefie  aad  irksome  core. 

For  my  beloved,  and  well-beloved, 
My  war/ward  cruelty  eould  kill  : 

And  though  my  leares  mil  nought  avail, 
Mott  dearely  1  bewail  him  slill. 

Jle  wat  thejlower  of  noble  wights. 

JVime  tt'er  mure  ii'neere  colde  bee  ; 
Of  comely  mien  and  shape  bee  was, 
And  lenderlya  hee  loved  mee. 

When  fhut  I  taut  he  loved  me  well, 
Iffrnot  to  proud  hit  paiae  to  see, 

TKot  I,  who  did  not  know  myselfe, 
Hiought  scome  of  such  a  youth  aa  hee 

And  grew  boo  coy  and  nice  lo  please, 
Aa  women's  lookes  are  often  soe, 

He  might  noi  kisse,  nor  hand  forsooth, 
tJnlease  I  willed  him  soe  lo  doe. 

Thus  being  wearyed  wilh  delayes' 
To  see  I  pittyed  not  his  greeffe, 
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He  gott  him  to  a  secrutt  filium. 

And  there  he  d^ed  witboui  rcleeffb. 

And  for  hU  sake  these  weeds  I  weare. 
And  McrifBce  my  tender  age  ; 

And  every  day  lie  begg  my  breadt 
To  unilergoe  tliU  pilgrimage. 

Thus  every  day  I  fast  and  pray. 
And  ever  will  doe  till  I  dye ; 

And  gect  me  to  some  Becrett  place, 
For  soe  did  hee,  and  soe  will  L 

Now,  gentle  heardsman,  sake  no  more, 
But  keejie  my  secretts  I  thee  pray  ; 

Unlo  the  lowne  of  Walsingham 

Sbon  me  the  right  and  readye  way. 

"  Now  goe  thy  wayes,  and  God  before  1 
For  he  must  ever  guide  ihee  sttU  : 

I'urae  downe  that  dale,  the  right  hand  p 
And  eoe,  faire  pilgrim,  fai-e  ihee  well!  " 


AS  I  CAME  FROM  WALSINGHABI. 


From  Tht  Garland  of  Good  WiU,  a*  reprinted  by 
Qio  Purty  Societj,  »ol.  zkk.  p.  111.  Percy's  copy 
vas  L'OiiunuDJi:st«d  to  bjm  by  ShuuBIone.  and  was  re- 
toutbcd  by  iti&t  poet. 

'■  The  pU^ioage  to  Wnlrangham,"  rtm&rka  the 
IBishop.  "  mggertBd  the  plao  of  many  popular  pieoea. 
D  the  Pepya  collection,  vol.  i.  p.  336,  is  a  kind  of 
Itnterlude  in  tbe  old  ballad  style,  of  which  the  6rat 
■tanxB  alone  is  worth  reprindng. 

As  I  want  to  WalslDichiun, 

To  (he  abrine  with  speade, 
Uet  I  with  ftjolly  pKlmur 

In  a  p<  I  grimes  wfado. 
'  Now  God  yon  snve,  yon  jolly  pnlnii 

'  Wclcomo.lndygBy! 
OflhiiT 


'Oft  hi 


The  pilgrimages  andtirlaken  on  pretence  of  religion 
were  often  productive  of  affairs  of  gallantry,  and  led 
file  Totaries  to  no  other  Bhrinu  than  that  of  Yenoa.* 

' '  Hermeu  on  a  heapa,  with  hoked  itnTaa, 
WeDten  to  Walainghivni,  and  her  wenohei  aftar.' 

CuioM  0/  Pitrct  PfarniKui,  lb,  L 


h 


i\i2 


AS    I   GAME   FKOU   WALSIMGHAU. 


•■  The  following  ballad  wm  onoo  very  popiJar ;  Hfl 
quoted  in  Fletcher's  '  Knighl  of  the  Burning  Polk,' 
Al'I  -i.  9C.  ult,  and  in  another  old  play,  railed  "  Hqm 
Beet  pol,  hit  invinibte   Comedy,  &c.  4to  1618,  Act  L" 

Ji  I  ment   to    Waliingham  ie  quoted  in  "  Nasbe!^ 
Iliv".   unlh   you   lo   Saffron-Walden,   159G,   aga.  I 
Chappsi.i,. 

"  As  yi>u  came  from  the  holy-land 

or  Wabingham, 
Met  you  not  with  ray  true  lore 

By  the  way  ns  you  come  f  " 

"  How  eIiouM  I  know  your  trae  lore, 

That  have  met  many  a  one, 
As  I  came  from  the  holy-land, 

That  have  come,  that  have  gone?" 

"  She  ia  neither  white  nor  brown, 

But  RA  the  heavens  fair ; 
There  is  none  hath  a  form  so  diving 

On  the  earth,  in  the  air." 

"Such  a  one  did  I  meet,  good  air, 

With  angellike  face, 
Who  like  a  queen  did  appear 
In  her  gait,  in  her  grace." 

'  She  haih  left  roe  here  all  alone, 
All  alone  and  unknown, 


AS   I    CAME   FROM    WALSINOHAM.  198 

Who  sometime  loy'd  me  as  her  life, 
And  caird  me  her  own." 


^  What's  the  cause  she  hath  left  thee  alone. 

And  a  new  way  doth  take, 
That  sometime  did  love  thee  as  her  life, 

And  her  joy  did  thee  make?" 

"I  loved  her  all  my  youth, 

But  now  am  old,  as  you  see ; 
Love  liketh  not  the  fallen  fruit, 

Nor  the  withered  tree. 

**  For  love  is  a  careless  child, 

And  forgets  promise  past ; 
He  is  blind,  he  is  deaf,  when  he  list, 

And  in  faith  never  fast 

**  For  love  is  a  great  delight, 

And  yet  a  trustless  joy ; 
He  is  won  with  a  word  of  despair, 

And  is  lost  with  a  toy. 

''Such  is  the  love  of  womankind^ 

Or  the  word  abus'd. 
Under  which  many  childish  desires, 

And  conceits  are  ezcus'd. 
VOL.  rv.  13 


"  But  love  is  ft  duratile  fire, 
In  the  mind  ever  burning; 

Never  Bick,  never  dead,  never 
Prom  iUelf  never  lumiug.*^ 


KING  COPHETUA  AND  THE  BEGGAR-MAID. 

From  Richard  Johnson's  Crotone- Garland  of 
Goulden  Roses^  (1612,)  as  reprinted  by  the  Percy 
Society,  vi.  45.  It  is  there  simply  entitled  A  Song  of 
a  Beggar  and  a  King,  Given  in  Percy's  Rdiques^  i 
202,  **  corrected  by  another  copy." 

This  story,  and  it  would  appear  this  very  ballad,  is 
alluded  to  by  Shakespeare  and  others  of  the  dramadsts. 

Thus,  the  13th  verse  is  partly  quoted  in  Romeo  and 
Juliet,  A.  ii.  sc.  1 : 

**  Young  Adam  Cupid,  he  that  shot  80  trim, 
When  King  Cophatua  loved  the  beggar-maid.** 

Again  in  Lov^s  Labour's  Lost,  (printed  in  1598,) 

JtLt  1.  BC*  *. 

Arm,  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  of  the  King  and  the 
Beggar? 

ifo(ft.  The  world  was  very  guilty  of  such  a  ballad  some 
three  ages'  since,  but,  I  think,  now  'tis  not  to  be  found. 

See  also  Henry  Fourth^  P.  ii.  A.  v.  sc.  8,  Richard 
Second^  A.  v.  sc.  8,  and  Ben  Jonson's  Every  Man  in 
kis  Humour,  A.  iii.  sc.  4, — all  these  cited  by  Percy. 

In  A  Collection  of  Old  Ballads,  i.  188,  is  a  ri/aci- 
mento  of  this  piece,  in  a  diiferent  stanza,  but  following 
the  story  closely  and  preserving  much  of  the  dictioiL 
It  is  also  printed  in  Evans's  Old  Ballads,  ii.  861. 
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I  READ  ihat  once  in  Afirica 

A  priri(«  that  iliere  did  rune, 
Who  had  to  name  Cophetua, 

As  poets  they  did  faine.  ' 

From  natures  workes  he  did  incline, 

For  sure  he  was  not  of  my  minde. 
He  cared  not  tor  womeD-kind, 

Bm  did  ihem  aU  disduin. 
But  nuirke  what  happen'd  by  the  v/aj; 
As  he  out  of  his  window  ]&y, 
He  saw  a  beggar  all  in  grey, 

Which  did  increase  his  paine. 

The  blinded  boy  that  shootes  so  tnm 

From  heaven  downe  so  high, 
He  drew  a  dart  and  shot  at  him. 

In  place  where  he  did  lye : 
Which  Boone  did  pierce  liim  lo  the  quick. 
For  when  he  felt  the  arrow  prick. 
Which  in  his  tender  heart  did  stick. 

He  looketh  as  be  would  dye. 
"  Whul  sudden  change  is  ihift,"  quolh  he, 
"  That  I  lo  love  must  subject  be, 
Which  never  thereto  would  agree. 

But  still  did  it  delie  ?  " 

Then  from  his  window  he  did  come, 
And  laid  him  on  his  bed ; 

A  thousand  heapes  of  care  did  runne 
Within  liis  troubled  head. 
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For  now  he  means  to  crave  her  love, 
And  now  he  seeks  which  way  to  proove 
How  he  his  fftneie  might  remore, 

And  not  Ihis  beggiir  wed. 
Bat  Cupid  hod  him  so  in  snure, 
That  this  poore  beggar  must  prejiaro 
A  salve  lo  cure  him  of  his  care, 

Or  els  he  would  be  dend. 

And  as  he  musing  thus  did  lie, 

He  thought  for  to  device 
How  he  might  have  her  company, 

That  so  did  maze  his  eyes. 
*■  In  ihf e,"  quoth  he,  "  doth  rest  my  life 
For  surely  tliou  shalt  be  my  wife. 
Or  else  this  band  with  bloody  knife, 

The  gods  shall  sure  suffice." 
Then  from  his  bed  lie  '  soon'  arose. 
And  to  his  pallace  gale  he  goes  ; 
Full  little  then  this  beggiir  knowes 

When  she  the  king  espies,' 

•*  The  gods  preserve  your  majesty," 

The  be^ars  all  gan  cry  ; 
''  Vouchsafe  to  give  your  charity, 

Our  childrens  food  to  buy  1 " 
The  king  to  them  his  pun^e  did  cost. 
And  they  to  part  it  made  great  haste  j 
This  silly  woman  was  the  Inst 

Thai  fttler  them  did  hye. 
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The  king  he  cnl'd  her  back  again. 
And  unto  her  he  gave  his  chaine  ; 
And  said,  "  Wirh  ua  joa  gliall  remaia 
Till  £ui;ti  time  as  wa  dye. 

"For  ihou,"  qiiotli  he,  "ahalt  be  my  wife, 

And  honoured  like  the  qiieene  ; 
With  thee  I  meane  to  lead  my  life, 

As  shorlly  shall  be  secne : 
Our  wedding  day  ahall  appointed  be. 
And  every  thing  in  their  degree  ; 
Come  on,"  quolli  he,  "  and  follow  me, 

Thou  ehalt  go  shift  ihee  cleane. 
Wliat  is  thy  name  ? — go  on,"  quuth  he. 
"  Penelophon,  O  King  I"  quoth  she; 
With  that  she  made  a  lowe  courisey ; 

A  trim  one  as  I  wecne. 

Thus  hand  in  hand  along  they  walks 

Unto  the  kings  palace : 
The  king  vrilh  courteous,  comly  talke 

This  beggar  dolh  embrace. 
The  beggar  blusheth  scarlet  read. 
And  straight  againe  as  pale  &s  lead. 
But  not  a  word  at  all  she  satd, 

Slio  was  in  such  amaie. 
At  last  she  spake  with  trembling  voyc^ 
And  said,  "  0  King,  I  do  rejoyce 
Thai  you  will  take  rae  for  your  choice, 

And  my  degree  so  base ! " 
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And  when  the  wedding  day  was  come, 

Tlic  king  commanded  siraight 
The  nobli^mt^n,  bolh  all  and  some, 

Upon  ilie  queene  to  waight. 
And  she  beliavd  herself  ihnt  day 
As  if  she  liad  never  walkt  the  way ; 
She  had  foi'got  her  goK'nc  of  grayi 

Which  she  did  wear  of  late. 
The  proverb  old  is  come  to  passe, 
The  priest,  when  he  begins  the  masse, 
Forgets  ihat  ever  darke  he  was; 

He  koowth  not  his  estate. 


(Here  you  may  read  Cophelua, 
Through  fancie  long  time  fed, 
Compelled  by  tlia  bhnded  boy 
The  be^ar  for  to  wed : 
He  ihat  did  lovers  lookes  disdaine, 
To  do  the  same  was  glad  and  fain, 
Or  else  he  would  himself  have  slaine, 

I  Disdaine  no  whit,  0  lady  deere, 
►  But  pitty  now  thy  servant  heero, 
W'  I<est  that  it  hap  to  thee  this  yeare, 
As  to  the  king  it  did. 

I  And  thus  they  lead  a  quiet  life 
During  their  princely  raigne. 
And  iu  a  lombe  were  buried  both, 
Aa  writers  shew  us  pluine. 
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The  loids  they  tooke  it  grievoualy, 
The  ladies  looke  it  heavily, 
The  coumions  cryed  pittiously, 

Their  dsutb  to  them  wae  pain. 
Their  fume  did  eound  so  passingly. 
That  it  did  pierce  the  starry  sky. 
And  throughout  all  ihe  world  did  flye 

To  every  princes  re&lme. 


THE  SPANISH  LADY'S  LOVE. 


"  Teom  The  Garland  of  Qood-Wm,  aa  reprinted  by 
the  Percy  Society,  xxx.  135.  Other  copies,  Bligbdy 
diSercnt.  in  A  ColUciinn  of  Old  Balladi,  li.  191,  and 
in  Fercy'a  Ittliques,  ii.  246. 

Percy  conjectures  that  this  ballad  "  look  its  rise 
from  one  of  those  descenta  made  on  the  Spanish  coa^ti 
in  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth."  The  weight  of 
tradition  is  decidedly,  perhaps  entirely.  In  favor  of  tho 
hero's  having  been  one  of  Essex's  comrades  in  the 
Oadie  expedition,  but  which  of  his  gallant  captiuDl 
achieved  the  double  conquest  of  the  Spanish  Lady  ii 
by  no'  means  satisfactorily  determined.  Among  A« 
candidates  put  forth  are  Sir  Richard  Levison  of 
Treotham,  Staffordshire,  Sir  John  Popham  of  Little- 
cot,  Wilts,  Sir  Unas  Legh  of  Adlington,  Cheshire, 
and  Sir  John  Bolle  of  Thorpe  Hall,  Lincolnithire. 
Tlie  right  of  tlie  last  to  this  distinution  has  been  re- 
cently warmly  contended  for,  and,  as  is  usual  in  simi- 
lar cases,  strong  circumstantial  evidence  is  urged  in 
h-s  favor.  The  reader  will  judge  for  hiniBclf  of  iu 
piobahle  Hiitbenlicity. 

"  On  Sir  John  Bolle'a  departure  from  Cadii,"  it 
is  i«d,  "  the  Spanish   I^y  sent  as  presents  to  bis 
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wif^  &  protiuJon  of  jewels  and  oilier  valuables,  imoi^ 
whicli  was  her  portrait  drawn  in  green ;  plate,  maaej, 
and  olber  troasurHs."  Some  of  thcae  articles  are  main- 
tained to  be  still  in  poascssion  of  the  family,  and  ako 
a  portrait  of  Sir  Jobn,  drawn  in  159G,  at  the  age  of 
thir^-six,  in  which  he  weani  die  pold  chain  giren  htni 
by  his  enamored  prisoner.  Stse  The  Ti 
of  April  30  and  May  1,  1846,  (the  latter  article 
in  Notes  and  Queries,  ix.  673,)  and  the  Qtmrleriy 
view,  Sept.  1816,  Art.  IlL  The  literary  merits 
ballad  are  al?o  con^dered  in  the  Edinburyh 
of  April,  1846.  _ 

Shenstone  has  essayed  in  h'a  Moral  Tale  of  Lam 
and  Honour  to  bring  out "  the  Spauish  I-adye  and 
her  Knigbt  in  less  grovelling  oecents  tlian  the  simple 
guise  of  ancient  record"  while  Wordsworth,  in  * 
more  reverential  spirit,  has  taken  this  noble  old  n»- 
mance  as  the  model  of  his  Armenian  Ladift  Loot. 


Will  you  bear  a  Spanish  lady, 
How  she  woo'd  an  English  man  ? 

Garments  guy  as  rich  as  may  be, 
Decked  with  jewels,  had  she  on ; 

Of  a  comely  countenance  and  gi-ace  was  she, 

And  by  binh  and  pareoiuge  of  high  degree. 

As  hia  prisoner  there  he  kept  her, 

In  his  hands  her  life  did  tie  i 
Cupid's  bands  did  tie  her  faster. 

By  the  liking  of  an  eye  j 
In  his  courteous  company  was  all  her  joy, 
To  farour  him  in  any  thing  she  was  not  ooy- 
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i  the  last  (here  came  commandment 

For  to  set  the  ladies  fre«, 
With  iJieir  jeweb  stiU  adorned, 

None  to  do  them  injury: 
"  Alas."  then  said  this  lady  gay,  " 
O  lei  me  slill  Eustain  this  kind  captivity  t 

0  gallant  captain,  ehen  some  pity 
To  a  lady  in  distress  ; 

within  tfae  city, 
1  beavinesB ; 
Thou  hast  set  this  pi-esent  day  my  body  free, 
But  my  heart  in  prison  strong  remains  with  thee." 


"  How  should'st  thou,  fair  lady,  love  me, 
Whom  thou  know'at  thy  country's  foe  ? 

Thy  fair  words  make  me  suspect  thee  ; 
Serpents  are  where  flowers  gixiw." 

"All  ihe  evil  I  think  to  lliee,  most  gracious  knight, 

God  grant  unlo  myaelf  the  same  may  I'ully  lighll 

"  liJessed  be  the  time  and  season, 
That  you  came  on  Spanish  ground  ; 

If  you  may  our  foes  be  termed. 
Gentle  foes  we  have  you  found. 

Withourcity.youhave  won  our  hearts  eaclione; 

Then  to  your  country  bear  away  ihat  is  your  own." 

l>Best  you  still,  most  gallant  lady, 
Sesi  you  still,  and  weep  no  more ; 
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Of  fair  [overs  there  are  plenty  i 

Spain  doll)  yield  a  wondrous  i 

"  Spaniitrds  fraught  with  jealousie  we  of^en  floj ; 

But  English  men  tliroughout  the  world  are  counlcd 


"  Leave  me  not  uuto  a  Spaniard  j 

Yon  alone  ei^oy  my  heart ; 
I  am  lovely,  young,  and  tender, 

And  go  love  is  my  deeert. 
Still   (o  serve  thee  day  and   night  my  i 

The  nil'e  of  every  English  man  is  counted  blfll 

"  It  would  be  B  shame,  fair  lady, 

For  lo  bear  a  woman  hence ; 
English  soldiers  ne\er  carry 

Any  such  without  offence." 
"  I  will  quickly  change  myself,  if  it  be  bo. 
And  like  a  page  I'll  follow  thee,  where'ei 


"  T  have  neither  gold  nor  n 

To  mainlain  thee  in  this 
Anil  to  travel,  'tis  great  charges. 

As  you  know,  in  every  phice." 
"My  chains  and  jewels  every  one  shall  Ite  li 

And  eke  ten  thousand  pounds  in  gold  i 
unknown." 


pOn  the  seas  are  many  dangers ; 

Man;  storms  do  lliere  Arise, 
'Which  will  bo  to  ludiea  dreadful, 

And  force  tears  from  wat'ry  eyes." 
"  Well  in  worth  I  could  endure  extremily. 
For  I  could  find  in  heart  to  lose  my  life  for  thee." 


"  Courteous  lady,  be  contented  ; 

Here  comes  all  that  breeds  the  strife; 
I  in  EngUitid  have  already 

A  sweet  woman  lo  ray  wife  : 
I  will  not  falsifie  my  vow  for  gold  or  gain, 
Nor  yet  tor  all  the  fuiresCdamesihat  Ufein  Spain." 

"  Oh  how  happy  is  that  woman 

That  enjoya  so  true  a  friend  I 
Many  days  of  joy  God  send  you  1 

Of  my  suit  I'll  make  an  end: 
On  ray  knees  I  pardon  crave  for  this  offence, 
Wliich  love  and  true  aSection  did  &i 


"  Commend  me  (o  thy  loving  lady; 

Bear  to  her  this  chain  of  golil. 
And  these  bracelets  for  a  token; 

Grieving  that  I  was  so  bold. 
All  ray  jewels  in  like  sort  bear  thou 
For  these  are  fitting  for  thy  wife,  aii 

tl  will  spend  my  days  in  prayer, 
Love  and  all  her  laws  defiu ; 


^ith  thee, 
not  for  me- 
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In  a  nunnei;  will  I  shroud  me, 

Far  from  other  compaoy : 
But  ere  107  prajei^  have  end,  be  sure  of  this, 
[To  pray]  I'or  thee  and  for  lliy  love  I 


"Thus  fnrewell,  most  gentle  captain, 
And  farewell  my  heart's  coaieni ! 

Count  not  Spanish  ladies  v 

Though  to  thee  my  love  was  bent ; 

Joy  and  true  prosperity  goe  atill  with  thee  ! "   1 

"The  like  fall  ever  to  thy  share,  most  fair  b 


PATIENT  GEISSEL. 

*  Yhk  story  of  GriseldawM  first  told  in  the  ZWom*. 

Dccaccio  derived  the  iucidents  from  Petrarch, 
and  Petrarch  seenu  lo  have  I'ominuDicated  them  also 
to  Chaucer,  who  (in  hU  Clerk  of  Oxtnford'i  Tate)  6rst 
made  known  the  tale  to  English  rewlerB.  The  tliemo 
was  subsequently  trealed  in  &  great  variety  of  ways." 
Two  plays  upon  the  subject  are  known  to  havi:  been 
writWn,  one  of  which  (by  Uekker,  Chettle  and  Haugh- 
lon)  has  been  printed  by  the  Sliakesjieare  Society, 
while  the  other,  an  older  production  of  the  close  of 
Henry  VllL's  reign,  is  losL  About  the  middle  of  the 
BiAteenth  century,  (1565.)  a  Song  of  Patient  Grliaell 
ia  entered  in  the  Stationen'  Registers,  and  a  prose  Iub- 
lory  the  siime  year.  The  earliest  edition  of  the  pop- 
ular prose  hiaton- as  yet  recovered,  dal«d  1619,  hai 
been  reprinted  in  the  third  volume  of  ihe  Percy  So- 
ciety's Publications. 

The  ballad  here  given  Is  taken  from  Thomas  Delo- 
aey's  Giirland  of  Good  Will,  a  collection  which  waa 
printed  some  lime  before  ti>96  II  waa  circulated  alW 
that  time,  and  probably  even  before  the  compihilion 
of  the  Garland,  as  a  broadside,  in  black-letter,  and  also, 
with  the  addition  of  a  prose  introduction  ami  coiiclu- 
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■ion,  Eta  a  tract  or  chap-book.  In  Ihiii  Ust  form  it  if 
printed  in  the  above-men  I  ioneil  volume  of  the  Pbkj 
Soeiety.  The  bnllad  in  its  proper  mmplicity  is  in- 
lerted  in  A  CotUclian  of  Old  Ballads,  I  253. 

Percy's  Palient  Countas  {lUliquft,  l  310)  ii  m- 
tracleii  from  Albion't  England. 

The  title  !ii  The  Garland  t>/ Good  Wiilit,  0/ Patitnl 
Qrissel  and  a  Noble  Marquaa.  To  the  tune  of  Oit 
Slide's  Good  Morraw.     Percy  Society,  vol.  xxi.  p.  81 


A  NOBLE  Dinrquess,  aa  he  did  ride  a-huoting 

Hard  by  a  river  aide, 
A  proper  maiden,  as  she  did  sit  a-spinning, 

His  gentle  eye  espy'd : 
Most  fair  and  lovely,  and  of  comely  grace  H 
she. 

Although  in  simple  attire ; 
She  Bang  most  sweetly,  with  pleasaat  voice  n 
diously, 

Whicb  set  the  lord's  heart  on  fire. 
The  more  he  lookl,  the  more  he  might ; 
Beauty  bred  his  hearts  delight, 

And  to  this  damsel  he  went. 
"  God  speed,"  quoth  he,  "tbou  famous  flower) 
Fair  mistress  of  this  homely  bower, 

Where  love  and  vertue  live  with  sweet  conte 


With  comely  gesture  i 

She  bad  him  welco 

She  enleriain'd  him  ii 


nd  modest  mild  bebavioil 
a  Iriendly  n 


^    AjiJ  all  hii 


TATIKST  ORISSEt. 


k 


AnH  all  bis  gentlemen. 
The  noble  mttrquess  in  liis  heart  felt  aucli  flnma 

Which  set  hia  senses  all  at  strife ; 
Quoth  he,  "  Fair  nuuden,  shew  soon  what  is  thy 

I  mean  lo  take  thee  to  my  nife." 
"  Gri-iael  is  tny  name,"  quuth  she, 
"  Far  unfit  for  your  degree ; 

A  silly  maiden,  and  of  parents  poor." 
"  Nay,  Grisael,  thou  art  rich,"  be  said, 

A  vertnous,  fair,  and  comely  maid  ; 

Grant  me  thy  love,  and  I  will  ask  no  more." 

At  length  she  consented,  and  being  both  contented) 

They  married  were  vrith  speed  ; 
Her  coDHiry  russet  was  turn'd  to  silk  and  velvet, 

As  to  her  state  agreed  : 
.'-jid  when   that  she  was    trimly  attired  in  the 
same, 

Her  beauty  ahin'd  most  bright, 
Far  staining  every  other  brave  and  comely  dame 

That  did  appear  in  sight-* 
Many  envied  her  therefore. 
Because  she  was  of  parents  poor, 

And  twixt  her  lord  and  her  great  strife  did  rmaai 
Some  said  this,  and  some  said  that, 
I  Snne  did  call  her  beggar's  brat, 
■    And  to  her  lord  they  would  her  oft  dispraise. 


■  sight. 
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"  0  noble  mntH^uess,"  quoth  they,  "  why  do  jn 
wrong  us, 

Tliuf  basely  for  to  wed, 
Tliat  might  have  got  an  honoui-able  lady 

Juto  your  princely  bed  ? 
VfUa  will  not  now  your  noble  baue  still  derii 

Which  shall  be  hereafter  bom. 
That  are  of  blood  so  base  by  the  mother's  m 

The  which  will  bring  them  to  scorn  ? 
Put  her,  ihcrefore,  quite  away  ; 
Take  to  you  a  lady  gay. 

Whereby  your  lineage  may  renownM  be." 
Thus  every  day  ihey  seem'd  to  prate 
At  malic'd  Grissel's  good  estate, 

Who  took  all  tliia  moat  mild  and  patiently. 

When  that  ihe  marquess  did  see  that  tliey  « 
hent  thus 

Against  his  faithful  wife. 
Whom  most  dearly,  tenderly,  and  iotirely 

He  loved  as  his  life  ; 
Minding  in  secret  for  to  prove  h<.-r  patient  hei 

Thei'cby  her  foes  to  disgrace  ; 
Thinking  to  play  a  hard  diacourteoas  part, 

That  men  might  pity  her  case, — 
Great  with  child  this  lady  was. 
And  at  length  it  came  to  pass, 

Two  lovely  children  at  one  birth  she  bad  i 
A  son  and  daughter  God  had  sent. 
Which  did  their  father  well  content, 
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Aitd  wUch  did  make  their  mothers  heart  full 
glad. 

Great  royal  feasting  was  at  the  childrena  christ- 

And  princely  triumph  made ; 
Six  weeks  together,  nil  nobles  that  came  thither 

fWere  enlerlain'd  and  staid. 
And  when  (ha(  these  pleasant  sportinga  quite  were 

The  marquess  a  measeoger  sent 
Foi'  his  young  daugiiter  aud  his  pretty  smiling  son, 

Declaring  bis  full  intent, 
How  that  the  babes  must  murthered  be, 
For  so  the  marquess  did  decree. 

"  Come,  let  me  have  the  children,"  he  said : 
With  that  fair  Gri>^sel  wept  full  sore, 
She  wrung  her  hands,  and  said  no  more  ; 

"  My  gracious  lord  must  have  his  will  obey'd." 

She  took  the  babies  from  the  □ur^ing-ladie?, 

Between  her  lender  nrms  ; 
She  oRen  wishes,  with  many  sorrowful  kL^ses, 

That  she  might  help  tlieir  harms. 
"Fiirewel,"  qiiotli  she,  "my  children  dear; 

Never  shall  I  see  you  again ; 
Tis  long  of  me,  your  sad  and  woful  motlier  dear, 

For  whose  sake  you  must  be  slain. 
Hail  I  been  bom  of  royal  race. 
You  might  have  liv'd  in  huppy  case; 
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Bui  now  you  must  die  for  ray  un»oi 
"  Come,  messenger  of  death,"  quoth  Bhe, 
"  Take  my  despised  babes  (o  thee. 

And  to  iheir  father  my  complaints  exj 

lie  took  the  cliildren,  and  to  his  noble  maato 

He  brought  tliem  forth  with  speed  ; 
Who  aecreity  sent  ibem  unto  a  noble  lady, 

To  be  Durst  up  indeed. 
Then  to  fair  Griasel  wiib  a  heavy  heart  be  g 

Where  ehe  sat  mildly  all  alone  ; 
A  pleasant  gesture  and  a  lovely  look  «be  shoii 

As  if  grief  she  had  never  known. 
Quoth  he,  "  My  children  now  are  sliun 
What  thinks  fair  Grissel  of  tbe  same? 

Sweet  Grissel,  now  declare  thy  mind  to  n 
"  Since  you,  my  lord,  are  pleas'd  with  il. 
Poor  Grissel  tbioka  the  action  fit ; 

Both  I  and  mine  at  your  command  will  ba^ 


>'  The  nobles  murmur,  fair  Grisael,  at  thine  bonour, 

And  I  no  joy  can  have 
Till  thou  be  banisht  from  my  court  and  presence. 

As  they  unjustly  c 
Thou  must  be  stript  out  of  thy  stalely  gam 

And  as  (hou  earnest  to  me, 
In  homely  gi'ay,  instead  of  silk  and  purest  p 

Now  all  thy  cloathing  n 
My  lady  thou  must  be  no  more. 
Nor  I  ihy  lord,  which  gries  es  me  sore  i 
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The  poorest  life  must  now  content  thj  mind : 
A  groat  to  thee  I  maj  not  give, 
Thee  to  maintain,  while  I  do  live ; 

^Gainst  mj  Grissel  such  great  foes  I  find." 

When  gentle  Grissel  heard  these  woful  tidings, 

I'he  tears  stood  in  her  eyes ; 
She  nothing  said,  no  words  of  discontentment 

Did  from  her  lips  arise. 
Her  velvet  gown  most  patiently  she  stript  off. 

Her  girdle  of  silk  with  the  same ; 
Her  russet  gown  was  brought  again  with  many  a 
scoff; 

To  bear  them  all,  herself  [she]  did  frame. 
When  she  was  drest  in  this  array. 
And  ready  was  to  pari  away, 

"  Grod  send  long  life  unto  my  lord,"  quoth  she  ; 
'^Let  no  offence  be  found  in  this, 
To  give  my  lord  a  parting  kiss." 

With  wat'ry  eyes,  "  Farewrl,  my  dear ! "  quoth 
he. 

From  stately  palace,  unto  her  father's  cottage, 

Poor  Grissel  now  is  gone  ; 
Full  fifleen  winters  she  lived  there  contented, 

No  wrong  she  thought  upon  ; 
And  at  that  time  thro'  all  the  land  the  speeches 
went, 

The  marquess  should  married  be 
Unto  a  noble  lady  of  high  descent, 
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Antl  to  the  giune  all  puvtles  did  agree. 
The  marquess  sent  I'ur  Grissel  fair 
The  bride's  bed-uhamber  to  prepare, 

That  nothing  should  iherein  be  foiiad  aiirjfM 
The  bride  was  with  her  broihcr  come, 
Which  nas  grent  joy  to  all  and  some  ; 

And  Grissel  took  all  thb  most  ptUienll/. 

And  in  the  morning  when  that  thej  should.! 


wedded, 


Here 


Giissel  was  charged  in  princely  manner 

For  to  uttire  the  bride. 
Most  willingly  she  gu^e  consent  unto  the  n 

The  bride  in  her  braveiy  was  drest. 
And  presently  the  noble  marquess  thither  c 

Will]  all  the  ladles  at  his  request. 
"  Oh  Grissel,  I  would  ask  of  thee 
If  to  this  match  thou  wouldst  agree? 

Methiuke  thy  looks  are  waxed  wondrous  coy.'  1 
With  that  they  all  began  lo  smile. 
And  Gi'i^sel  she  replies  the  while, 

"  God  send  lord  marquess  many  years  of  joffl 

The  marquis  was  moved  to  see  his  best  behrt 

Thus  patieut  in  distress; 
He  stept  unto  her,  and  by  the  hand  he  took  h 

These  words  ho  did  express : 
"  Thou  art  the  bride,  and  all  the  brides  I  o 
have; 
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These  two  thy  own  children  be.** 
The  youthfiil  lady  on  her  knees  did  blessing 
crave, 

The  brother  as  willing  as  she. 
*^  And  you  that  envy  her  estate, 
Whom  I  have  made  my  loving  mate, 

Now  blush  for  shame,  and  honour  vertuous  life ; 
The  chronicles  of  lasting  fame 
Shall  evermore  extol  the  name 

Of  patient  Grissel,  my  most  constant  wife." 


THE  KING  OF  PRANCE'S  DAtJGH 

From  Tbonuw  Delcnoy's  Garland  of  Good  Wtt,'' 
as  repriulcd  by  the  Percy   Society,  vol.  xxx.  p.  SI 
Other  copies  are  in  OUl  BaUad»,  (1723.)  i.  KSl,  Bit- 
son's  Ancienl  Songs,  ii.  ISS,  and  Percy's  Reti^aa,  oL 

S07,— the  last  altered  by  the  edjlor. 


In  the  dayB  of  old, 

When  fair  France  did  flourish. 
Stories  plainly  told 

Lovers  felt  annoy. 
The  king  a  daughter  had, 

Beauteous,  fair,  and  lovdj, 
Which  made  her  father  glad. 

She  was  his  only  joy. 
A  prince  of  England  come. 
Whose  deeds  did  merit  &me, 

He  woo'd  hor  long,  and  lo,  at  lai 
Look,' what  he  did  require, 
6he  granted  his  desire, 
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Their  hearts  in  one  were  linked  fast. 
Whieti  when  her  father  proved, 
Lord,  how  he  waa  moved 

And  tormented  in  his  miodi 
He  sought  for  to  prevent  tbem. 
And  to  discontent  them, — 

Fortune  crosses  lovers  kind. 


Wbenaa  these  princely  twain 

Were  thus  debarr'd  of  pleasure, 
Through  the  king's  disdain, 

Which  their  joys  withstood, 
The  lady  lockt  up  close 

Her  Jewels  and  her  treasure, 
Having  no  remorse 

Of  stale  or  royal  blood. 
In  liomely  poor  array, 
She  went  fromcourl'away. 

To  meet  her  love  and  heart's  delight) 
Wlio  in  a  forest  great. 
Bad  taken  up  his  seat. 

To  wait  her  coming  in  the  night. 
But  lo,  what  sudden  danger, 
To  this  princely  stranger. 

Chanced  as  he  sat  alone, 
By  outlaws  he  was  robbed. 
And  with  poinard  slabbed, 

Utleriug  many  a  dying  groan. 
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Tfie  princess,  anned  b;  him. 

And  by  true  desire, 
Wandering  all  ihm  night, 

Without  dread  at  all, 
Still  unknown,  she  past 

In  her  strange  attire. 
Coming  at  the  last 

Within  echo's  call. 
"  Tou  fair  woods,"  quoth  she, 
"Honoured  may  you  be, 

Harbouring  my  heart's  delight. 
Which  doth  encompass  here. 
My  joy  aud  only  dear. 

My  trusty  friend,  and  comely  knigliL  1 
Sweet,  I  come  unto  thee, 
Sweet,  I  come  to  wooe  thee, 

That  thou  may'st  Dot  angry  be ; 
For  my  long  delaying, 
And  (hy  courteous  staying, 

Amends  for  all  I  make  to  thee." 


Passing  thus  alone 

Through  the  silent  foresit 
Many  a  grievous  groan 

Souaded  in  her  ear; 
Where  she  heard  a  man 

To  lament  the  sorest 
Chance  that  ever  came, 

Forc'd  by  deadly  fear. 
"  Farewel,  my  dear  I  "  quoth  h 
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*  Whom  I  i.haU  never  Bee, 

For  why,  my  life  is  at  an  end ; 
For  tliy  sweet  sake  I  die. 
Through  villain's  enielty. 

To  shew  I  am  a  failhrul  friend. 
Here  lie  I  a-b!eeding, 
While  my  tboughts  are  feeding 

On  the  rarest  beauty  found ; 
O  hard  hap  that  may  be, 
Little  knows  my  lady 

My  heart-blood  lies  on  (he  ground  I 


With  that  he  gave  a  groan 

That  did  break  asunder 
All  the  tender  strings 

Of  his  gentle  heart : 
Bhe,  who  knew  his  voice. 

At  bia  lale  did  wonder; 
All  her  former  joys 

Did  to  grief  convert 
Straight  she  ran  to  see 
Who  this  man  should  be, 

That  Bo  like  her  love  did  speak ; 
And  found,  whenas  she  came. 
Her  lovely  lord  lay  slain, 

Smeer'd  in  blood  which  life  did  bi'eak 
Which  when  that  she  espied. 
Lord,  how  sore  she  cried  ! 

Her  sorrows  could  not  counted  be ; 
Her  eyes  like  fountains  running, 


I 
I 


^_        ner  eycx  i 
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WLile  slie  crjed  out,  "  My  dnriing, 
Would  God  thai  I  had  Jy*d  for  iheel* 

His  pnle  lijis,  alas  I 

Twenty  times  she  lii-fstid, 
And  faie  face  did  nash 

With  lier  Irinit^b  Ware  i 
Every  bleeding  wound 

Her  fiiir  fiioe  bedewed, 
Wiping  off  the  blucid 

With  her  golden  hairs. 
["  Speak,  my  love,"  quoth  she,] ' 
"  S[>eali,  fair  prince,  to  me ; 

One  sweet  word  of  comfort  give  i 
Lift  up  tliy  fair  eyes, 
Listen  to  my  cries, 

Think  in  what  great  grief  I  hve," 
All  in  vain  she  sued, 
All  in  vain  she  wooed. 

The  prince'a  life  was  fled  and  goae  | 
There  stood  she  still  mourning 
"Till  the  sun's  returning. 

And  bright  day  was  coming  on. 

In  this  great  distress 

Quoth  tliis  royal  lady, 
"  Who  can  now  expresa 

What  will  become  of  me? 


1  fr.>m   <?*/  B.ilh'U.  VS3. 
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To  ray  father's  court 

Never  will  I  wander, 
Bui  some  service  seek 

Where  I  muy  piawd  be." 
Whilst  she  thus  made  her  moan, 
Weeping  all  alone. 

In  this  deep  and  deadly  fear, 
A  forester  all  in  green, 
Most  comely  to  be  seen, 

RangiDg  the  wood  did  find  her  there^ 
Round  beset  with  sorrow. 
"  Maid,"  quoth  he,  "good  morrow. 

What  hard  hap  halh  brought  you  hero?" 
"  Harder  hap  did  never 
Chance  lo  a  maiden  ever; 

Here  lies  slain  my  brother  dear. 

'Where  might  I  be  plac'd, 
Gentle  forester  tell  me  ; 
Where  might  I  protture 


!ed? 


Ftuns  I  will  Dot  spare, 
But  will  do  my  duty; 

Ease  me  of  my  care. 

Help  my  e stream  need." 

The  forester  all  amazed 

On  her  beauty  gazed, 

Till  his  heart  was  set  on  t 

"  If,  fair  maid,"  quoth  he, 

"  You  will  go  with  me, 


k 
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Tou  shall  have  your  heart's  desiie." 
He  bi-ought  her  to  his  mother, 
And  above  all  other 

He  set  forth  this  mniden's  pnuse: 
Long  was  his  heart  inflamed. 
At  length  her  love  he  gained, 

So  fortune  did  his  glory  raise. 

Thus  unknown  he  matcbt 

With  Ihe  king's  fiiir  daughter ; 
Children  seven  he  had, 

Ere  she  lo  him  was  known. 
But  when  he  underalood 

She  was  a  royal  princess, 
By  this  means  ai  last 

He  shewed  forth  her  fame  : 
He  clouili'd  his  ehildren  then 
Not  like  other  men. 

In  party  colours  strange  to  see  ; 
The  right  side  cloth  of  gold,' 

1  "  Thto  will  remind  the  rsuler  of  ths  lirerj  and 

vlooof  Ctukrles  BnuidoD,  a  private  gentlemui,  wlio  mxn 
tlie  Qneea  DoiF&ger  of  Fnuica,  alittr  of  Haitry  VEit. 
a  tauraameiit  which  be  held  M,  hi<  vedding-,  th 
or  his  honu  were  hair  olath  of  gold,  aud  tialf  IMeie,  witb 
Ibllowlcg  motto ; 

'  Cloth  of  Sold,  do  not  despias, 

Tho'  Ehou  »rt  maloht  with  Cloth  of  FriMi 

Cloth  or  Friie,  be  not  too  hold. 

Tho'  thou  art  miileht  with  Cloih  of  Gold." 
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The  left  side  to  behoid 

Of  woollen  cloth  etill  framed  be. 
McD  thereat  did  wonder, 
Golden  fame  did  thuDder 

This  strange  deed  in  every  place; 
The  king  of  France  came  thither' 
Being  pleasant  ireather. 

In  the  woods  the  bitrt  to  cliase. 


The  children  there  did  stand, 

Ab  their  mother  willdd, 
Where  the  royal  king 

Must  of  force  come  by ; 
Their  mother  richly  clad 

In  fair  crimson  velvet, 
Their  father  all  in  gray, 

Moat  comely  lo  the  eye. 
When  this  famous  king, 
Moting  every  thing. 

Did  ask  him  how  he  durst  be  bo  bold, 
To  let  his  wife  Ui  wear. 
And  deck  his  children  there, 

Li  cmtly  rcihes  of  pearl  and  gold,-~ 
The  forester  bold  re|ilied. 
And  the  cause  descried. 

And  lo  the  king  he  thu»  did  say ; 
"  Well  may  ihey  by  their  mother 
Wear  rich  gold  like  other, 

Being  by  birth  a  princess  gay." 

1  kiiig  lie  coming. 
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The  king  upon  Uiese  words 
More  heeiifully  beheld  ihem, 

Till  a  crimson  blush 


"  The  more  I  look,"  quoth  be, 
Upon  tliy  wife  nnd  children. 


Tlie 


e  I  cnl!  t< 


My  daughter  wliom  I  loaL" 
"  I  am  that  Child,"  qaoth  she, 
Falling  on  her  knee ; 

"  Pardon  me  my  soveraign  lic^ 
The  king  perceiving  this 
His  daughter  dear  did  kiss, 

Till  joyful  tears  did  elop  his  speech.   I 
With  his  liain  he  turued, 
And  with  her  eojourn^d  ; 

Straight  be  dubb'd  bur  husband  kiud 
He  made  him  Earl  of  Flanders, 
One  of  hia  chii^f  eomraaadera, — 

Thus  was  their  sorrow  put  lo  flight. 


CONSTANCE  OF  CLEVELAND. 


B  Book  o/Hoxlwght  BaUadt,  p.  IBS. 

"  Tms  ramandc  bnllncl,  in  a  eomevhat  plain  and 
dopretending  8L}-le,  relnten  iiicidenta  that  may  remind 
the  reader  of  the  old  story  of  Titus  and  Gisippus, 
wbich  was  told  in  English  >erae  by  Edw.  Lenitko,  u 
early  as  166:2 :  the  ballad  is  not  so  ancieot  by,  per- 
haps, thirty  or  forty  yean  ;  and  the  piinted  copy  that 
bas  come  down  to  our  day  is  at  least  6fty  years  more 
receoi  than  the  date  when  we  bcliere  the  ballad  to 
have  been  first  published.  The  title  the  broadside 
('Piinted  for  F.  Colf9,  J.  W.,  T.  Vere,  W.  Gilbert- 
ion,')  bears  is,  '  Constance  of  Cleveland;  A  Mry  ec- 
C^UrU  Sonnet  of  Ike  rnoit  fair  Lady  Conttanee  of 
Cleaeland,  and  her  disloyal  KhujW  We  oonclude 
that  the  incidents  are  mere  invendon,  but  ConMance 
of  Rome  ii  the  name  of  a  play,  by  Drayton,  Mun- 
day  »nd  Batbway,  mentioned  in  Ilcualowe's  Diary 
nader  the  year  1600,  (p.  I71.)  The  tune  of  CVint- 
ton  Velvet  was  highly  popular  in  the  rel^s  of  F-liia- 
beth  and  her  gi 
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To  tha  Tune  of  Crimtat  Vtlttk 

It  was  a  youtLfull  knight 

LoVd  a  gailanl  lady; 
Fair  she  was  and  bright, 

And  of  venues  rare : 
Herself  she  did  behave 

So  courteously  as  maj'  be ; 
Wedded  they  were  brAva ; 

Joy  williout  compare. 
Here  began  ihe  grief, 
Pain  without  relief: 

Her  husband  soon  her  love  forsook, 
To  women  lewd  of  mind, 
Being  bad  inclio'd, 

He  only  lenl  a  pleasant  look. 
The  lady  she  saie  weeping, 
While  that  be  was  keeping 

Company  tviib  ocbers  moe: 
Her  words,  "  My  love,  beleeve  not, 
Come  to  me,  and  grieve  not ; 

Wantons  will  thee  overthrow." 


His  fair  Ladie's  words 
Nothing  he  regarded  j 

Wan  Ion  n  esse  affords 
Such  delight  full  sport. 

Wbile  they  dance  and  sing, 
With  great  mirth  prepared, 


I 

I 
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She  her  hands  did  wring 

In  most  grievous  sort. 
"  0  what  hap  had  I 
Thus  10  wail  and  cry, 

Unrespccled  every  day, 
Living  in  disdain, 
While  that  others  gain 

All  the  right  I  should  ei^oyl 
I  am  left  foi-saken, 
Others  they  are  taken : 

Ah  my  love  !  why  dost  thou  Bof 
Her  flatteries  heleeve  not, 
Come  to  me,  nnd  grieve  not ; 

Wantons  will  thee  overthrow." 

The  Knight  with  his  fair  peece 

At  length  the  Lady  spied. 
Who  did  him  doily  fleece 

Of  his  wi'ulth  and  store  ; 
Secretly  she  stood, 

While  she  her  fashions  tryed. 
With  a  patient  mind, 

While  deep  the  strumjiet  swore. 
"  0  Sir  Knight,  O  Sir  Knight,"  quoth  ehe. 
"  So  dearly  I  love  thee. 

My  life  doth  rest  at  thy  dispose : 
By  day,  and  eke  by  night, 
For  thy  sweet  delight. 

Thou  shalt  me  in  thy  arms  inclose. 
I  am  thine  for  ever ; 
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Sdll  I  will  pcraever 

True  ro  ihee,  where  ere  I  go," 
"  Her  flatteries  believe  not, 
Come  to  me,  aiid  giieve  not ; 

Wantons  will  tbee  overlhrow." 

The  vertuous  Lady  mild 

Enters  then  among  them. 
Being  big  with  child 

Afl  ever  she  might  be  : 
With  diitilling  le&ra 

She  looked  then  upon  them; 
Filled  full  of  fears. 

Thus  replj-ed  she : 
"  Ah,  my  love  and  dear ! 
Wlierefore  ?tay  you  here, 

Bef using  me,  your  loving  wife. 
For  «n  harlot's  sake, 
Wliieh  each  one  will  take  ; 

Whose  vile  dcedd  provoke  much  strife? 
Many  can  accuse  lier  : 
0  my  love,  O  my  love,  refuse  her  I 

With  thy  lady  home  return. 
Her  flntterica  beleeve  not, 
Come  to  me,  and  grieve  not; 

Wiuilons  will  thee  overthrow." 


All  in  a  fury  then 

The  angry  Knight  up  startad. 
Very  furioui"  when 

He  heard  lii:^  Ladle's  speech. 
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W^th  many  bitter  terms 

Hb  wife  he  ever  thwarted, 
UsiDg  bard  extrenma, 

While  ehe  did  him  beseecb. 
From  bcr  neck  so  white 
He  look  awnj'  in  spite 

Her  curious  cbuin  of  purest  gold. 
Her  jewels  and  her  rings, 
And  all  such  costly  things 

As  he  about  her  did  heboid. 
The  harlot  in  her  presence 
He  did  gently  reverence, 

And  to  her  he  gave  Ihem  all : 
He  sent  away  his  Lady, 
Pull  of  wo  as  may  l>e, 

Who  in  a  swound  with  griff  did  falL 

At  the  Ladie'e  wrong 

The  harlot  flcL-r'd  and  laiiglii'd  ; 
Enticements  are  so  strong, 

They  overcome  llie  wise. 
The  Knight  nothing  regarded 

To  see  ibe  Lady  scoffed; 
Thus  was  she  rewarded 

For  her  enterprise. 
The  harlot,  all  this  space. 
Did  him  ofl  embrace ; 

She  flatters  him,  and  llius  doth  say: 
«  For  Ihee  He  dye  and  live. 
For  lliee  my  faiih  Ik  give, 

Ko  wo  shall  Hoi'k  my  love's  decay  i 
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TIlou  shalt  be  ray  treaeure, 
Tliau  shall  be  my  pleasure, 

rhuu  «)iall  be  my  heart'B  delightt 
[  will  be  tby  darling, 
I  will  be  lliy  worldling. 

In  despighi  of  fortune's  Bpi^ 

Thus  he  did  reniBia 

In  vrasifull  great  expeacea^ 
Till  il  bred  his  pain, 

And  conauEood  him  quite. 
When  his  lands  were  spent. 

Troubled  in  bis  scDces, 
Then  he  did  repent 

Of  hia  Ime  lewd  life. 
For  relief  he  hies, 
For  relief  he  flyea 

To  them  on  whom  he  spent  his  gold  t 
They  do  him  deny, 
They  do  him  defle ; 

They  will  not  once  his  face  behold. 
Being  thus  distressed. 
Being  thus  oppressed. 

In  the  fields  that  night  be  lay ; 
Which  the  harlot  knowing, 
Thi-ough  her  malice  growing. 

Sought  to  take  bis  life  away. 

A  young  and  proper  lad 
They  had  slain  in  secret 
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For  (lie  gold  he  had, 

Whoni  tliey  did  convey 
By  a  ruffiao  lewd 

To  ihat  place  directly, 
Wliere  the  youthful  Kniglit 

Fast  a  sleeping  lay. 
Tlie  bloody  dagger  than, 
WliPrewiih  they  kill'd  the  man, 

Hard  by  the  Eniglit  be  likewise  laid, 
Sprinkling  him  wilb  blood, 
As  he  thought  it  good, 

And  then  no  longer  there  he  stayd. 
The  Knight,  being  so  abused, 
Was  forthwith  accused 

For  this  murder  which  was  dona ; 
And  he  was  condemneii 
That  bad  not  ofieiided ; 

Sbamefull  death  he  rnight  not  shun. 

When  ibe  Ijady  blight 

Understood  the  matter. 
That  her  wedded  Knight 

Was  pondemn'd  to  dye, 
To  the  King  phe  went 

With  all  ihe  speed  that  might  be, 
Where  she  did  lament 

Her  bard  destiny. 
"  Koble  King  1 "  quoth  she, 
*•  Fitly  take  on  me, 

And  pardon  my  poor  buibands  life  ; 
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Else  I  am  undone. 
With  my  little  son  : 

Let  mercj  mitigate  this  grie^** 
"  Lady  lair,  content  theo  ; 
Soon  lliou  wouldst  repent  thee, 

If  be  ehould  lie  ^nved  so : 
Sore  he  halh  abus'd  thee, 
Sore  he  halh  misus'd  thee  ;    ■ 

Therefore,  Lady,  let  turn  go." 

"  0  my  liege  I  "  quoth  she, 

"  Grant  your  gracious  favour ! 
Dear  he  is  to  me, 

Though  he  did  me  wrong." 
The  King  repl/d  again, 

With  ft  stern  behaviour, 
"  A  subject  he  hath  slain, 

Dye  bo  shall  ere  long: 
Except  thou  caost  find 
Any  one  so  kind, 

That  will  dj-e  and  Bet  him  free.* 
"  Noble  King  !  "  she  said, 
"  Glad  am  I  apajd: 

That  eame  person  will  I  be. 
I  will  suffer  duly, 
I  will  suffer  truly, 

For  my  love  and  husbands  sake." 
Tlie  King  thereat  amazed. 
Though  he  her  beauq'  [irnised, 

He  had  from  thence  they  sbonld  her  b 
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It  was  the  King's  command. 

On  the  morrow  after 
She  should  out  of  hand 

To  the  scaffold  go : 
Her  husband  was 

To  bear  the  sword  before  her; 
He  must  eke,  alas  I 

\  Give  the  deadly  blow. 
He  refus'd  the  deed ; 
She  bid  him  to  proceed, 

With  a  thousand  kisses  sweet. 
In  this  wofull  case 
Thej  did  both  imbrace, 

Which  mov'd  the  ruffians  in  that  place 
Straight  for  to  discover 
This  concealed  murder ; 

Whereby  the  lady  saved  was. 
The  harlot  then  was  hanged, 
As  she  well  deserved  : 

This  did  vertue  brin^  to  passe. 


WILLOW,  WILLOW,  WILLOW. 


Fnim  Percy't  ReBjuet,  I  SiO. 

Tdib  is  the  "song  of  willow"  from'  which  Dcsde- 
■UODB  sings  snatches  in  the  Pourth  Act  of  OtheUo, 
(Sc.  3,)  The  portions  vrbieh  occur  in  Sbakeapeara 
are  the  first  stanza,  and  fragments  of  the  Gflh,  nxlh. 
and  £i!vi-nth;  he  also  introduces  a  couplet  which  don 
not  belong  to  thu  ballad  as  here  given. 

The  Second  Part  is  verj  likel}'  a  separate  compos- 
tioa.  SongH  upoa  this  model  or  with  the  same  bunlcn 
were  not  iulrcquent.  See  cue  in  Park's  HeUconia, 
Part  i.  133,  and  another  in  The  Moral  Flag  of  Wit 
and  Science,  (Shakespeare  Societ;,)  p.  86. 

Percy  gave  this  song  from  a  black-letter  copy  ia  the 
Pepya  collwclion,  entitled  A  Loiter"!  Complaint,  6einj 
forsaken  ofhii  Love.  Another  version,  dittering  prin- 
dpally  in  arrangement,  is  printed  in  the  above  died 
publication  of  the  Shakespeare  Society,  p.  US,  i 
a  MS.  in  the  British  Uuacum, "  written  about  the  X 
1633." 

A  POORE  sDule  sat  sighing  under  a  sicomore  ti 

0  toillow,  wiUow,  teiBota  ! 
Willi  liis  linnd  on  hi-  bosom,  hLi  head  on  lii3  km 

0  willow,  wiSoto,  wiUow  ! 

0  wilVno,  wiBoto,  leillow .' 
Sing,  0  the  greene  wiUtne  shall  be  my  garli 
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He  sigli'd  in  his  singing,  and  after  each  gnme. 

Gome  unUaWy  Sfc. 
**  I  am  dead  to  all  pleasure,  my  true-loyc  is 
gone. 

0  wiUoWy  S^. 
Sing,  0  the  greene  wiUow  akaU  be  my  gcarkmd. 

^  Mj  love  she  is  tamed ;  untrae  she  doth  prove } 

0  willow,  S^c. 
She  renders  me  nothing  bat  hate  &r  my  love^ 

O  vnUaw,  Sfc. 
Sing,  0  the  greene  wUhw,  Sfc. 

"  O  pitty  me,"  cried  he,  "  ye  lovers^  each  one } 

0  wiUow,  4pc. 
Her  heart's  hard  as  marble ;  she  roes  not  my 
mone. 

0  wiUow,  S^c. 
Sing,  0  the  greene  willawy  ifc^ 

The  cold  streams  ran  by  him,  his  eyes  wept  apace ; 

0  ioillow,  S^c. 
The  salt  tears  fell  from  him,  which  drowned  his 
face. 

0  wtlhw^  Sfc. 
Sing,  0  the  greene  willow,  Sfc. 

The  mute  birds  sate  by  him,  made  tame  by  hii 
mones; 
0  wiUow,  Sen 
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The  Bait  tears  fell  from  him,  which  softened  ll 

0  willow,  ^. 
Sing,  0  the  greent  toillow  shall  b«  my  garland. 

I  "  Let  nobod}-  blame  me,  her  scomes  I  do  prore  j 

0  uiillow,  ^c. 
KShe  was  borne  to  bo  fairej  T,  to  die  for  her  lovft 

0  wiUov),  ^e. 
wSSng,  0  tha  ffreeiu  willovi,  ^c 

"0  tliitt  beaiitj  should  harbour  a  heart  that's  ■ 

Sing  willow,  Ifo. 
My  true  love  rejecting  without  all  regard. 
0  willow,  ^e. 
mSinff,  0  Che  greene  willow,  SfC. 

pLet  iove  no  more  boast  him  in  palace  or  bower 
0  willow,  SfC. 

en  are  trothle^,  and  flole  in  an  houre. 
0  willow,  ^-e. 
,  0  the  greene  willow,  tfc. 

KSut  what  helps  complaining?     In  vaioe  I  o 

ploine: 

.    O  willow,  ^E. 

t'tnust  |iiiii('nrly  suffer  her  scome  and  disdains. 

0  willow,  ^fe. 

',  0  the  greene  willow,  S^, 
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**  Come,  all  you  for^kcn,  and  bU  down  by  me, 

0  wiUow.  ^o. 
Be  that  'plaines  of  his  faJse  love,  mine's  falwr 
ihan  gKc. 

0  wiUote,  ^e. 
3i»3,  0  t!ie  grtene  teiUoiD  thaU  be  my  gaHand. 

"The  willow  wreath  weare  I,  aince  my  lore  did 
fleet; 

0  teiaow,  ^e. 
A  garland  for  lovers  forsaken  most  meete. 

0  wiRow,  Sfc. 

Hff,  O  the  ffreene  wiUow  ikall  be  my  garland!  " 


I  FART  TQE   SECOND. 

"LowB  Iftj'd  by  my  sorrow,  begot  by  disdaine, 

0  willow,  willow,  willow  I 
Against  her  loo  cruell,  Etill,  still  I  comploine. 

0  willmo,  utillote,  wiUow  I 

0  wiUow,  willow,  willow! 
Sing,  0  the  greene  willow  thali  be  my  garland  I 

"  0  lore  too  injurious,  to  wounil  my  poore  heart, 
0  willow,  ^c. 
L  To  BuiFer  the  triumph,  and  joy  in  my  smart  1 

0  willow,  3fc. 
rSing,  0  tlie  greene  wiUow,  ^e. 
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"O  willow,  willow,  willow  i  the  willow  gariktd, 

0  willow,  ^c, 
A  sign  of  her  falsenesse  before  me  doth  si 

0  willoiD,  S^c. 
Sing,  0  the  greens  willoui  iAaH  be  my  ^ariemdi  , 

"As  here  it  dolh  bid  to  despair  and  to  dye, 

O  willoie,  Sfc. 
So  hang  ii,  friends,  ore  me  in  grave  where  I 

0  wiUoTO,  ^e. 
Sing,  0  iht  gret*«  willow,  Sfe. 

"In  gnire  whera  I  rest  mee,  hong  thb  to  the  vi 

0  toiUoui,  SfC. 
Of  all  that  doe  knowe  her,  lo  blaze  her  untrue.  | 

0  wiHow,  ^c. 
Si«ff,  0  the  greene  wiBow,  Sfc, 

"With  tliese  words  engraven,  as  epilaph  a 

0  teHltne,  SfC. 
'Here  Ijes  one,  draok  poj'son  for  potior 

0  vfiltow,  tfc. 
Sing,  0  the  gnene  willow,  Sfc. 

"  Ttiousl)  3l>e  thus  unkindly  hutb  scorned  my  k 

0  wilhw.  4-c. 
And  caii:leflly  amilea  at  the  sorrowes  1  prore ; 

O  teil/ow,  ^e. 
Sing,  O  Ute  greene  willow,  ^. 


,   WILLOW,    WILLOW.  239 

•I  cannot  against  her  unkindly  exclaim, 

0  v)iU&w,  ifc. 
Gbuse  oQce  well  I  loved  her,  and  honoured  ber 

0  m'Sow,  tfc. 
Sing,  0  the  greene  willow  thall  be  my  garland. 

The  name  of  her  mounded  so  ewcete  in  mine  earn, 
0  willow,  ^a. 
It  raya'd  my  heart  lightly,  tlie  name  of  my  dearu ; 
O  wiUow,  4-c. 
Kris',  ^  '^'  gretnt  willoto,  S/e. 

As  then  'twaa  my  comfort,  it  now  is  my  griefe  i 

0  villoiB,  S;c. 
It  now  brings  mc  anguish ;  then  brought  me  reliefe. 

0  wiUow,  ^e. 
8i^g,  O  the  greene  mUow,  S^e. 

FareweU,  faire  fiilse  hearted,  plaiota  end  with 

my  breath  I 
0  willow,  willow,  wiUovi  ! 
Thou  deal  loatb  me,  I  love  thee,  though  cause  of 
my  death. 
0  wittow,  willow,  wiUov  ! 
O  willow,  willow,  willow  ! 
Sing,  0  the  greene  ■willow  thall  he  mg  garland" 
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GREENSLEEVES. 


From  A  Handefnll  of  PUaiant  Deliia,  kc^  Lt» 
don,  1984,  aa  reprinted  in  Park's  Heliconia,  rol.  ii. 
p.  23.  It  is  there  entitled  A  New  Courliy  Sonet  oftJu 
Ladij  GreeniUeva,    To  the  neio  7\ine  of  GrtentUeru, 

"The  earliest  mention  of  the  ballad  of  Gr«n  SUtpei, 
in  the  Regigtera  of  the  Stationeni'  Company,  is  in  Sep- 
tember, 1S8D,  when  Richard  Jonealiad  Ucunsed  to  him 
A  Ntio  Northern  Diihfe  of  the  Lady  Green  Sleeves' 

"  Green  Sleexei,  or  iVhich  nobody  can  deny,  bai 
been  a  favorite  tune  from  the  time  of  Elizabeth  to  the 
present  day,  and  is  attll  frequently  to  bo  heard  in  the 
Btreels  of  London  to  songs  with  the  old  burden,  Whie\ 
nobody  can  deny.  It  nill  also  be  recognized  as  tba 
air  of  Chrixtrnm  comet  hut  one*  a  pear,  and  aaaj 
another  merry  ditty."  Chappell's  Popular  Miuie 
of  the  Olden  Timt,  p.  £37. 

firemi^wivi  is  twice  alluded  toby  Sha3cespears  I 
The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor;  Act  iL  Sc.  1 ;  Act  4 
Sc.fi. 

Ax  AS,  my  love,  ye  do  me  wrong 
To  cast  me  oft  discurteously. 
And  I  have  loved  jot 

Delighting  in  your  compimie. 
Gretaifleeves  wa»  all  mi/ Jog, 
Ch-eensleevei  wot  my  deUghU 


ORKEKSLEGYEa. 


Greenthevel  teat  my  heart  of  gold. 
And  ioho  hit  Ladie  Gremtleevu. 

I  Lave  been  rendie  at  your  linnil 

To  grant  what  ever  you  would  crave ; 

I  have  both  waged  life  and  land. 
Your  lore  and  good  will  for  to  have. 
GreemUeMi  waa  aS  my  joy,  ^, 

I  bought  tliee  kerchers  Ui  ihy  head 
That  were  wrought  fine  and  gollaotlyi 

I  kept  thee  both  at  boord  and  bed, 
Which  cost  my  purse  well  favouredly, 
Greemleevet  was  aU  my  joie,  ^o. 

I  bought  thee  peticotes  of  ihe  best, 
The  cloih  BO  fine  as  fine  might  bej 

I  gave  thee  jewels  for  thy  chest, 
And  all  this  cost  I  spent  on  thee. 

GreentUevet  was  all  myjoie,  SfC, 

Thy  smock  of  silke,  bolii  fiure  and  whitd, 
With  gold  embrodered  gorgeouBly, 

Thy  peticote  of  seodall  right, 
And  this'  I  bought  tliee  gladly. 

GreensleevM  teas  all  myjoie,  ^, 

Thy  giirdle  of  gold  so  red, 

With  pearlsB  bedecked  auraluously, — 


ii2  OREENSLKETXa. 

The  like  no  olber  Insees  had, — 

And  yet  ibou  irouldest  not  love  me. 
Greensleevei  v>iu  aS  myjoie,  S^ 

Thy  pnrse,  and  eke  ihy  gay  guilt  kntTec, 
Tliy  pincase,  gnllant  to  the  eie, — 

No  better  wore  the  burgesse  wires, — 
And  yet  thou  wouldst  not  love  me> 

Grtensleeves  was  all  tnyjoy,  SfC. 


Tliy  cninMn  slocking^  oU  of  Eilk, 

With  golde  all  wroogbl  abovA  tbe  knee;' 

Tiiy  pumps,  aa  white  as  was  tbe  milk. 
And  yet  thou  wouldst  not  love  me. 
Greensleevea  toot  all  mffj'oie,  ^c. 

Thy  gown  was  of  the  gra«sie  green. 
Thy  aleeves  of  salten  hanging  by, 

Which  mode  tiiee  be  onr  hiu-vest  queen. 
And  yet  tlion  wouWat  not  love  me, 
GreentUeves  teas  all  myjoie,  i^e. 

Thy  garters  fringed  with  llie  golde^ 

And  silver  agleia  hanging  by. 
Which  mnde  thee  bUlhe  for  to  bebolde^— 

And  yet  thou  wouldst  not  love  me. 
Greensheves  was  ail  myjoie,  ^i. 

My  gnyest  gelding  I  thee  gave. 
To  ride  where  ever  liked  thee, 


OBEKNSLEEVES 


No  ladie  ever  was  so  brave, 

And  yei  tbou  would^t  not  love  me. 
Greerultevet  wat  all  mj/joie,  SfC. 

My  men  were  clothed  all  in  green, 
And  they  did  ever  wait  on  thee  j 

All  this  was  gallant  to  be  seen, 

And  yet  thou  wouldst  not  love  me. 
Grtenileevti  toot  all  myjoii,  ^c. 

They  ael  thee  up,  they  look  thee  dovrne. 
They  served  ihee  with  humiliiie  i 

Thy  foote  might  not  once  touch  tlie  ground, 
And  yet  thou  wouldst  not  love  me. 
GreemUevti  tctu  all  mt/joie,  S^e. 

For  everie  morning,  when  ihou  rose, 

I  sent  thee  dainties,  orderly, 
To  cheare  thy  stomack  from  all  woes, 

And  yet  thou  wouldst  not  love  me. 
Greengleeves  wot  aS  mi/jote,  ^e. 

Thou  could st  desire  no  earthly  thing 

But  stit  thou  hadst  it  readily ; 
Thy  rausiuke  still  lo  play  and  sing, 

And  yet  thou  wouldst  not  love  me. 
Gremsleeves  was  ail  my  jote,  ^e. 

And  who  did  pay  for  all  this  gearc. 
That  thou  didst  spend  when  pleased  thee? 
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Even  I  thai  nm  rejected  here, 
And  Ihou  disdainpt  to  love  me. 

Greeiuleevet  KOi  all  myjoie,  ifc 

Wei,  I  wil  pray  to  God  on  lue 

That  lliou  ray  con^tnncie  maist  eee, 

And  that  yet  mice  before  I  die 
Thou  wil!  vouchsafe  to  love  me, 

GreejuUeves  teas  aH  tnyjoie,  tfC. 

Greenaleeves,  now  farewel,  adue  I 
God  I  pray  to  prosper  thee. 

For  I  am  slil  thy  lover  true ; 
Ckmie  once  ogaine,  and  love  me  1 

Grcensleeves  teai  aU  mt/joie,  ^ 


BOBENE  Aim  MAKTNE. 


TsiB  exceedingly  pretty  pastoral,  tbe  eorliefl  poem 
of  the  kiod  in  the  Scottish  kngu^e,  is  ucnbeQ  in  the 
Bannat^-QB  MS^  where  it  is  preserved,  to  Robert 
HeorysoQ,  who  appears  to  have  writtea  in  the  latter 
half  of  the  Gftoenth  century.  All  that  is  certainly 
known  of  tbe  author  is  that  he  was  chief  flchooluiastor 
of  Dimfennline. 

Robene  and  Maiyne  was  first  printed  by  Hamsay  in 
his  Evergreen,  (i.  56,)  and  afterwards  by  Lord  Hailcs, 
in  Ancient  Seolluh  Poems  puUifhed  from  the  MS.  of 
George  Bannatifne,  (p.  98.)  Some  freedoms  were 
taken  with  the  text  by  Runisay,  and  one  line  nas 
altered  by  Lord  Hailes.  Our  copy  ia  given  from  Sib- 
■  bald's  Cllronicle  of  ScoUish  Poetry,  (I.  116,)  where  the 
manuscript  is  faithfully  adhered  to. 

I  Robene  eat  on  gud  grene  bill, 
H  Eeipand  a  flok  of  6e : 

H  Miny  Makyne  etud  him  till, 
I  "  Robene,  tliow  rew  on  me  i 


6  ROBEXE   AHD   llAETHK. 

I  haif  thi  luvit,  lowd  and  still, 

Tliiryeiris  twoor  thr^; 
My  dule  in  dern  bot  gif  thow  dill, 

Doutles  bot  dreid  I  i6." 

Bobene  answeril,  "  Be  the  rude, 

Na  thing  of  lufe  1  knaw, 
Bot  keipi^  my  scheip  undir  yone  wud 

IjO  quhair  thay  raik  on  raw. 
Qiihat  hes  marrit  the  in  tliy  raude, 

Makyite,  to  me  tbow  i>chaw ; 
Or  qubat  is  love,  or  to  be  lode? 

Faine  wald  I  leir  that  law." 

"At  luvis  lair  gife  thow  will  leir, 

Tak  thair  aae  A,  B,  C ; 
Be  kyod,  courtas,  and  fair  of  feir, 

Wyse,  hardy,  aod  fr^, 
Se  chat  no  denger  do  iL^  deir, 

Quhat  dule  in  dern  thow  drd ; 
Freiss  th^  with  paoe  at  all  powdr. 

Be  patient  and  previa." 


Bobene  answerit  her  ngane : 
"  I  wait  nocht  quhat  ia  luve, 

Bot  I  haif  me r veil  in  certiunc^ 
Quhat  makia  th^  this  waamffi  t 

The  weddir  is  fair,  and  I  am  fona, 
My  schdp  goia  haiU  aboif, 


"  Robene,  lak  tent  unto  my  laiU, 

And  wirk  all  aa  I  reid, 
And  Ihow  saU  baif  my  hairt  all  bajtl, 

Eik  and  my  madinheid. 
Sen  God  sendis  buie  Ibr  bwU, 

And  for  murning  remeid, 
I  dern  wilh  Eh^  bet  gif  I  daill, 

Dowbdee  I  am  bot  deid." 


"  Kfakjoe,  to  mome  ibia  ilka  tyde, 

And  ye  will  ineit  me  heir  ; 
Perveniure  my  scbeip  ma  gang  beayd, 

Quhyll  we  haif  liggit  full  neir : 
Bot  maugrc  haif  I.  and  I  byd, 

Frn  they  begin  to  sieir; 
Quhat  lyia  on  huirt  I  will  nocht  hjd ; 

Makyne,  ihiin  mak  gud  cheir." 

"  Robene,  thou  reivis  me  roiss  and  rest ; 

I  luve  boi  thtS  iillone." 
"  Makyne,  adew,  the  sone  {wis  west, 

The  day  is  neirhand  gone." 
"  Robene,  in  dule  I  am  so  dreat. 

That  iufe  will  be  my  bone." 
"  Ga  Iufe,  Mitkyne,  quiiair  evir  thou  list. 

For  lemim  1  lue  none." 
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"  Robcne,  I  eland  in  eia  a  style, 

I  siclit,  and  that  full  sail'." 
"  Makync,  I  linif  bene  lieir  tliis  quyle ; 

Athame  God  gif  I  wairl" 
"  My  hinny,  Robene.  talk  ane  quhyle, 

Gif  thou  will  do  na  loair." 
"  Makyne,  sum  utiiir  man  begyle. 

For  hamewflrt  I  will  fair." 

Robene  on  his  wayis  wenti 

AslichCRsleifof  trdi 
Makyue  murnit  i,n  lier  intent, 

And  trotvd  him  nevir  to  s&. 
Eobeiie  biayd  attour  the  bent ; 

Than  Makyne  cryil  on  hie, 
"  Now  ma  thow  sing,  for  I  am  scheni  1 

Quhat  alia  lufe  with  me  ?  " 

Makyne  went  hame  wlthouttin  fail!. 

Full  weriy  eftir  cowth  weip : 
Than  Robene  in  a  ful  fair  daill 

AesembliL  all  his  schcip. 
Be  that  sum  ]>arte  of  Mokyue's  ail 

Out  throw  bis  hnirt  cond  creip  : 
lie  followit  hir  fast  thair  till  assail. 

And  till  her  tuke  gude  keep. 

"  Abyd,  abyd,  thou  fair  Makyne^ 
A  word  for  ony  thing  ( 


For  all  mj  luve  it  sail  be  ihyne, 

"Wilhoultin  depuriing. 
All  hailli  thy  harte  for  till  batf  myne, 

Ib  all  my  cuvating  ; 
My  Bcheip  to  mom,  quiiill  houris  nyae, 

Will  neid  of  no  kepiug," 

"  Gobene,  thou  hes  hard  soimg  and  aay. 

Id  gestia  and  atnreis  auld, 
TXe  man  ihat  will  ?iot  quhtn  hi  may. 

Sail  kaif  nocht  quhen  ke  wold. 
I  pray  to  Jesu  every  day. 

Mot  eik  thair  cuiris  cauld, 
That  firet  preissia  with  ih^  to  play, 

Be  firth,  forresi,  or  fawld," 

"  Makyne,  the  nicht  is  6oft  aD(i  dry, 

The  wedder  ia  warme  and  fair, 
And  the  grene  woud  rycht  neir  na  by 

To  walk  attour  all  quhair ; 
Thair  ma  na  jaoglour  ub  eepy, 

That  ia  to  lufe  contrair; 
Tbairin,  Makyne,  bath  ye  and  I, 

Unsene  we  ma  repair." 

"  Robene,  that  warld  b  all  away, 
And  quyt  brocht  till  ane  end. 

And  nevir  again  (hereto,  perfay, 
Sal!  it  bo  as  thou  wend  ; 


k 


(^  ROBBMB   ATTD  HAKTWC. 

For  of  my  pane  thou  maide  it  plaj, 

And  all  in  vane  I  spend  : 
As  thou  bea  done,  sa  sail  I  eay, 

Murne  on,  I  ihiuk  lo  mend." 

"  Makj-ne,  the  howp  of  bU  my  heill, 

My  hairt  on  th^  is  sett, 
And  evir  mair  to  tb^  be  letU, 

Quhile  I  may  leif  but  lett; 
Nevir  to  feill,  as  utheria  faill, 

QubaC  gtntx  that  evir  I  gett." 
"  Robene,  with  th6  1  wiU  not  deiU  ; 

Adevr,  for  thus  we  mett" 

Makyne  went  faame  blyth  anewche, 

Attoure  the  boltis  hair ; 
Bobene  mumit,  and  Makyne  lewche  ; 

Scho  «a.Dg,  be  sichit  sair : 
And  BO  left  him,  bayth  wo  and  wreuchi 

In  dolour  and  in  cair, 
Kepand  his  bird  under  a  huche^ 

Amang  tbe  holtia  hur. 
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LOHD  BEICHAN  AND  SUSIE  PYE.    See  p.  1. 

From  Kinlooh*!  JndetU  ScottiA  BaUadt,  p.  MO. 

Young  Bbiohan  was  in  London  bom, 

He  was  a  man  of  hie  degree 
He  past  thro'  monie  kingdoms  great, 

Until  he  cam  unto  Grand  Turkie. 

He  viewed  the  fiishions  of  that  land, 
Their  way  of  worship  viewed  he ; 

But  unto  onie  of  their  stocks 
He  wadna  sae  much  as  bow  a  knee : 

Which  made  him  to  be  taken  straight, 
And  brought  afore  their  hie  jurie ; 

The  savage  Moor  did  speak  upricht, 
And  made  him  meikle  ill  to  dree. 

In  ilka  shoulder  they've  bor^d  a  hole, 
And  in  ilka  hole  they've  put  a  tree ; 

They've  made  him  to  draw  carts  and  waina^ 
TiU  he  was  sick  and  Lke  to  dee. 
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Bat  jounft  Bcichan  ww  s  Chrlatian  bom, 

Aud  stitl  a  Cbristjan  was  he; 
Whith  mado  them  put  bim  in  priaon  etrftng, 

And  cauld  and  hunger  lair  to  dree ; 
And  led  on  nocbt  but  bread  and  water, 

Until  tbe  day  that  be  mot  dee> 

In  this  prison  there  grew  a  tree, 
And  it  was  unco  stout  and  s(ran|r ; 

Wliere  he  was  chained  by  the  middle, 
Until  hb  life  waa  alnuust  gane. 

The  savage  Moor  had  but  ae  docht«r, 
And  her  name  it  waa  Susie  Vy^ ; 

And  ilka  day  at  she  took  the  ur, 
The  prisou  door  she  paaaed  byo. 

But  it  fell  ance  upon  a  day. 

As  she  was  walking,  she  beard  hitn  tuig; 
She  lisleu'd  to  his  tale  of  woe, 

A  happy  day  lor  young  Betchan  I 

"  My  hounds  they  all  go  maMerlesB, 
My  hawks  they  flee  frae  tree  la  trae, 

My  youngest  brother  will  heir  my  land*, 
My  native  land  I'll  never  we." 


"Ow 


e  I  but  the  priaon-keeper, 
n  a  ladie  o'  hie  de){ree, 
>ad  set  this  youth  at  large, 


She  went  away  into  her  chamber. 
All  nioiit  ahe  never  cloe'd  hor  e«  ; 


BEtCHAK   AND   SUSIE  PTE. 


Au(t  when  Ihe  morning  hego 
At  Ihe  prison  door  nlane  n 


I 


Sbo  gied  ibe  keeper  a  piece  of  gowdi 

Aod  monie  pJccca  o'  wiiile  monie, 
To  lak  ber  tbro'  tbe  bolts  and  ban ; 

Tlie  lord  frae  Si^otlaad  sho  lang'd  to  tee ;  - 
She  san  young  Beiuhan  at  the  stake, 

Which  mode  her  weep  maitt  bitteitie. 

"  O  hae  ye  got  onie  lands,"  she  says, 
"  Or  castles  in  your  Bin  countrie  ? 

It's  what  wad  ye  ^ie  to  the  Iodic  fair 
\Vba  out  o'  priBoii  wad  set  you  free?" 

"  It's  1  hae  bouses,  and  I  hae  lands, 

Wi'  monie  castles  fair  to  see, 
And  I  wad  gia  a'  to  (bat  btdie  gay, 

Wha  out  o'  prison  wail  set  mu  frefl*" 

The  keeper  syne  braJc  olT  his  chain*, 
And  set  Lord  Beieban  at  tibortie  >— 

She  fiU'd  liis  pDikets  bolth  wi'  gowd, 
To  lak  Lim  till  his  aki  umntria. 

She  look  him  frae  her  fittber'i  prison, 
And  gied  Co  liim  the  best  o'  wine ; 

And  a  brave  health  she  draiik  to  him; 
''  I  niah,  LfOnl  UviuhiUi,  ye  ware  mioel 

"  It's  seven  lang  years  I'll  luak  a  vow. 
And  seven  lang  years  I'll  keep  it  true; 

If  y.>'ll  vicil  ivl'  ua  ither  woman. 
It's  I  wlU  wed  aa  mail  but  you." 
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She'B  tone  bim  to  her  father's  port, 
And  giea  to  liiro  »  ship  a'  fame : — 

"  Farewell,  farewell,  my  Scottish  lord, 
I  fear  I'll  ne'er  see  you  agua." 

Lord  Beiehun  tum'd  him  round  abont, 
And  lowly,  lowLy,  loutit  he: — 

"  Ere  seven  lang  years  come  to  an  end, 
I'll  tak  you  to  mine 


Then  when  he  cam  to  Gla?goir  town, 
A  happy,  happy  man  was  he ; 

The  ladies  a'  around  him  thrang'd, 
To  see  him  tome  Irae  slaverio. 

Hia  mother  she  hail  died  o'  sorrow, 
And  a.'  his  brothers  were  dead  but  he  ; 

His  lands  they  a'  were  lying  waste. 
In  ruins  were  his  castles  free. 

No  porter  there  stood  at  his  yett 
Na  human  creature  he  could  see, 

Except  the  screeching  owls  and  bat^ 
Had  he  to  bear  him  companie. 

But  gowd  will  gar  the  caitles  grow. 
And  he  had  gowd  and  jewels  Iree; 

And  soon  the  pages  around  bim  thrangM, 
To  serve  him  on  their  bended  knee. 

His  hall  WHS  hung  »i'  silk  and  satin, 
His  table  rung  \n'  mirth  and  glea ; 

He  soon  forfTot  the  laily  fair, 
That  lows'd  him  out  o'  staTerie. 


LflKI)    BBICHAN   AND   BL'SIE    PIE. 

Lord  Belc'ban  coiirlcd  a  lady  gsy, 
To  liL'ir  wi'  him  bl!  lanib  sue  free. 

Ne'er  (hiiiking  that  a  lady  Fnir 

Waa  on  ber  nay  fraa  Grand  Turkiei 

For  Susie  Pye  could  get  na  reit, 
Nor  day  nor  nicbc  could  bappy  be, 

Still  thinking  on  the  Scottish  Lord, 
lUl  sbe  was  sick  and  like  to  dee. 

But  she  has  builded  a  bonnie  sfaip, 

Weel  maiin'd  wi'  seamen  o"  hie  degree; 

And  secretly  sbe  ^tepl,  on  board, 
And  bid  adieu  to  her  ain  countrie* 

But  whan  she  cam  to  Uio  Scottish  shore, 
The  bells  were  ringing  sae  merrilie ; 

It  was  Lord  Beichan'a  wodding  day, 
Wi'  a  lady  fair  o'  hie  degree. 

But  sic  a  vessel  was  ncvei  seen; 

The  very  masts  were  tapp'd  wi'  gold ; 
Her  aaibi  were  mode  o'  the  sadn  fine, 

Mai«t  beautiful  for  to  behold. 

Bat  whan  the  lady  cam  on  ibora, 

Attended  wi"  her  pages  three, 
Her  shoon  were  of  the  beaten  gowd. 

And  she  a  laity  of  groat  beautie. 

Then  to  the  skipper  she  did  say, 
"  Can  ye  this  answer  gia  to  me — 

Where  are  LonI  Bciehan's  lands  sae  braid  T 
He  surely  tires  In  llus  c< 
VOL.  IV.  1 
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Then  up  bespak  tlie  skipper  bold, — 

For  Le  couJd  Bpwik  tbu  Turkish  tongoe, — 

"  Lord  Beidian  lives  not  Sa  awaj ; 
This  is  the  day  of  his  wedding." 

"  If  ye  will  guide  me  to  Beieiian'e  yetts, 
I  will  ye  well  reward,"  said  aha, — 

Tlien  she  and  oil  her  page*  went, 
A  vvry  gallaut  uompaiiie. 

When  she  cam  to  Lord  fi«ichaii'i  jett% 

Sbe  liH'd  genUv-  at  the  pin; 
Sae  readv  was  the  proud  porler 
To  teC  the  weilding  pietts  come  in. 

"  Is  this  Lord  ficithan's  bouse,"  she  sara, 
"  Or  is  that  noble  lord  witbin  7  " 

"  Yes,  he  ie  gone  into  the  hall. 

With  Ilia  brave  bride  and  monie  ane." 

"  Ye'il  bid  him  send  me  a  piece  of  bread. 

Bot  and  a  tup  of  his  beat  wine; 
And  bid  him  mitid  the  lady's  hrre 

That  ance  did  lowse  bio  out  o'  pyne.* 

Then  in  and  cam  the  porter  bold, — 
I  nnt  lie  goe  three  ebouU  and  three, — 

"  The  fwreW  lady  stands  at  your  yetta 
That  ever  my  twa  eon  did  see." 

Then  up  bespak  the  bride's  mither, — 
I  Rat  an  an<ny  woman  waa  she, — 

"You  michi  hoe  excepted  our  bonnie  bride^ 
Tho'  she'd  been  three  time^  ac  fair  aa  tha 
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^  Mj  dame,  your  daughter's  fair  enoogh. 

And  aye  tho  fairer  mot  she  be  I 
But  the  fairest  time  that  e'er  she  was, 

She'll  na  compare  wi'  this  ladie. 

"  She  has  a  gowd  ring  on  ilka  finger, 
And  on  her  mid«finger  she  has  three; 

She  has  as  meikle  gowd  upon  her  head, 
As  wad  buy  an  earldom  o'  land  to  thee. 

"  My  lord,  she  begs  some  o*  your  bread, 

Bot  and  a  cup  o'  your  best  wine, 
And  bids  you  mind  the  lady's  love 

That  ance  did  lowse  ye  out  o'  pyne.* 

Then  up  and  started  Lord  Beichan, — 

I  wat  he  made  the  table  flee, — 
"  I  wad  gie  a'  my  yearlie  rent 

'Twere  Susie  Pye  come  owre  the  sea.* 

Syne  up  bespak  the  bride's  mother, — 
She  was  never  heard  to  speak  sae  freey— 

"  Ye'll  no  forsake  my  ae  dochter, 
Tho'  Susie  Pye  has  cross'd  the  sea  ?  * 

'*  Tak  hame,  tak  hame,  your  dochter,  madam^ 

For  she  is  ne'er  the  waur  o*  me  ; 
She  cam  to  me  on  horseback  riding, 

And  she  sail  gang  hame  in  chariot  free." 

He's  tane  Susie  Pye  by  the  milk-white  hand, 
And  led  her  thro'  his  halls  sae  hie : 

**  Ye're  now  Lord  Beichan's  lawful  wife, 
And  thrice  ye're  welcome  unto  me." 


0         LORD   BKICUAN   AlfD   SCSIE    PTB. 

Lord  Beirhan  prepar*!!  Tor  another  wedding, 
Wi'  baiih  tbeir  hearts  sae  fu'  <f  glee* — 

SafB,  "  rU  range  na  mair  in  forrign  lands, 
Sin  Suaie  P;e  has  croaa'd  the  sea. 

"  Fy  1  gar  a'  out  cooks  mat  Kady ; 

And  fy !  gar  a'  our  (npere  play ; 
And  fy  I  gar  trumpets  gae  thro"  the  tonn, 

That  Lord  Beichaii's  wedded  twice  in  a  d&jr  H 


SWEET  WILLIAM.    See  p.  29. 

"  Given  from  the  chanting  of  an  old  wonr,an.  It 
has  never  been  before  printed."  Motherwell's  A/i/>- 
iirelsy,  p.  807. 

Other  versions  may  be  seen  in  that  careless  pub- 
ficfUtion  of  the  Percy  Society,  Scottish  Traditional  Fcfr- 
dons  of  Ancient  Ballads,  vol.  xvii.  p.  57, 1/)rd  WiUiam, 
and  in  Buchan's  Ballads  of  the  North  of  Scotland,  iL 
67,  Lord  Lundy, 


Sweet  William's  gane  over  seas, 

Some  unco  lair  to  learn, 
And  our  gude  Bailie's  ae  dochter 

Is  awa  to  learn  the  same. 

In  ae  braid  buik  diey  learned  baith, 

In  ae  braid  bed  they  lay ; 
But  when  her  father  cam  to  know, 

He  gart  her  come  away. 

**  If  s  you  must  marry  that  Southland  lord, 

His  lady  for  to  be ; 
It's  ye  maun  marry  that  Southland  lord, 

Or  nocht  ye'll  get  frae  me." 
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"  I  must  many  tliat  SouUilami  loid. 
Father,  an  it  be  your  will ; 

But  I'll  rather  it  were  laj  burial  dajr, 
Mj  grave  for  to  fill." 

She  walked  up,  the  iraJked  down, 
Hail  uane  to  mok  her  moant 

Nothing  but  the  pretty  bird 
Sot  on  the  cauaejr  itone. 


If  thoD  could  (peak,  wee  1 
"  Am  wael  as  tbou  can  Dei 
would  write  3  latig  letter 
To  Will  ajoQt  the  sea." 


■'  What  thou  wants  wi'  Will,"  it  say«, 

"  Tboull  seal  it  wi'  thy  ring ; 
Tal:  a  thread  o'  nlk,  and  anither  o'  twine^ 

And  about  my  nock  it  hing," 

What  she  wanted  wi'  WiUio 

She  sealed  it  wi'  a  ring ; 
Took  a  thread  o'  nik,  anither  of  twIoB, 

About  its  neck  did  hing. 

Thia  bin!  flew  higli,  this  bird  fiew  low, 

Tliia  bird  flew  owre  the  sea, 
UutJl  it  entered  the  same  chamber 

Wherein  was  aweet  Willie. 

This  bird  Qen  higii,  thii  bird  flew  low^^ 

Poor  bird,  it  was  inista*en, — 
It  loot  the  letter  fa'  on  Baldie's  breast^ 

Instead  of  awect  William. 


SWEET    WILLIAM.  2^ 

*^  Hero's  a  letter,  William,"  he  sajs, 

'*  I'm  sure  it's  not  to  me ; 
And  gin  the  mom  gin  twelve  o'clock 

Your  love  shall  married  be." 

^  Come  saddle  to  me  my  horse,"  he  said, 

*^  The  brown  and  a'  that's  speedie, 
And  I'll  awa'  to  Old  England, 

To  bring  hame  my  ladle." 


Awa  he  gade,  awa  he  rade, 

Awa  wi'  meikle  speed ; 
He  lichtit  at  every  twa  miles'  end, 

Lichtit  and  changed  his  steed. 

When  she  entered  the  church  style, 

The  tear  was  in  her  e'e ; 
But  when  she  entered  the  church  door, 

A  blythe  sight  did  she  see. 

"  O  hold  your  hand,  you  minister, 

Hold  it  a  little  wee, 
Till  I  speak  wi*  the  bonnie  bride. 

For  she's  a  friend  to  me. 

**  Stand  off,  stand  off,  you  braw  bridegroom, 

Stand  off  a  little  wee  ; 
Stand  off,  stand  off,  you  braw  bridegroom, 

For  the  bride  shall  join  wi'  me." 

Up  and  spak  the  bride's  father. 

And  an  angry  man  was  he, — 
•*  If  I  had  pistol,  powther  and  lead, 

And  all  at  my  command, 
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Ifa  I  would  shoot  thee  stiff  aod  dead, 
Id  tLe  place  nbere  thou  dost  atand.* 

Up  and  ipoke  then  sweet  William, 
And  a  blithe  blinlt  from  his  e'e : 

"  If  ye  ne'er  be  shot  till  1  Bhool  yon, 
Ye'se  ne'er  be  shot  for  me. 

"  Come  out,  come  out,  my  fbremott  man, 

And  lift  my  lady  on ; 
Commeod  me  all  to  my  goodmotber, 

At  night  when  you  gang  home." 


YOUNG  CHILD  DYEING.    See  p.  S9. 


It  wm  the  young  Child  DTnng, 
Wi'  his  mither  rede  did  he ; 

"  I  will  me  out  ride 
Sir  Magnus'a  bride  to  see." 

Bis  Uaoe  the  page  lakti  to-day  from  i 

"  Wilt  ihou  thee  out  ride. 
Sir  MngnoB'fl  bride  to  see  ? 

Sae  beg  1  thee  by  Almighty  God 

Thou  speed  thee  home  to  me." 

Hii  Uaee,  j'c. 

Syne  anawer'd  young  Child  Dyrt; 

He  rode  the  bride  to  meet ; 
The  nlk  but  and  the  black  Beudell 

Hang  down  to  his  horse  feet 


All  rode  they  there,  the  bnde-iUk, 


■  All 

I 

^^  Excepting  Sir  Svend  Dyi4, 

^M  And  far  about  rode  he. 

^1  His  leaee,  ^c. 


tOUSa    CHILD   DTBIMO. 

It  was  tbe  yoang  Child  Dyii  roda 

AloDu  along  Ibe  strand  ; 
Tbe  bridle  wbh  of  the  red  gcJd 

That  glitter'd  in  hia  band. 
Hii  leave,  /fe. 

'Twu  then  proud  Lady  Ellttusbor^ 

And  undiT  T>eed  soiil'd  she  ; 
"  And  who  is  he,  that  noble  child 

That  rides  iae  bold  and  five  ?  " 
His  leave,  ^e 

■dyne  up  and  epak  the  mudea  lUr 
Waa  next  unto  the  bride ; 

"It  is  the  young  Child  Jiyrh 
That  stalely  steed  doea  rids." 
Hu  leave,  ^e. 

"  And  ia't  the  young  Cliild  Dyi4 
That  ridea  aae  bold  and  free  ? 

God  wot,  he's  dearer  that  ridt»  diat  steed 
Nor  a'  the  Iftve  to  me ! " 
Uii  leave,  j-c. 

AD  rode  they  there,  the  bridal  trtia, 

Each  rode  his  steed  to  stall ; 
All  bnt  Child  Dyrt),  that  look-d  wbare  Iw 

Should  find  bis  seal  in  the  halL 
His  leave,  tfc. 

"  Sit  whare  ye  list,  my  lopdinga ; 

Foi  me,  whale'er  betide, 
Here  1  shall  aickerly  lit  tbe  dajt 

To  bald  the  sun  fna  tbe  brid*.** 
HU  leave,  ^c 


rOCNQ    CHILD    DTRINQ. 

Then  up  spak  (he  bride's  fatlier, 
And  &a  sogry  man  was  he ; 

"  Wliaever  biM  by  my  doehter  the  diy. 
Ye  better  a»n'  wwi  be." 
His  leave,  jv. 

"  It's  I  li«re  intill  Piris  been. 
And  welt  my  drift  can  epefl; 

And  ky,  wbalevi^r  I  hare  to  My, 
I  tell  it  best  my  eeU." 
Hit  Uaoe,  i^e. 

*■  Sooth  thou  hast  iiitiJi  Parts  lear'd 

A  worthies'  drift  to  sptll, 
And  ay,  whatever  thou  bast  to  ssr, 
's  tale  thou  must  t«U.' 
//u  leant,  ^e. 

Ben  stept  he,  young  Child  Dyri, 
Nor  reck'il  be  wba  might  chide; 

And  he  has  ta'en  a  chnir  in  hand, 
And  aet  hint  by  the  bride. 
Hia  Uart,  ^n. 

TwM  lang  i'  the  night;  the  bride-Folk 

nk  Boe  look'd  for  his  bed ; 
And  young  Child  Dyri  amang  the  l&vo 

Spe«r'd  whare  he  shouid  be  laid. 
Hit  Uaoe,  ffe. 

"  Without,  afore  the  stair  steps, 
Or  laigh  on  the  cawsway  stjuie, 

And  there  laay  lye  Sir  Dyr4, 

For  ither  bed  we've  nane." 

Ha  Uave,  4-c. 


TOONQ   CHILD  DTRINO. 

Twas  ate  intill  the  evening; 

The  bride  to  bed  maun  ga ; 
And  out  went  he,  Child  Xtynag, 

To  rouse  hia  menfis  a'. 
Hii  leave,  ^e. 

■*  NoiT  busk  Knd  d'on  jour  hanMH^ 
But  and  vour  brymes  blae, 

And  boldly  to  the  bride-boirer 
Full  merrily  we'll  gae." 
Ua  leaoe,  Ifc. 

Sae  foIloVd  they  to  the  bride-hoirer 
That  bride  aae  young  and  bright, 

And  Ibrward  slept  Cluld  Djri, 
Aud  quenched  the  marriage  lighL 
Hilt  leave,  ^c. 

The  creBKt  they've  lit  up  again, 

But  and  the  taper  clear, 
And  followed  to  the  bride-bower 

That  brido  wilbout  a  peer. 
Uis  leave,  ^e. 


And  up  Child  Dyrb  anatch'd  the  bridi 

All  in  his  maotie  bUe, 
And  swung  her  all  so  lightly 

Upon  his  ambler  gray. 
His  leant!,  Jc. 

They  lock'd  the  bower,  they  lit  the  torohi 

'Twas  hurry-flcuiry  a", 
While  merrily  ay  the  lovers  gay 

Rodo  roundly  to  the  ahaw. 
His  leave,  ^e. 


TOONO  can-D 


In  Rosen-wood  they  lura'i)  about 
To  pray  tlicir  briilal  prayer; 

"  Good  night  and  joy,  Sir  Magnuil 
For  ua  ye'U  see  nae  mair." 
Hia  leave,  §"c. 

Sae  rode  he  to  the  green  wood, 
And  o'er  the  meadow  green, 

Till  he  came  to  hia  mither's  bower, 

Ero  folks  to  bed  were  gane. 

Hit  leaiie,  ^e. 

Out  came  proud  Lady  Metelild, 

Id  menevair  sae  free ; 
She  nelcom'd  him,  Child  Dyring, 

And  hia  young  lirifie  him  wi*. 
Hvi  leavf,  If-e. 

Kow  joys  attend  Child  Dyring, 

Sae  leal  but  and  sae  bold ; 
He's  ta'en  her  to  his  ain  castcll, 

His  bride-ale  there  to  hold, 
fi!«  Uqm  tlie  page  laku  to-day  Jrae  hit  m 
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BAEBARA  LIVINGSTON.    See  p.  8; 

Matherwetl's  Mitulrtltg,  p.  804,  from  n 


FODB-AND-TWENTT  ladiSB  f«ir 

Were  pUying  U  Ihe  ha.'. 

And  out  earn  Barbara  Livingston, 
The  Sower  amatig  tliuni  a*. 

Out  cam  Barbara  Livingston, 
The  dower  amaiag  them  a' ; — 

The  lusty  Lurd  of  LiniyOD^ 
Has  stoua  her  clean  awa'. 

"  The  hieknds  a  no  for  me,  kind  sr 
The  hielanrls  is  no  for  mc; 

But  if  you  would  my  favour  win, 
Ye  '11  tak  me  to  Dundee." 


>'  The  hielands  'II  be  for  thee,  my  dear, 

The  hielands  will  be  for  Ihco ; 
To  the  luaty  LaJrd  o'  Liniyon 

A-married  ye  shall  be." 

1  Mr,  Jnmiaimi  bu  "  Glenlyoa,"  which  is  probablTtt 


I 


L1VIN03TOS. 


W!ien  ibey  cam  to  Linlyon's  yetta, 

Aod  lichtil  on  tbe  green, 
Every  ane  spak  Earse  to  her, — 

The  tears  cam  tri.'kling  domi. 

When  they  went  to  bed  at  nicht. 

To  LinlyoD  ahe  did  my, 
"  Ot-h  and  aloce  1  a  wearr  nicht, 

Oil  1  but  it 's  laag  till  day." 

"  Your  fathor's  steed  'i  in  my  tl^ila, 
He  'a  eating  corn  and  hay. 

And  you  're  lying  in  my  twa  aniw; 
What  need  you  lang  for  day  ?  " 

"  If  I  had  paper,  pen,  and  iok, 

And  candle  for  to  «ee, 
I  would  write  a  lang  letter 

To  my  love  in  Dundee." 

They  brocht  her  paper,  pen,  and  ink. 

And  candle  for  to  see, 
And  she  did  irrlte  a  lang  letter 

To  her  love  in  Dundee. 

When  he  cam  to  Lialyon'a  yelts, 

And  lichlit  on  the  green; 
But  lang  or  he  w.in  up  the  stur 
Tlis  love  was  dead  and  gane. 

Woe  be  to  thee,  Liniyon, 
An  ill  death  may  tbou  die  ! 

Thou  might  hoe  ta'un  anitber  woman, 
And  let  mv  ladv  be. 


LANG  JOHNNY  MOIR.    See  p.  60. 

From  Buchan'a  Ballrub  aflkt  NorlK  ofSaOaid,  i.  »« 

Tbbbe  livea  a  man  in  Rynie's  land, 

Anither  in  Auchindore ; 
The  brareat  lad  amo'  them  a.', 

Was  lang  Johnny  Moir. 

Young  Johnny  was  an  airy  blade, 

Fu'  sturdy,  stout,  and  Strang; 
The  sword  that  hang  by  Johnny's  nde. 

Was  juBt  full  ten  feet  lung. 

Toung  Johnny  was  a  clever  yoathi 

Pn'  sturdy,  stout,  and  wight; 
Jnst  full  three  yards  around  the  muH, 

And  fourteen  feet  in  higbt. 

But  if  a'  be  true  they  tell  me  now, 

And  a'  be  true  I  hoar. 
Young  Johnny's  on  to  Lund&a  gane, 

The  king's  banner  to  bear. 

He  hailna  been  in  fair  Lundan 

But  twal months  twa  or  three, 
Till  the  fairest  lady  in  a'  Lnndan 

Fell  in  love  wi'  young  Johnny. 


I 


BNNr   VOtB. 

This  news  did  eound  Ihro'  Lunilan  town, 

1^1  it  came  to  the  kinjr, 
That  the  muckle  Scot  had  fa'in  in  love 

'^i'  his  daughter,  Lady  Jean. 

When  the  king  got  word  o'  that, 

A  solemn  oatb  Hware  ha ; 
"  TluB  weighty  Scott  sail  strut  a  rope) 

And  hanged  he  ehall  be." 


When  Johnnr  heard  the  w 

A  light  laugh  then  gae  he; 
"  While  I  bae  rtrength  to  yield  my  blaiH 

Ye  (I&rena  a,'  hang  me." 

The  English  dogs  were  canning  rogow; 

About  him  they  did  creep, 
And  ga'e  him  draps  o'  lodomy 

That  laid  him  fast  asleep. 

Whan  Johnny  walien'd  tVaa  )u*  ileept 

A  Borry  heart  had  be ; 
Bib  jawB  and  hands  in  iron  bands, 

His  feet  in  fetters  three. 

■•  0  whar  will  I  get  a  little  wee  b(7 

Will  work  for  meat  and  fee, 
That  will  rin  on  to  my  uncle, 

At  the  foot  of  Benachie  1 ' 

"  Here  am  I,  a  little  wee  boy. 

Will  work  for  meat  and  fee, 
That  wiil  rin  on  to  your  unole, 

At  the  foot  of  Bcnai'bic." 
VOL.  IT.  18 


'■  Whan  ye  come  whnr  graaa  grows  greel^ 

Slack  your  ehoea  and  riii ; 
And  whun  ye  come  whnr  water's  itruig, 

Ye'U  beod  your  bow  nnd  swim. 

••And  wban  jo  come  la  Beuocbie, 

Te'll  neither  chap  nor  cs' ; 
Sao  well's  ye'Il  kea  nulU  Johnny  Uier*, 

Three  feet  abecn  them  a'. 

■■  Yell  gie  to  him  thia  braid  letter, 

Seal'd  wj'  my  faith  and  trothl 
And  ye'll  bid  him  brinn;  along  wi'  luia 
Tbc  body,  Jook  o'  Noth." 

"  Wlian  he  vaine  nhnr  gnus  grew  green, 

He  sliick't  h\s  shoes  and  ran ; 
And  wban  ha  cnmo  whar  watar'B  Strang, 

He  bent  his  bow  and  swam. 

And  whan  b«  canie  to  fienachie, 

Dill  neither  chap  nor  ca' ; 
Bae  well's  he  kent  auld  Joboiif  tliera, 

Throe  feet  abcen  them  a'. 

"  What  news,  what  news,  my  little  wee  bof  f 

Ye  never  were  here  before  j" 
"  Nae  nowa,  nac  news,  bat  m  letter  (ma 

Tour  nephew,  Johnny  Moir. 

"  Toll  tfkke  hcT«  this  braid  letter) 

Seal'd  wi'  his  faiib  and  trodi; 
And  ye're  bidden  bring  alang  wi*  jga 

The  body,  Jock  o'  Noth." 


mot, 


Beoachie  lyes  verj-  low, 
The  tap  o'  Noth  lyes  high  ; 

For  a'  the  distanto  that's  betireeii, 
He  heard  auld  Johnny  cry. 


Whan  on  the  plun  these  cbampioi 

TwB  grizly  ghoata  to  see, 
There  were  three  I'ect  between  her  brow^ 

And  ahoiildera  were  yards  three. 

These  men  they  ran  ower  hills  and  dalu, 

And  ower  mounlaine  high ; 
311i  they  came  on  to  Lundan  (own, 

At  the  dawn  o'  the  third  d»y. 

And  whan  tliey  came  to  Lundan  town, 
The  yetts  were  tockit  wi'  band* ; 

And  wha  were  there  bui  a  trumpeter, 
Wi'  trumpet  in  bi^  hands. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  ye  keeperi  all, 

Or  what's  the  matter  within, 
Hi&t  the  drums  do  beat,  and  bells  do  ring. 

And  moke  sit  dolefu'  din  ?  " 

**  There's  naelhing  the  matter,"  the  keeper  a 
"  There's  naethiiig  the  matter  to  thee; 

But  a  weighty  Soot  to  strait  the  rope. 
And  tbe  mom  he  maun  die." 

"  0  open  the  ycHa.  ye  proud  keepera, 

Te'U  open  without  delay ;  " 
The  trembling  keeper  smiling  SEud, 

"  0  1  hae  not  the  key." 


t79  I,A)>0   JOBifKt  HOR. 

"  Yc'll  open  the  yetis,  ye  proud  keepers, 

Te'll  open  wilhoul  dulay; 
Or  bore  ia  a  body  at  my  back 

Frae  Scotland  hoc  brought  the  key." 

"  Te'll  open  the  jretts,"  says  Jock  o*  Noth, 
"  Ve'll  opeo  tliGLQ  at  my  call ; " 

Then  wi'  his  foot  he  has  drove  in 
Three  yards  braid  o'  the  wall. 

Aa  they  gaed  in  by  Drary-lane, 

And  down  by  the  town's  hall; 
And  there  they  saw  young  Johnny  Mtnr, 
Stand  on  their  English  wall 

"  Te're  weloome  here,  my  uncle  dear, 

Ye're  wpltome  unto  me ; 
Ye'll  loose  the  knot,  and  slack  the  rape, 

And  set  me  frae  the  tree." 

"  Ir  it  for  murder,  or  for  Iheft  ? 

Or  is  if  for  rohberie  ? 
If  it  is  for  ony  faeinouB  crime, 

There's  nae  remeid  for  thee." 

"  Ifs  nne  for  murder,  nor  tbr.theft, 

Nor  yet  for  robberie ; 
A'  is  for  the  loving  a  gay  lady. 

They're  gaun  to  gar  me  die." 

"  O  whar's  thy  sword,"  says  Joi'k  o'  Noth, 
"  Ye  brought  frae  Scotland  wi'  thee  ? 

1  never  saw  a  ScoWman  yet, 

But  coud  wield  a  sword  or  tree." 


LAirO  JOHNKT   UOIB. 

'A  pox  npc/  their  lodomj 

On  me  had  sic  a  sway ; 

r  o'  their  rnen,  the  bravest  four, 
They  bore  my  blade  away." 

"  Bring  bock  his  blade,"  aiiys  Jook  o'  Notb, 

"And  freely  to  luai  it  gae ; 
Or  I  hae  sworn  a  black  Scof  s  oat^, 

I'll  gar  five  million  die." 

"  Now  whar"*  the  lady  7  "  says  Jock  o"  Noth, 

"  Sue  &ia  I  would  ber  see;" 
"  She's  lock'd  up  in  her  ain  chamber. 

The  king  he  keeps  (be  key." 

■*  So  they  hae  gane  berore  the  king, 

With  courage  bauld  and  free; 
Their  armour  bnght  cast  «ic  a  light, 

That  almost  dim'd  hia  e'e. 


Frae  the  foot  o'  Benachie." 

"  0  take  the  lady,"  said  the  king, 
"  Te  welcome  are  for  me ; 

I  never  thought  to  see  sic  men 
Frae  the  foot  o'  fienacbie." 

■■  If  I  had  ken'd,"  said  Jock  o*  Noth, 
"  Ye'd  wonder'd  sae  muckle  at  ma, 

I  wou'd  hae  brought  ane  larger  lar 
By  sizes  three  tiuies  three." 
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"  Likewise  if  I  !iad  thought  Fd  been 

Sic  a  great  fright  lo  thee, 
rd  brought  Sir  John  o"  Erakioe  p*tfc; 

He's  throtty  feet  and  three." 

"  Wae  to  the  little  boy,"  Kud  lie  Kin^ 
■'  Drought  tidings  unlo  ihee; 

Let  nil  Eiiglaod  say  what  tbey  will, 
High  hanged  aliali  be  be." 

■'  O  if  ye  hang  the  little  wee  boy 

Brought  tidEugs  unto  me. 
We  sboll  attend  his  burial, 

And  rewarded  ye  shall  be." 

"  0  take  the  lady,"  laid  the  kin^, 
"Aud  the  boy  shall  be  free ; " 

"A  priest,  a  prieiit."  then  Johnny  criaiti 
"  To  jdn  my  love  and  me." 

"A  clerk,  s  clerk,"  the  king  replied, 
"  To  seal  her  tocher  wi'  thee  ' 

Out  it  speaks  auld  Johnny  then, 
These  words  pronounced  be: 


:  lands  and  rents  at  I 
I  ask  nae  gowd  frna  thee ; 
1  pos»ess'd  o'  riches  great, 
ae  filly  ploughs  and  three; 


ic  fa-B  heir 
At  lb,;  footo'  Ben 


-  llao  ye  ony  masons  in  this  pi 
Or  oiiy  at  your  call, 


That  ye  may  now  lend  some  of  them, 
To  build  your  broken  wall  ?  " 

"  YcB,  there  are  masons  in  thb  pUoB, 

And  plenty  at  my  call ; 
But  ye  may  gang  frae  nhenco  ye  came, 

Never  mind  my  brokea  waU." 

They've  ta'en  the  lady  by  the  hand, 

And  Bet  her  prison  free ; 
Wi'  drams  beating,  and  fifea  playing, 

They  spent  the  night  wi'  glee. 

Now  aold  Jofanny  Moir,  and  yooog  Johnny  Uoir, 

And  Jock  o'  Notb,  a'  three, 
The  English  lady,  and  little  wee  hoy, 
Went  a'  to  Benachio. 


UZIE  BAILLIE.    Beep.  ?! 

roa  Bacbu'i  BaBaiU  of  dg  IforA  a/  SeoOaiit 

It  fell  about  the  Laauaas  time. 

When  flowera  were  treab  and  green, 

Lizie  B^lJe  to  Giutartan  weot, 
To  see  her  aiacer  Jean, 

She  meant  to  go  unto  that  plaoe, 

To  stay  a  little  while ; 
But  Diark  what  fortune  her  befbll. 

When  she  went  to  the  Ue.  ^ 

It  fell  out  upoa  a  day, 

Bheep-sbearing  at  aa  end, 
Lizie  Baillie  ahe  watk'd  out, 

To  see  a  distant  triend. 

But  going  dawn  in  a  low  glen, 
She  mot  wi*  Duncan  Gneme, 

Who  courted  her  along  the  vay. 
Likewise  convoked  her  hame. 

"  My  bonny  Lizie  Baillie, 

I'D  row  you  in  my  plaidie, 
If  ye'll  gang  ower  the  hills  wi'  me, 

And  be  a  Highland  ladle." 


1  The  lilui 


oflncliD 


I,  In  lh«  Lakeof  H«o 


LIKtE  BULLIE. 

"  I  winna  gang  alang  wi'  youj 

Indeed  I  maun  confesa, 
I  can  neither  milk  cow  nor  ewe, 

Nor  yet  can  I  speak  Eane." 

"  O  never  fear,  Lizie,"  he  said, 

"  If  ye  will  gang  vri'  me, 
All  that  U  into  my  plaoe, 

Can  speak  ae  gude  Scotch  as  thee. 


maun  part 


"Bat  for  a  time  we  now 

I  hinna  time  to  tarry 
Nest  when  we  twa  meet  agtun. 

Will  be  in  Casdecarry." 

When  Lizie  tarried  out  her  lime, 

Unto  her  father's  came, 
The  very  first  night  she  arrived, 
Wha  comes  but  Duncan  Grsme. 

Says,  <*  Bonny  Lizie  Baillie, 

A  gude  deed  mat  ye  die  ; 
Altho'  to  me  j-e  brake  your  tryst, 

Now  I  am  come  !br  thee." 

"  0  stay  at  hame,"  her  father  said, 
"  Tour  mither  cannot  want  thee; 

And  gin  ye  gang  awa'  this  night, 
We'll  hae  a  Killycrankie." 

"  My  bonny  Lizie  BiuUie, 
O  come  to  me  without  delay ; 

O  wou'd  ye  hue  boo  little  wit, 
Aa  mind  what  txld  folks  wad  MyT" 
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She  nou'dna  kae  the  Lonlandman, 
That  wua™  the  coat  sae  blae ; 

But  aha  nou'd  hae  the  Highlandmaii, 
That  nears  the  plaid  and  trews. 

Out  it  ipako  her  mother  then, 

A  tony  heart  hnd  she  ; 
8a^,  "  Wae  be  to  his  Highland  (ac«i 

Thafa  tun  (aj  lisa  frse  mel" 


IHE  RARE  BALLAD  OF  JOHNNIE  FAA  AND 
THE  COUNTESS  O- CASSILIS.   See  p.  114. 

From  Sheldon's  Minslrehi/  of  the  Knijllth  Bonier, 
p.  82y.  The  editor  (or  author,  as  he  slylea  himself, 
indifferoDtl)')  of  (lint  amlncioua  work,  assi^rW  tliat  he 
has  "  heatd  this  ballad  sung  repeatedly  b/  \^'illle  Fi»a," 
knd  hac  "  endearorcd  to  prcaerve  as  muub  of  his  Ver- 
non as  recollection  would  aUow." 

Therk  were  seven  OJpues  in  a  ^iig, 
They  were  both  brisk  and  bonny  O, 
They  rode  till  they  came  to  the  Earl  of  Caslk's 

And  there  they  iung  so  sweetly  0. 

The  Earl  of  Castle's  lady  came  down. 

With  her  waiting  maid  beside  her  O  \ 
As  soon  as  her  handsome  face  they  saw, 

They  cast  the  glamour  o'er  her  0. 

They  gave  to  her  a  nutmeg  brown, 

Which  was  of  the  bolinger  O ; 
She  gave  to  them  a  far  better  thing, 

The  ring  from  oft'  her  linger  0. 

The  Earl  he  flang  his  purse  to  them, 
For  wow  1  but  thi'j  sung  bouuy  O; 


k. 


Giec]  Aem  red  wine  and  manrhet  cake. 
And  ali  for  Lbe  Gipsy  laddie  O. 

The  Enrl  wa<l  pte  hunt  in  MAybole  voodi, 

Fur  blychgome  vns  llie  momiDg  U, 

To  hiiul  the  deer  wL'  lie  j-elpiug  can, 

Wi'  lbe  LujilgmOD  bugle  eouuding  O. 

Tbe  CoUDteia  went  dciiin  lo  the  ha'. 
To  hoe  a  crack  at  them  lairly  O; 

"  Anil  och,"  she  cried.  "  I  wad  follow  thee. 
To  the  end  o'  the  world  or  Dcarty  0." 

He  kist  the  Counies  lipn  «ae  red, 

And  her  jimp  while  waist  fae  cuddled  O; 

She  smoothed  hb  beard  wi'  her  luvelj>  buid, 
And  a'  for  her  Gipsy  laddie  O. 

"  And  och,"  she  cried,  "  that  I  should  love  ll 
And  ever  wrong  my  Barlie  0 ; 

1  ken  there's  glamour  in  mine  e'ee, 
To  follow  a  Gipsy  laddie  O." 

Quo  he,  "  Thou  art  aoe  Earl's  ladyOr 

And  that  is  kent  fu'  fairly  O ; 
But  if'  thou  eomest  swa  wi'  me, 

Tboult  be  a  queen  so  nrely  0. 


"  I'm  Johnny  Faa  o 
There  dstaU  my  i 


Yetholm  town,' 
iln  and  daddie  O ; 


1  "  Yetholm,  on  the  borden  of  North nmbmlund,  i 
■TnoDH  the  reoeues  of  the  Chsrlots,  bu  over  been  Ibi 
qtiarten  of  Iha  Oypsy  tiibea.  Tbe  Fui,  {a  comiption  of 
Pall,  their  orlj^innl  deslgnntlDii,)  the  Yaung',  Anu^lroi;^ 
s-.d  OoMons  9ti:i  rook  np  to  thii  straggling  Tillage  u  UmU 
oitj  of  colug 


And  «weot  Countess,  I'm  notliing  leaa 
Than  King  o'  the  Gipsy  laddiea  O." 

She  puH'd  off  ber  high  heel'd  ihoea, — 
The/  were  made  of  Spanish  leather  0, — 

She  put  on  her  Highland  brogues, 
To  follow  the  Gipsy  laddie  O. 

At  night,  when  my  lord  came  riding  hooie, 

Enquiring  for  his  lady  U, 
The  waiting  maid  made  ihis  reply — 

"  She's  following  tlie  Gipsy  laddie  O.' 

"  0  now  then,"  tjuo'  the  bonny  Eari, 
"  That  ever  ^cuan  a  thing  suld  be ; 

All  ya  that  love,  oh  never  buili' 
Your  nest  U]>od  the  topmoat 

"  For  oh  the  green  leares  they  will  &1I, 
And  roots  and  branthea  wither  0; 

Bat  Uie  virtue  o'  a  leal  woman, 
I  trow  wad  never  Bwithet  O. 

"  Go  uddle  me  my  mylk  white  steed, 

Go  saddle  it  so  sadly  0, 
And  I  will  ride  out  ouro  the  lea. 

To  follow  her  Gipsy  laddie  O. 

"  Go  saddle  me  my  bonny  bla<^l, 
And  eke  my  gray  cowt  quickly  Oj 

Gin  I  bae  not  Johnny  Faa  his  head, 
The  de'il  may  claw  me  tightly  O. 

■■  Have  you  been  east,  or  have  you  been  w 
Or  have  you  been  briak  and  boany  U, 
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Or  bave  joa  seen  a  gaj  lady 
PoUowing  a  Gipsy  laddie  O  ?  " 

He  rode  all  the  Bummer'a  night, 
And  part  of  the  next  morning  O ; 

At  length  he  espied  his  oirn  wedded  wifti, 
She  was  cold,  wet,  and  weary  O. 

The  leddy  gabbed,  the  Iccldy  cried, 
And  wrung  her  handa  sae  sadly  O ; 

And  aye  her  moaa  was  to  the  Earl, 
To  spare  her  Gipsy  laddie  0. 

"  Why  did  you  leave  your  houies  and  land*,  ' 
Or  why  did  you  leave  your  money  O, 

Or  why  did  you  leave  your  own  wedded  lori,  , 
To  follow  the  Gipsy  laddie  0  ?  "  i 

"  0  what  care  I  for  houses  and  landa, 

Or  what  care  I  for  money  0  ? 
So  as  I  have  brew*d,  sol  will  drink. 

So  fare  you  well,  my  honey  O." 

They  marched  them  to  the  gallows  tree, 
Whilst  the  Earl  stood  at  the  window  0; 

And  aye  the  smile  was  on  his  lip. 
As  be  tbocht  on  the  Gipsy  laddie  O. 

There  were  seven  Gipdes  in  a  gang, 
They  were  so  brisk  and  honny  0, 

And  they're  lo  be  haug'd  all  in  a  row. 
For  the  Earl  o'  Castle's  leddy  O. 


JAMIE  DOUGLAS.    See  p.  155. 
Fion  Finla7'«  Soattiih  SaBadi,  IL  4 

Whdt  I  fell  sick,  an'  very  nek, 
Ad'  very  di'k,  just  like  to  (liei 

A  gentleman  of  good  account 
He  cam  on  purpose  to  visit  roe ; 

But  hia  blackje  wbispered  in  my  lord's  ear, 
Be  was  owre  lang  ia  the  room  ni'  me. 

"  Gaa  little  page,  an'  telt  your  lord. 
Gin  he  will  come  and  dine  wi'  me, 

III  Bet  bim  on  a  chair  of  gold, 

And  servo  liim  on  my  bended  knee." 

The  little  page  gaed  ap  the  st^r, — 
"  Lord  DonglasB,  dine  wi'  your  ladie : 

Shell  «et  ye  on  a  chair  of  gold. 
And  serve  you  on  ber  bended  knee." 

"  When  cockle  shells  turn  silver  bella. 
When  wine  drieps  red  Ane  ilka  tree, 

When  frost  and  inaw  will  warm  ua  a', 
Then  I'll  cum  down  ati"  dine  wi'  thee," 

But  whan  my  Either  gat  word  o'  this, 
O  what  an  angry  nian  waa  be  I 

He  sent  fourscore  o'  bis  archers  bauld 
To  bring  me  safe  to  his  counbie. 


18  JAHIK  DOOSLAS. 

Wlien  I  roM  up  then  in  tlie  mom, 

My  goodly  palace  tbr  to  lea', 
I  knocked  at  my  lord's  eliamber  door, 

But  ne'er  a  word  wad  he  speak  to  me. 

But  slowly,  slowly,  rose  ho  up. 
And  slowly,  slowly,  cam  be  down. 

And  when  be  saw  uie  set  on  my  horse, 
Hr  caused  his  drums  and  trumpets  sotin. 

"  Now  fere  ye  weel  my  goodly  palace. 
And  fare  je  weel,  my  children  three ; 

God  grant  your  felher  grace  lo  love  you, 
Far  more  than  ever  he  loved  mo." 

He  thocht  that  I  was  like  himsel, 
Thai  hod  a  woman  in  every  ball  j 

But  I  could  swear  by  the  heavens  clear, 
1  never  loved  man  but  himsel. 

As  on  (o  Embro"  town  we  cam. 
My  guid  father  he  welcomed  me ; 

He  caused  bis  minstreU  meet  to  sound, — 
It  was  nae  music  at  a'  to  me. 

*"  Now  haud  your  tongue,  my  daughter  dear, 
Leave  ofT  your  weeping,  let  it  be; 

For  Jamie's  divorcement  I'll  send  over; 
Far  better  lord  I'll  provide  for  thee." 

"  O  haud  your  tongue,  my  futher  dear. 
And  of  such  talking  let  me  be; 

For  never  a  man  shall  come  to  my  anna, 
Since  my  lord  has  sac  slighted  me." 


l'  I  bad  ne'er  crosseil  the  Tweed, 
Nor  yet  beeu  o 
nigbl  hao  ataid  at  Lord  Orgul's  gate, 
Where  1  wad  bae  Ix^cu  a  gay  latiie. 


An'  was  betide  ye,  black   t 

Ay,  and  an  ill  deid  may  ye  die  1 

Ye  waa  the  first  and  foremost  n 
Wha  parted  my  true  lord  and  ir 


I  fiiKineM,  priiiicd   Fn<ti«u  by  Finlny,  la,  tajri  Uothn^ 
F  well,  roorely  h' 
VOL, 


i^lmD  or  BLACKWOOD.    See  p.  lU 


Klolooli'a  Jjieiant  BcalltA  BaUadi,  p.  H. 


"  I  LAY  Mck,  and  very  »ck. 
And  I  woa  bod,  and  like  to  die, 

A  friend  o'  mine  cam  to  visit  me ; — 

And  Blackvfood  whisper"!!  in  mj  lord's  eai 

That  ho  was  onxe  lang  in  chamber  wi"  me. 

"  O  what  need  I  dress  up  my  hesd, 
Nor  what  need  I  kaim  doun  my  hair, 

Whan  my  gude  lord  has  Torsaken  me, 
And  says  he  will  na  love  me  latir  I 

"  But  O  I  an  my  young  babe  wm  bora, 
And  set  upoo  some  nouriee  knee, 

And  I  niysel  war  doad  and  gane, — 
For  a  maid  again  I'll  never  be." — 

"  Na  mair  o'  this,  my  dochter  dear. 
And  of  your  mourning  let  abee; 

For  a  bill  of  divorce  I'll  gar  write  for  liim, 
A  mair  belter  lord  I'll  get  for  thee." 


t,ATRD    OT  BLACKWOOO. 

'  Na  mair  o'  this,  my  father  dear, 

And  of  youT  tolly  lot  abcej 
For  I  wad  na  gie  ae  look  o'  my  lord'i  face, 

For  a'  tin:  lords  in  the  lioill  i-ouatrie. 

«  But  m  east  off  my  robes  o'  red, 
And  I'll  put  on  my  robas  o'  blue ; 

Aud  I  will  trarel  to  some  other  land, 
To  see  gin  my  love  will  on  me  roe. 

"  There  sail  na  viaah  come  on  my  &ee, 

There  sail  na  kaim  come  on  my  hair ; 
There  mU  neither  coal  nor  candle  Ucht 

Be  aeen  intil  my  bouer  na  mair. 

"  O  I  wae  be  to  thee  Blackwood, 

And  an  iU  death  may  ye  die, 
For  yo've  been  the  haill  occasion 

Of  parting  my  lord  and  wB." 


r 


THE  PHOVOSrS  DOCHTER.  6m  p  IW  ] 

eialooh'i  Aneimt  ScoOiih  BailaiU,  p.  181. 


The  Provost's  dochter  went  out  a  talking, 

A  mai/'s  love  whiUs  is  raaU  mon  ; 
She  heard  a  puir  prisoner  making  bis  ueane 

And  she  was  tbe  fair  flov'r  o'  Nortbiimberiiad>_ 

"  Gif  ooie  kdie  wad  borrow  me 

Out  into  this  prison  Strang, 
I  wad  mnke  her  a  ladle  o'  hie  degree. 

For  I  am  a  gret  lard  in  fair  Scoliaod." 

She  haa  dune  her  to  her  father's  bed-slock, 

A  may's  love  tehiiti  ii  easU  won  I 
She  has  stown  the  keys  o'  monis  braw  lock, 

And  she  haa  lovrs'd  him  out  o'  prison  Strang. 

She  has  dune  her  to  her  father's  stable, 

A  niai/'s  lone  mhiles  it  easle  mnn  ! 
6he  has  taoe  out  a  stited,  bailh  swift  and  aUe, 

To  carry  them  baith  W  fair  Scotland. 


THE  fbotost'8  DOCHTEH. 

WUn  Ihey  cam  to  tbe  Scottish  coras, 
A  inaif)  loee  u>hUes  is  eaait  tran  / 

"Ye  braien-faced  hiire,  liebt  alT  o'  my  horse, 
And  go,  got  ye  hack  U>  Northumberlaad." 

Whan  tliey  cam  to  the  Scottish  muir, 
A  mai^s  hue  lohUea  u  eo'le  won  I 

"  Get  aff  o'  my  horse,  yi  brazon-fau'd  hure, 
So,  go,  get  y a  back  to  Northumberland.'' 

"  0  pity  on  me !     0  pily !  "  said  she, 
"  O  thai  my  lore  was  so  easie  won  I 
.  Bftve  pity  on  me,  as  I  had  upon  thee, 
Whan  I  lows'd  ye  out  o'  prison  Btrang." 

"  0  how  can  I  hae  pi^  on  tbcQ  ? 

0  why  was  your  love  sae  easie  won  ? 
IVlian  I  hae  a  wife  and  children  three, 

Mair  -worthy  than  a'  in  Northumberland." 

*  Cook  in  your  kitchen  I  will  be, — 
O  that  my  love  was  sae  easio  won  I 
I    And  serve  your  lady  maist  rcverentlJo, 

For  I  darna  gang  bock  (o  Northumberland." 

"  Cook  in  my  kitchen,  ye  sail  not  be, — 
Why  was  your  love  so  easie  won  ? 

For  I  will  baa  na  ric  servants  as  tliee, 
So,  get  ye  back  to  Northumberland." 


Z9A  THE   PROVOST  6    DOCHTEK. 

Wban  she  cam  her  ituW  aSaro, 

A  may'i  love  whiles  u  easU  HWi  ' 
She.  fell  t>1  luB  feet  on  ber  kneea  lae  low. — 

She  WHE  the  ioir  flovr'r  o'  NorUiiiuiberlBtid. 

"  O  (iocliter,  dochter,  why  wm  ye  bauld, 
O  why  was  your  love  toe  eaue  won  I 

To  be  B  Stool's  hure  !□  your  (ifleen  yekr  «ultl. 
And  ye  the  iajr  flow'r  o*  Norlhimibcrlaiid  I " 

Her  mother  OQ  her  sae  geutJie  smil'd, — 
"  0  that  her  Idv«  wbb  m»  esue  yroa  I 

She's  na  the  Snst  tliut  the  Scots  bae  beguil'd, 
And  ahe'B  still  the  fair  Qow'r  o'  NorthumberUniL 

"  She  shanna  want  gond,  sLe  shaoDa  want  fee, 

Although  her  k>ve  waa  eaaie  won ; 
She  shantia  waut  gowd  to  gain  a  man  wi', 

Aod  dte'll  still  be  the  fair  Oow'r  o'  NorthuDiUfr.. 


BLANCHEFLODE  AHD  JELLYFLORICE. 

From  Buclinn's  BalltiA  of  Iht  Kordt  ofBea(Umi,  \.  lU. 


A  fragment  of  the  ancient  English  i 
Florice  and  Blanche/lour  19  printed  in  Hartshome's 
Uelrical  Tales,  p.  fil.  For  the  complete  story  (hardly 
k  trace  of  wliJch  is  retMned  in  tlie  following  ballad) 

e  Ellis's  Early  English  Metrical  Romances. 


a  maid,  richly  array'd, 


She  serT'd  a  gay  ladie. 

But  being  fond  o'  a  higlier  place, 
In  service  she  thoaght  lang; 

She  took  her  mantle  her  aboal, 
Her  coffer  by  the  band. 

And  as  she  nalk'd  by  the  shore  side. 
As  biythe's  a  bird  oa  tree, 

Yet  still  she  gaz'd  her  round  about. 
To  see  what  she  could  lea. 
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At  last  she  spied  a  littlo  castle. 

That  stood  Dear  hy  tho  sea ; 
She  spied  it  far,  and  drew  it  near. 

To  tliat  castle  went  ihe. 

Ai:d  nbou  she  came  to  that  castle. 

She  tirlcd  at  the  pin  ; 
And  ready  stood  a  little  nee  boy 

To  lat  this  fair  maid  iu. 

"  0  who's  the  owner  of  this  place, 

0  porter  boy,  tell  me  ?  " 
"  This  place  belongs  unto  a  queen 

0'  birth  and  high  degree." 

She  put  her  hand  in  her  pocket, 

And  ga,'e  him  shilhngs  three; 
"  O  porter  bear  my  message  well. 

Unto  the  queen  frae  me." 

The  porter's  gane  before  the  queen, 

Fell  low  down  on  his  knee ; 
"  Win  up,  win  up,  my  porter  hoy. 

What  makes  this  courteue  ?  " 

"  I  ha'e  been  porter  at  your  jetti, 
My  dame,  these  yean  full  ibree, 

But  see  a  ladie  at  your  yetts, 
The  furest  my  eyes  did  see." 

"  Cast  up  my  yctts  baitb  wide  and  bnut 

Lat  her  come  in  (o  me ; 
And  I'll  know  by  ber  couHesie, 

Lord's  daughter  if  she  be." 
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"  Service  &ae  you,  my  daino,  the  queen, 
I  pray  yon  grant  it  mo." 

"  If  that  Bervice  ye  now  do  want, 

What  station  will  ye  be  ? 
Can  ye  cord  wool,  or  spin,  liiir  nuU, 

Or  milfc  the  cowa  to  me ?" 


"  No,  1  can  neither  card  noi 
Norcowslcanno'milk; 

But  dt  into  a  lady's  bower, 
And  sew  the  seams  o'  £]k 


"  What  is  your  i 

Pray  tell  this 
"  O  Blaiicbeflour,  that  is  my 

Bom  in  a  strange 


1,  je  comely  dame  ? 


"  O  keep  ye  well  frae  Jellj-florico ; 

My  ain  dear  son  Is  he ; 
When  other  ladies  get  a,  gift, 

O'  that  ye  shall  get  three." 

It  wBsna  tald  into  the  bower, 

rjl  it  went  thro"  the  ha", 
That  Jellyjorice  and  Blancheflaur 

Ware  grown  ower  great  witha.' 

When  the  queen's  maids  their  visits  pi 

trpo'  the  gude  Yule  day, 
When  other  hidies  got  horse  to  ride, 
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Tbe  queen  she  call'd  her  Bbible  groom. 

To  come  to  her  right  seen ; 
Says, "  Yeli  take  out  yoa  witd  wraith  tteed, 

And  briag  him  to  the  green. 

"  Ye'U  take  &e  bridla  fra«  fus  head. 

The  lighters  frae  his  e'en ; 
Ere  she  ride  three  times  rouo'  tb«  croN, 

Her  weel  days  will  be  dime." 

Jellyflorico  his  troe  love  spfi. 

As  she  rade  roua'  the  ortMs; 
Aud  thrice  he  kisa'd  her  lovely  lipe, 

And  took  her  frae  her  bone. 

"  Gang  to  your  bower,  my  lily  flower. 

For  a'  my  mother's  spite ; 
There's  nae  other  amaiig  her  nuudi, 

Id  whom  I  take  delighL 


"Ve 


my  jewel,  and  only  ane, 

Nane's  do  jou  injury; 

jr  ere  thia-day-month  eorae  and  gao^ 

My  wedded  wife  ye'se  be." 


I 


From  Budiin-o  Baila^o/At  JForA ^ Scotioul, I!.  328 

Chii.  Etbkb  and  Lady  Miu'srr 

Were  bailh  born  at  ae  binb  ; 
They  lov'd  each  other  tenderlie, 

Boon  eveiy  thing  on  earth. 

"They  ley  likei  tiB  the  ■nmiiier  shower, 

Nor  girae  the  morniD'  dew. 
Better,  dear  Lady  Mainy, 

Than  Chil  Elher  lave*  you." 

"  The  bonny  doo  likes  n»  its  mate. 

Nor  babe  at  bretut  il?  mither, 
Better,  my  dearest  Chil  Ether, 

Than  Maiary  loves  her  brither." 

Bnt  be  needs  gae  to  gatn  renown. 

And  Chil  Elher  has  gaen  abroad. 
To  fight  in  rayniniie. 

And  he  has  been  in  Paynhnie 
A  twalvcmonlh  and  a  day  ; 
Bnt  never  nae  tidings  did  thure  couMi 


i 
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Xlieo  alie's  ta'en  ship,  awa'  to  kuI, 
Out  ower  the  roaring  faem ; 

A'  for  lo  find  him,  Chil  Ether, 
Ati<]  Ibr  lo  bring  him  haiue. 

She  hailnn  gait'd  the  ua  a  monlli, 

A  month  but  barely  three, 
Until  she  laaJit  on  Ciper's  shore, 

By  the  meeD-iicht  sua  lie- 
Lady  Maisry  did  on  her  green  manll«, 

Took  her  purse  in  her  hand. 
And  call'd  to  her  hur  mariners, 

Syne  walk'd  up  thro'  the  land. 

She  ntslked  up,  sao  did  she  down, 
Till  she  came  till  castell  high; 

There  she  sat  dnwn  on  the  door  stane. 
And  neepit  bitlerlie. 

Then  out  it  spake  a  sweet,  Bweet  voioe. 

Out  Qwer  the  castell  via,', 
"  NoiT  iaiia  that  Lady  Maisrj 

That  makes  uc  a  dolefu'  &'  ? 

"  But  gin  that  be  Lady  Mainj, 
Lat  her  make  mirth  and  glee; 

For  I'm  her  brother,  Chil  Ether, 
That  loves  hor  tenderiie. 

"  But  gin  that  be  Lady  Uaisrji 
L^l  her  take  purse  in  hand ; 

And  gang  lo  yonder  caatell  n', — 
They  call  it  Gorinaod. 


CHIL   ETHER. 
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*"  Spier  for  the  lord  o'  that  castell, 
Gie'm  dollars  thirty-three ; 

Tell  him  to  ransom  Chil  Ether, 
That  loves  you  tenderlie." 


She's  done  her  up  to  that  castell, 
Paid  down  her  gude  monie ; 

And  sae  she's  ransom'd  Chil  Ether, 
And  brought  him  hame  her  wi'. 


YOUNG  BEAEWEU- 


"  A  FRAOMENT,  and  now  printed  in  the  bope  A 
tlia  remainder  of  it  may  bereaJ\«T  be 
Frou  circiuuatances,  one  would  Blmost  be 
b'ace  it  to  B  Danish  Bourco ;  or  it  may  be  an  epiwde 
of  some  forgotten  Metrical  Romance :  but  this  cannot 
eatisfoctorily  be  asvertained,  from  Jto  catastrophe  being 
Dofortunately  wanting."  MotkenatWi  MimtnUj/,  p> 
S4S. 


The  s 


\  Buchan'B  BcOlad*  of  the  KorA  o/ 


When  two  lovers  lore  each  other  weel, 

Great  sin  it  were  them  tc 
And  this  I  speak  from  young  Bearwell ; 

He  loved  a  lady  ying, 
The  Miiyor'a  daughter  of  Birktoun-bnw, 

Tbat  lovely  Icesome  thing. 

One  day  when  she  was  looking  out, 
Wlien  washing  her  milk-white  handa, 

Then'shcbeheldhim  young  Bearwell, 
As  he  came  in  the  sands. 
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Bays,—"  Wm  's  me  for  jou,  young  Bearmll, 

Such  tales  of  you  are  Uald  ; 
Tliey  '11  cause  you  Mil  the  «alt  sea  to  fkr 

As  beyond  Yorkisfauld." 

"  O  ahall  t  bide  in  good  green  wood, 
Or  stay  in  bower  with  thee  'i* ' 


"  Tlie  loaves  are  thivk  in  good  green  w(>odt 
Would  hold  you  from  the  rain ; 

And  if  you  stay  in  bower  with  me, 
You  will  be  lakes  snd  slain. 

"But  I  caused  build  a  ship  for  you, 

Upon  Saint  Inaocenl's  day; 
I  '11  bid  S^nt  liinoceiit  be  your  gude, 

And  Our  Lady,  that  meikle  ma;^. 
Tou  are  a  lady's  lirM  true  love ; 

God  carry  you  weel  away  I" 

Then  he  sailed  east  and  ha  sailed  vest. 

By  many  a  iromely  strand ; 
At  length  a  puff  of  northern  wind 

Did  blow  him  to  the  land. 

When  he  did  see  the  king  and  coort. 
Were  playing  at  the  ba'; 

him  a  harp  into  his  hand, 
Saya, — "  Stay,  Bear  well,  and  play." 

Be  had  not  been  in  the  king's  court 

A  twflvemonth  and  a  dny, 
lill  there  came  lairds  and  lonie  enew, 
L'ourt  that  lady  guy. 
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Tlicy  wooed  hor  with  broach  and  nng. 
They  nothing  could  keep  back; 

TliK  vury  chiirtars  of  their  Unda 
Into  her  hands  they  pat. 

Slic  '»  done  hor  down  to  Heyyalin, 
IVith  the  light  of  the  mune: 

8ayi. — "  Will  ye  do  this  deed  for  me, 
And  will  ye  do  it  aune  ? 

"  Will  ye  go  seek  him  young  Beanrall, 

On  seaa  wherever  he  be  ? 
Anrl  if  I  live  and  bruik  my  life, 

Rewarded  ye  shatl  be." 

"  Alas,  I  am  too  young  a  skipper, 

So  far  to  sail  the  fiieot ; 
Bjt  if  I  live  and  bruik  my  life, 

1 11  Etrive  to  bring  hiu  hauc." 

80  he  has  sail'd  east  and  then  sail'd  west, 

By  many  a  comely  strand  ; 
Till  there  came  a  bla:<t  of  northern  wind. 

And  blew  him  to  the  land. 

And  there  the  king  and  alt  Ida  court 

Were  playing  at  the  ba'; 
Gave  him  a  harp  iifto  his  hand, 

Says, — "  Slay,  Hcyvalin,  and  play." 

He  has  tane  up  the  haqi  in  hand, 

And  unto  play  went  he; 
And  yoiin<!  Bcarwcll  was  the  fint  man 

In  all  that  uoinpanie. 


I 


LOED  THOMAS  OF  WINESBERRY  ANU  THE 
KDJG'S  DAUGHTEa 


From  Bu>;han'8  Balladi  of  lie  North  of  Seoilnnd, 
ii.  SIS.  Another  version  ia  given  in  Buchiin'a  Gtean- 
ingi,  p.  127,  and  a  third  hy  Kinloch,  p.  93.  Kialoch 
considers  that  the  ballad  may  relnte  to  llie  secret  expe- 
dition of  Jamca  V.  to  France,  in  15SG,  in  search  of  a 
wife.  Ia  the  last  verso  of  his  copy  of  the  ballad, 
Lord  Thomas  turns  out  to  be  uo  less  a  mau  than  tlis 
King  of  Scotland. 


Sevbk  years  the  king  he  staid 

Into  the  land  of  Spain, 
And  seven  years  true  Thomas  «u 

His  daughter's  ehambertain. 

But  it  fell  ance  upon  a  day 
Tlie  Iciug  he  did  fome  homo; 

She  beked  and  sho  bonjed  ben, 
And  did  him  there  welcome. 

"  What  aileth  you,  my  daughter,  Janet, 
You  look  9ae  palo  and  wan  ? 

There  is  a  dreder  in  your  heart, 
Or  else  yo  love  a  man." 
VOL,   IV.  20 
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"  There  ie  no  dreder  in  my  heart, 

Nor  do  I  lore  a  [oan  ; 
But  il  13  for  your  long  byding 

InW  the  land  of  Spain." 

"  Ye'll  cast  aff  yoar  bonny  brown  gowD, 

And  lay  it  on  a  stane ; 
And  I'll  tell  you,  my  jelly  Janet, 

If  ever  ye  loveii  a  man." 


Her  belly  iras  Ing,  her  tm  ilcles  lugh, 
Uer  colour  it  was  tjuite  gaue. 


Or  is  it  to  one  of  my  poor  soldiers, 
Tljat  I've  brought  hame  frae  Spain  ?  " 

"  It's  not  till  a  man  o'  might,"  she  sayi, 
"  Nor  yet  to  n  man  thntfs  mean ; 

But  it  Is  to  Thomas  o'  Winesberry, 
That  I'annot  Isnger  Ion'," 

"  0  where  are  all  my  wall-wight  net). 

That  I  pay  meftt  and  fee  ; 
That  will  gae  for  him,  tru«  Tbonw^ 

And  bring  him  here  to  me  ? 
For  the  room,  ere  I  eat  or  drink. 

High  hanged  sbait  be  be." 

Sho'a  tum'd  her  right  and  round  aboad 
The  tear  bUndei  her  e'e: 
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"  If  ye  do  anj  ill  lo  true  Thomas, 
Te'se  never  get  giiid  o"  mu." 

When  Thomas  came  before  the  king, 

He  glanced  like  tlio  Href 
Hit  hair  vas  like  die  threads  o'  gond. 

His  eyes  like  crystal  clear. 

"  It  was  nae  wonder,  my  daughter,  Janet, 

Altho'  ye  loved  this  man  ; 
If  he  were  a  woman,  as  he  is  a  man, 

'My  bed-fellow  he  would  been* 

"  O  will  je  marry  my  daughter  Janet  ? 

The  truth's  in  your  ri<|;ht  hand ; 
Ye'iehae  soineo'mygowd,and  some  o'lny^ear, 

And  the  twaJt  part  o'  my  land." 

"  It's  I  will  marry  your  daughter  Janet ; 

The  truth's  in  my  right  hand  ; 
Pll  hae  nane  o' your  gowd,  nor  naneo' your  gear, 

Pve  enough  in  my  ovm  land. 

*'  But  I  will  marry  your  daughter  Janet, 

With  thirty  ploughs  and  three, 
And  four  an'  twenty  bonny  breast-miili, 

AU  on  the  water  of  Dee. 


LAUr  EL8PAT. 


"  How  brenfs  your  brow,  my  Ladj  El^)»t  1 

How  gouden  yellow  im  your  hair  '/ 
0'  a'  the  maida  o'  fair  Si;ot1aiid. 

There's  nano  like  Loily  Ebpal  fair." 

"  Perform  your  vows,  sweet  William,"  she  nji, 
"  The  TOWB  which  ye  ha*  made  to  me ; 

And  at  the  book  o'  nay  Diither's  castell, 
Thia  night  I'll  surely  meet  vn'  thee," 

But  wae  be  to  her  brother's  page. 

That  beard  tho  words  thir  twa  did  aay ; 

He'a  tald  them  to  her  lady  mither, 
Wha  wrought  sweet  William  mickle  wa< 

For  she  has  la'eu  him,  eweet  William, 

And  she's  gar'd  bind  him  wi'  his  bowitjingf,! 

Till  the  red  bluid  o'  bis  fair  body 
Frac  i)ka  nail  o'  h'us  hand  did  spring. 

0  it  fell  ani-c  upon  a  time 

That  tho  Lord-justice  came  to  town ; 
Out  lias  she  ta'en  iiim,  sweet  William, 

Bruuglil  him  before  the  Lord-justice  bouo* 
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"  And  what  is  the  crime,  now,  lady,"  he  taxi, 
"  Tlial  has  by  this  young  man  been  dane  ?  " 

"  0  he  has  broken  my  baniiy  caslell,  - 
Thftt  woa  weci  biggit  wi'  hme  and  Biaoe. 

"  And  ho  has  broken  my  bonny  I'oflera, 
That  was  weel  bandit  m'  aiken  ban ; 

And  he  haa  Btown  my  rich  jewela; 
1  wot  bo  has  aiovm  them  every  ane." 

Then  ont  it  epak  her  Lady  Elspat, 
As  she  Bat  by  Lonl-justjce'  tnee  ; 

"  Now  ye  hae  told  your  tale,  mither, 
I  pray.  Lord -justice,  ye'il  now  hoar  roe. 

"  He  hasna  broken  her  bonny  caslell, 
That  waa  weel  big^t  wi'  lime  and  slane } 

Kor  has  be  Btown  her  rich  jewelB, 
For  I  wat  she  haa  them  every  ane. 

"  But  though  ho  was  my  Crst  tnio  love, 
And  though  I  had  sworn  to  be  his  bride, 

'Cause  he  haJna  a  great  estate, 

She  would  this  way  our  loves  divide." 

Syne  out  and  spnk  the  Lord-juatice, 
I  wat  tliu  It-ar  was  in  his  e'e ; 


■'  And  txk  your  love,  now,  Lady  Elspat, 
And  my  best  blessin'  you  bailh  upon ; 

For  gin  he  be  your  first  true  love, 
He  is  uiy  eldest  sister's  son. 


'  1-ADr    E1.8PAT. 

■'  There  «and»  a  steed  in  my  iwble. 


.1"  gold  and  while 


w  wiofcle  o'  my  free  land 


A»  ite'ti  ride  about  in 


i  niuuuer's  d^,' 


THE  LOVERS   QDABREI,;    OB,  CUPIDS 
TRIUMPH. 


"  This  '  plensant  History,'  which  '  may  bi 
the  tune  of  Floras  Farewe!!,'  is  here  relmblialied  from 


ft  copy  pni 


ited  a 


London  for  F.   Cotes  and  otliers, 


I 


1877,  laiEO.  bl.  1.,  preserved  in  the  c 
able  collection  of  thitt  excellent  and  most  respected 
uiliqiiary  Antonj  k  Wood,  in  the  Ashmolcan  Mu- 
Kum ;  compared  with  another  impreHion,  for  the  rome 
partners,  without  date,  in  the  editor's  possession.  A 
diOerenl  copy  of  the  poem,  more  in  tlic  ballad  form, 
was  published,  and  may  be  found  among  thu  king's 
pamphlets  in  the  British  Museum.  Both  copies  are 
i-onjectured  (o  have  been  modornixed,  by  dilTerent 
persons,  from  some  I'ommon  original,  which  has  hith- 
erto eluded  the  vigilance  of  collentnrs,  but  is  strongly 
■uspected  to  have  been  the  composition  of  nn  old 
North  counlry  minstrel. 

"The  full  title  Is,  The  Loveri  Qmrrd:  or  CujwU 
Triumph ;  being  the  jAeaaant  hwlory  of  Fair  Resamon  i 
of  Scotland.  Being  daughUr  to  the  Lurd  /\ni"de,, 
mMoit  hoe  mas  ohtntnr.d  bij  the  valour  of  Tummi/  I'olt: 
teko  conquered  the  Lnrd  Phenix,  and  wounded  him.  and 
after  obtained  her  to  he  hi/  wife.  Being  rery  'leliyk'ful 
lo  reo't."  RiiBOM,  Piece» of  Anetenl  Pupuint  Poetrf, 
p.  1S5. 
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Of  all  tiie  lonts  ia  Scotland  fair, 

And  ladiea  that  been  so  brigbt  of  bice, 

There  is  a  noble  lady  among  Ihcm  all. 
And  report  of  her  joa  shall  hear  by  dm. 

For  of  her  beauty  she  u  bright, 

And  of  her  colour  verj  lair* 

She's  (laiigliter  lo  Lord  Arundel, 

Approv'd  bis  paranJ  and  his  heir. 

"  He  see  this  bride,"  Lord  Fhenix  nid, 

■■  That  lady  of  so  bright  a  bleo, 
And  if  1  like  her  eouutiiuance  well. 

The  heir  of  all  my  lands  she'st  be." 

But  when  be  came  the  lady  befbre, 

Before  this  comely  m^d  came  he, 
"  O  God  thee  save,  thou  bdy  aweet, 

My  heir  and  parand  thou  ehalt  be.' 

"  Leave  olT  your  suit,"  the  lady  Kud, 
"  As  you  are  a  lord  of  high  degree  j 

Xou  may  have  ladies  enough  at  home, 
And  I  have  a  lord  in  mine  own  countiy: 

"  For  I  have  a  lover  true  of  mine  own, 

A  serving-man  of  low  degree, 
One  Tommy  Pots  it  is  his  name. 

My  firat  love,  and  last  that  ever  ihall  ba." 

"  If  that  Tom  Pots  [it]  is  his  name, 

I  do  ken  him  right  verily; 
I  am  able  to  npend  fourty  pounds  a  week, 

^Vliare  he  is  not  able  lo  npcnd  pounds  Ibiree.'^ 
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"  God  give  you  good  of  your  goIJ,"  the  saiJ, 
"  And  ever  God  pvo  you  good  of  your  fee, 

Tom  Pots  yaa  ibe  first  love  tliat  ever  I  had, 
And  I  do  mean  bim  tlie  la!<t  to  be." 

With  that  Lord  Phenix  soon  woa  mov'd  ; 

Tonards  the  lady  did  be  tbraat; 
He  told  ber  fatber,  anil  so  it  was  prov'd, 

How  his  [fair]  daughters  mind  wu  set. 

"  O  danghter  dear,  thou  art  my  owd. 

The  heir  of  all  my  landi  to  be  ; 
Hon  shatt  be  bride  to  the  Lord  Fhenix, 

If  that  thou  mean  to  be  heir  to  me." 

"  0  father  dear,  I  am  your  owb, 

And  at  your  command  I  aeods  mint  bo, 

But  bind  my  body  to  whom  you  plewe, 
My  heart,  Tom  Pots,  shall  go  with  Lheo." 

Alas  I  the  lady  her  fondness  must  leave, 
And  all  her  foolish  wooing  lay  aside; 

The  time  Js  come  her  fricnda  have  appointed. 
That  she  must  be  Lord  Phenix  bride. 

With  that  the  lady  began  to  weep ; 

She  knew  not  well  tlicn  what  to  lay, 
How  she  might  Lord  Phenix  deny. 

And  escape  from  marriage  quite  away. 

She  call'd  unto  her  little  foot-page, 
Saying,  "  I  tan  tru!*l  none  but  thee; 

Go  carry  Torn  Pots  (his  letter  fair. 

And  bid  him  on  (iuildfbrtl-grecn  meet  me; 
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"  For  I  must  marry  againsl  my  mind, 
Or  in  faiUi  veil  proved  it  shall  be; 

And  Mil  to  Lim  I  run  loving  and  kiud, 
And  wiahcB  him  this  wedding  to  we. 

"  But  see  that  thou  note  his  countenance  ««Ilt 
And  his  colour,  and  shew  it  to  me ; 

And  go  thy  way  and  liip '  ihoe  agwn. 
And  forty  shillings  I  wilt  give  thee. 

"  For  if  he  Bmile  now  with  his  lips, 

His  stomach  >vill  give  hint  to  laugh  nt  the  fa 

Then  may  I  seek  another  true  love, 
For  of  Tom  Pots  Bmall  is  my  part 

"  But  if  he  btu»h  now  in  bis  face, 
Then  in  his  heart  he  will  sorry  be ; 

Then  to  his  vow  he  huth  some  grace, 
And  fttlae  to  him  I'le  never  be." 

Away  this  lacky-boy  he  ran. 
And  a  full  speed  ibrsooth  went  he, 

Till  he  came  to  Strawbeiry-i-astJe, 
And  there  Tom  Potj  i^amo  he  to  ae«> 

He  gave  him  the  letter  in  his  hand ; 

Before  that  he  began  to  read. 
He  told  bim  plainly  by  word  of  mouth, 

His  love  was  forc'd  to  be  Lord  Pheniz  bridA. 


\Vh< 


he  look'd  on  (be  letter  fair, 
The  soil  lean  blemished  his  eye; 
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Sa^TB,  "  I  c3DD0t  read  thi>  letter  &ir, 
Not  nevar  a  word  to  see  or  spy, 

"My  little  boy,  bo  «i  me  tme, 

Hera  is  five  marks  I  witl  give  thee ; 

And  all  these  words  I  ruuat  peruse ;  ' 

And  tell  my  lady  this  from  me ; 

*■  By  faith  and  troth  ahe  is  oiy  own. 

By  some  part  of  promise,  so  it's  to  be  found; 

Lord  Phenlx  shall  not  have  ber  night  nor  day, 
Except  be  can  win  ber  nith  bis  own  hand. 

"  On  Guild  ford-green  1  will  her  meet; 

Say  that  I  wish  her  for  me  to  pray, 
For  there  Tie  lose  my  life  bo  sweet, 

Or  else  the  wedding  I  mean  to  stty' 

Away  this  lackey-boy  he  ran. 

Then  as  fast  as  be  uould  bio ; 
The  lady  she  met  him  two  miles  of  (he  way ; 

Says,  "  Why  bust  thou  alald  ao  long,  my  boy  ? 

*■  My  little  boy,  thou  art  but  young. 

It  gives  me  at  heart  thou'l  mock  and  scorn  ; 

Ee  not  believe  thee  by  word  of  mouth. 
Unless  oo  this  book  tbou  wilt  be  sworn." 

'Now  by  this  book,"  the  boy  did  any, 
"  And  Jesus  Christ  be  as  tnie  to  me, 

Tom  Pots  could  not  read  the  letlpr  fair. 
Nor  never  a,  word  to  spy  or  seu 


"  He  says,  by  faith  e 
By  some  part  of  | 


id  ti'oth  you  n' 


I 
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Lord  Pbcnix  shall 
Except  he  win  j 


"  On  Guildford-groen  he  wiQ  you  meet  j 
He  wishes  you  for  hiin  to  pray. 

For  there  he'l  lose  his  life  to  sweet, 

Or  elao  the  wedding  he  meaiu  U)  stay." 

"  IT  this  be  true,  my  litde  boy, 
Theae  tidings  which  thou  letlest  to  me. 

Forty  shillings  I  did  thee  promise, 
Here  is  ton  pounds  I  will  give  thee. 

<■  My  maidens  all,"  the  lady  said, 
"  That  ever  wish  me  well  (0  prove. 

Now  let  us  all  kneel  dowu  aod  pray. 
That  Tommy  Pota  may  wiu  his  1ot«. 

"  ir  il  be  his  foriuiie  the  better  to  win, 

As  I  pray  to  Christ  in  trinity, 
llu  make  him  the  flower  of  all  Lis  kin. 

for  the  young  Lord  Arundel  be  shall  be.* 
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Let's  leave  talking  of  this  lady  fair, 
In  prayers  full  good  if  here  she  may  be ; 

Now  let  us  talk  of  Tommy  Pols ; 
To  bis  lord  and  master  for  ud  went  be. 

But  when  he  came  Lord  Jot^key  before. 

Ho  kneeled  lowly  on  his  knee ; 
"  What  news,  what  news,  thou  Tommy  Pots, 

Thou  art  so  full  of  courtesiv  'i 


"  Wlittt  lydiiigs,  wlinl  tj-dinga,  thou  Tommy  PoU 

Tbou  nrt  so  full  of  courteaje  ? 
Thou  hast  slain  soma  of  ih/  fellows  Gur, 

Or  wrought  to  me  »ome  villany." 

"I  have  slain  none  of  mj-  ftllowg  fair, 

Nor  wrought  to  you  uo  vilkny. 
But  I  lisvo  a  love  iu  Scotland  fwr, 

And  1  fear  I  shall  lose  her  tfilh  |>orerly. 

"  If  you'l  not  believe  me  by  won!  of  mouth. 
But  read  this  letter,  and  you  shall  tee, 

Hen  by  all  the«e  suapitious  words 
That  she  her  owu  self  bath  Miit  to  me." 

But  whoii  ho  had  read  the  letter  ftur. 

Of  all  the  suspitioug  words  id  it  might  be, 

"  O  Tommy  Pots,  take  tliou  no  care, 
Thou'st  never  lose  her  nith  poverty. 

"  For  thou'st  have  forty  pounds  a  week, 

In  gold  and  ^Iver  thou  ahalt  row, 
And  tlorvy  town  I  will  give  thee. 

As  long  as  thou  intend'st  to  nooe. 

*•  Thou'st  have  forty  of  thy  fellows  fair. 

And  forty  horaes  to  go  wi  th  thee, 
Forty  of  the  beat  epeara  !  have. 
And  1  myself  in  tliy  uoiupAuy." 

"  I  thank  you,  master,"  said  Tommy  Pots, 

"  That  prolTtr  in  loo  good  Ibr  me ; 
But,  if  Jesus  Cliriat  inland  on  my  side. 
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"  Uod  be  with  fou,  ituisUr,"  «aid  Tomm]:'  VkAa,  I 

"  Now  Jetus  Chrisl  jou  save  and  see; 
If  ever  I  come  alive  agaiu, 
SUtli)  the  wmldiDg  it  ihall  be." 

"  U  God  be  jour  epcExl,  tboa  Tonunj  FoU^ 

Thou  art  well  proved  for  ^  oiaii ; 

Sue  uever  a  drop  of  blooil  tbou  spil. 

Nor  yoQder  gentleman  uoDfound. 

"  See  that  some  trace  wrth  bim  thou  t«ke, 

And  appoint  a  place  of  liberty ; 
Let  him  provide  blm  na  well  ai  he  oan, 

Aa  well  provided  thou  shalt  be-" 

But  when  be  came  to  Guildford-green, 
And  there  had  waJkt  a  little  aside, 

There  lie  wm  ware  of  Lord  Pheiiix  come. 
And  Ladf  Bosiunond  fats  bride. 

Away  by  the  bride  then  Tommy  Pota  went, 
But  never  a  word  to  her  he  did  say, 

Till  he  the  Lord  Fhcnix  came  before; 
lie  gave  him  the  right  time  of  the  day. 

"  0  irelcome,  welcouie>  thou  Tommy  Pots, 

Thou  Berving-man  of  low  degree  ; 
How  duth  thy  lord  and  maaler  at  home, 

And  all  the  LadJei  ia  diat  uountrj  ?* 

"  Aly  lord  anil  master  Is  lu  ff>o(l  health, 

I  iruai  since  that  I  did  him  see; 
Will  you  iralk  with  me  to  an  out-dde. 

Two  or  three  wortia  to  talk  wiih  me  ¥ 
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"  You  are  a  noble  man,"  said  Tom, 
H  And  born  a  lord  in  Scotland  free ; 

you  may  hare  Ufiios  enough  at  homa, 
Aod  never  take  my  love  from  mo.* 

"  Away,  away,  thou  Tommy  Tola ; 

Thou  serving-mBii,  stand  thou  aside  | 
It  ia  not  a  serving-mon  tbla  day, 

That  can  binder  me  of  my  bride." 


I  be  a  serving- mnn,"  said  Tom, 
And  you  a  lord  of  high  degree, 
A  apcar  or  two  with  you  I'le  run, 
Before  I'le  lose  her  cowardly. 

"  Appoint  a  place,  I  will  thee  meet, 

Appoint  a  place  of  liberty; 
For  ilicre  I'le  lose  my  life  »o  aweet. 

Or  else  my  laily  I'le  ael  free." 

"  On  Guildford-green  I  will  tbee  meet; 

No  man  nor  boy  shall  come  with  me." 
"  As  I  am  a  man,"  said  Tommy  Pota, 

"  I'le  have  as  lew  in  my  company." 

And  thus  staid  the  marri^e  was, 
The  bride  unmarried  wont  home  again; 

Thni  to  her  maids  fast  did  she  laugh, 
Aod  in  her  beart  abe  was  full  fain. 

"Hy  maidens  all,"  the  lady  said, 

"  That  ever  nut  on  me  this  day, 
Now  let  us  bI1  knfcl  [lowly]  down, 
And  for  Toniniy  Pots  k-t  lis  alt  pray. 
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"  If  it  b«  hia  fbrtunc  ibe  hotter  to  win. 

As  I  tnist  to  God  in  trinity, 
Ue  make  bim  tbe  doner  of  all  his  kin. 

For  the  young  Lord  ArunJul  lio  shall  tin.* 


VVdeh  Tom  Pots  came  home  again, 
To  try  for  bis  love  he  had  but  a  week  ; 

For  lorrow,  God  wot,  he  need  not  cue. 
For  four  daya  that  he  fel  nek. 

With  that  bis  master  to  bim  came, 

Sftj-«, "  Pray  Ihee,  Tom  Pota,  t*ll  me  If  thou  don 
Whether  thou  hast  gotten  thy  gay  lldy, 

Or  thou  must  go  thy  love  without" 

"  0  master,  yet  it  \a  unknown ; 

Witliin  these  two  daj-s  well  try'd  it  must  be; 
He  is  a  loni,  I  Bin  but  a  serving-man, 

I  fear  I  shall  lose  her  with  poTcrtj-." 

"  I  prothee,  Tom  Pots,  get  thee  on  thy  feet. 

Sly  former  promises  kept  sliall  be; 
As  1  am  a  lord  in  Scotland  fair, 

Thou'st  never  lose  her  with  poverty, 

"  For  iliou'st  have  the  half  of  my  lands  a  jesi. 
And  that  will  ruse  tbec  many  a  pound ; 

Before  thou  shalt  out-braveil  be, 
Thou  shalt  drop  angels  with  him  on  the  grouiMl* 


» I  thank  vr 
•■  Tet  tliei 


,  maater,"  s^d  Tommy  Pott, 
is  one  thing  of  you  I  would  fain  ; 


If  Am  I  lose  mj-  lady  sweot. 

How  Tat  realom  your  gooiJs  aswn  ?" 

"  If  tlmt  thoa  vfin  the  lady  iweet. 

Thou  mayat  nell  forth  tliou  slialt  pay  me : 

If  thoa  tosnat  thy  lady,  thou  losest  enough ; 
Thou  flhalt  nob  psy  me  one  jjenny." 

"  You  have  thirty  horses  in  one  close, 
You  keep  them  all  both  frank  and  free ; 

Amongst  Ihcm  all  tliure's  an  old  white  hone 
This  day  nould  boC  my  lady  free. 

••  That  is  an  old  horse  witli  a  cut  tail. 

Full  sixteen  years  of  age  is  he; 
If  thou  nitt  lend  me  that  old  hoiM, 

Then  could  1  irin  her  caaily." 

"  That's  a  foolish  opinion,"  his  master  said, 
"  And  a  foolish  opinion  tliou  tak'st  to  ihee ; 

Thou'sl  have  a  hetter  then  ever  he  was, 

Though  forty  pounds  more  it  should  cost  me.' 

"  O  your  choice  horses  are  ivili)  and  lough, 
And  little  they  can  skill  of  their  train; 

If  I  be  out  of  my  saddle  cast, 
They  are  so  wild  ihe/l  ne'r  be  tain." 

"  Tliou'st  have  that  horse,"  bis  muster  loid, 
"  If  that  one  thing  thou  wilt  tell  me ;' 

Why  that  horse  is  better  than  any  other, 
I  pray  thee,  Tom  Pots,  shew  thou  to  me." 
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"  Tlial  liorsc  is  o!il,  of  etamacU  bold. 

And  well  can  he  skill  of  bis  tralD ; 
If  I  be  out  of  my  saddle  oast, 

He'l  eitlier  Btaad  still,  or  turn  agua.' 

*'  Thou'st  have  tlie  horse  nilh  all  my  beutt 

And  my  plate  eoat  of  riiver  free ; 
An  hundred  men  to  stand  at  tliy  back, 

To  figUt  H"  he  thy  master  be." 

"I  tiiaok  you  muter,"  smd  Tommy  Pots, 

"  Tiiat  proffer  is  too  good  for  me  ; 
I  woidd  not  tor  ten  tliousand  pounds, 

Have  man  or  boy  in  my  compauy. 

"  Goil  be  with  you,  mastflr,"  said  Tommy  Pots 

"  Now,  as  you  sre  a  man  of  law. 
One  Ibing  lel  me  crave  at  your  hand; 

Let  never  a  one  of  my  fellows  know. 

"  For  if  that  my  fellovs  they  did  wob 

Or  ken  of  my  extrtiiuity, 
ExL'ept  you  keep  them  under  a  lock. 

Behind  me  I'm  sure  they  would  aot  be." 

But  when  he  came  to  Guildford-green, 

He  wailed  hours  two  or  three; 
Tiiere  he  was  ware  of  Lord  Phenix  come, 

And  four  men  in  his  company. 

"  You  have  broken  your  vow,"  said  Tommy  n)tiy|4 
"  The  vow  which  yon  did  make  to  roe  j 

Von  said  you  woiiid  bring  neither  man  nor  bor, 
And  DOW  has  broiiglil  more  than  two  or  threa"' 


"  These  are  my  men,"  Lord  Fhcoix  sud, 

"  Whii'h  every  day  do  wait  on  me ; 
If  »ny  of  them  dare  proiTer  lo  strike, 

I'to  run  my  iptar  Ibnjugh  his  bixly." 

"He  run  no  race  now,"  said  Tommy  Pota, 

"  Exeept  now  this  may  be ; 
If  ather  nf  US  be  slain  this  day, 

The  other  shall  forgivea  be," 

"Tie  make  that  row  with  all  my  heart, 

ilj  men  shall  bear  witnt'ss  with  me ; 
And  if  thou  slay  me  here  this  day. 

In  Scotland  worse  belov'd  thou  never  shall  be." 

They  turn'd  their  horses  thrice  about. 

To  run  the  race  so  eagerly* 
Lord  Phenix  he  was  fierce  send  stout, 

And  ran  Tom  Pots  through  the  thick  o'  th'  thigh. 

He  bor'd  him  out  of  the  saddle  fair, 

Down  to  the  groand  to  Borrowfully : 
■'  For  the  Ion  of  my  life  I  do  not  core, 

But  for  the  loss  of  my  Gur  lady. 

"  Now  for  the  loss  of  my  lady  sweet, 

Which  once  I  thought  to  have  been  my  wifo, 

1  pray  thee.  Lord  Plieiiis,  ride  not  away, 
For  with  tJiee  I  would  end  my  life." 

Tom  Pots  was  but  a  serving-man. 

But  yet  bo  was  a  doclor  good ; 
He  bound  his  liandkerchief  on  his  wound, 

And  with  some  tdnd  of  words  he  stancht  Us  blood.* 
ha  msde  uss  of  a  ohnrtn  fhr  that  pnrposs. 
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He  leapl  into  his  aad'lle  again, 

The  blooJ  in  bis  body  began  to  warm; 

Ha  mist  Lord  Phenix  liody  fwr. 

Aud  ran  bim  throu);h  the  brawn  of  the  urn. 

He  bor'd  liini  out  of  IiIb  saddle  fair, 
Down  K>  (lie  grounJ  moat  sorrowfully ; 

Says,  "  Prelhco,  Lonl  Phenix,  rise  up  And  6gbt,   i 
Or  yield  my  lady  unto  me." 

"  Now  for  (0  fight  I  cannot  tell, 

Aud  for  to  Gght  I  am  not  sure  ; 
Thou  hast  run  me  thraw  the  bravD  □'  the  sna, 

That  with  a  spear  1  may  not  endure. 

"  Tliou'st  have  the  lady  with  oil  my  heart  : 

It  was  never  likely  bettar  to  prove 
With  me,  or  any  Dotileuian  else. 

That  would  hinder  a  poor  inun  of  hi)  love.' 

"  Seeing  you  say  so  mucli,"  said  Tummy  Pot*, 

I  nil!  not  »cem  your  butcher  to  be; 
But  I  will  L'ome  and  stanch  your  blood. 
If  any  tiling  you  mill  give  mo." 

As  bo  did  staneh  Lord  Pbenix  blood. 

Lord  I  in  his  heart  he  did  rejoive ; 
"  rio  not  lake  (he  lady  from  you  thus. 

But  of  her  you'sl  liave  another  cbiMua. 

''  Hum  15  a  lane  of  two  miles  long; 

At  either  end  we  set  will  be; 
The  lady  shall  stnnd  us  among, 

Ilur  oiin  I'boiii:  shall  set  Lor  free. " 
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■'  If  thou'l  do  so,"  Lord  Pbenix  raid, 
"  To  lose  her  by  hor  own  choice  it"!  booei^; 

ChuM  whctber  I  get  her,  or  go  her  witfaoQt, 
Forty  pounds  I  will  j^ve  ihee." 

But  nhcn  they  in  that  lane  was  set, 

The  wit  of  a  woman  for  to  prove, 
"  By  the  faith  of  my  body,"  the  lady  laiA, 

"  Then  Tom  Pots  must  needs  have  bis  lore." 

Towanla  Tom  Pota  the  lady  did  hie, 

To  get  behind  him  hutity; 
"  Nay  stay,  nay  stay,"  Lord  Phenix  said, 

"  Better  proved  it  shall  be. 

"  Slay  you  with  your  maidens  here, 
In  number  fair  tbey  are  but  three ; 

Tom  Pots  and  I  will  go  behind  yondor  wall, 
That  one  of  u«  two  be  proved  lo  dye." 

But  when  they  came  behind  the  wall. 

The  one  came  not  the  other  nigh ; 
For  the  Lord  Phenix  had  made  a  vow. 

That  with  Tom  Pota  he  would  never  fighL 

"  O  give  me  this  choite,"  Lord  Phenix  raid, 
"  To  prove  whether  true  or  false  aha  be. 

And  1  will  go  10  the  lady  fair, 
And  tell  her  Tom  Pols  slain  is  he." 

When  he  came  from  behind  the  wall, 

,  With  his  face  all  bloody  as  it  might  be, 
"  0  lady  Bweet,  thoit  art  my  own, 
/      For  Tom  Pots  slain  is  he. 
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"  Non  bave  1  slain  him.  Tommy  Fota, 

And  given  Iiim  deaths  wouii(!«  two  or  &r*a  ; 

0  lady  sweet,  thoa  art  my  own ; 

Of  all  loves,  wilt  tbou  live  with  me  ?  ' 

"  If  thou  bast  slain  bim.  Tommy  Pots, 

Aod  given  him  deaths  wouads  two  or  three, 

rie  sell  die  state  of  my  fathers  lands, 
But  hanged  shall  Lord  Fhenis  be." 

With  that  the  lady  fall  in  a  Bwonad, 

For  a  grieved  woman,  God  wot,  was  she  j 

Lord  Flienix  he  was  ready  then, 
To  take  her  up  bo  bantily- 

"  O  lady  Hweet,  stand  thou  on  thy  feel, 
Tom  Pots  alive  thia  day  may  be ; 

rie  send  for  thy  lather,  Lord  Arundel, 
And  be  aod  I  the  nedding  will  see. 

"  rie  send  for  thy  father.  Lord  Arundel, 
And  be  and  1  the  weddiog  will  see ; 

If  he  will  not  muntain  you  well. 
Both  lands  and  liviogs  you'st  have  of  me." 

"  He  see  this  wedding,"  Lord  Arundel  said, 
■'  Of  my  daughters  luck  that  is  so  fair ; 

Seeing  the  matter  will  be  no  better. 
Of  all  my  lands  Tom  Pots  shall  be  the  heir." 

With  that  (he  lady  began  for  to  smilei 
For  a  glad  woman,  God  not,  was  she ; 

"Now  all  my  maids,"  the  lady  s<ud, 
"  Example  yoii  muy  lake  by  me. 
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"  But  all  tbc  1^C9  of  Scotland  fiur, 

And  taues  al  England  that  well  would  prove, 

Neither  marry  for  gold  nor  goods, 
Kor  marry  for  nothing  but  odIj  love* 

"  For  I  had  a  lover  true  of  my  own, 

A  Krving-man  of  low  degree; 
Now  iFOm  Tom  Pots  lie  change  his  oBnwt 

P'or  the  young  Lord  Arundel  he  shall  be." 


THE  MERCHANTS  DAUGHTEE  OF  BRIS-  i 
TOW. 


From  Collier's  Boat  i\f  Raidursitt  Balladt,  p.  104. 


«  This  narradve  ballad,  which  is  fall  or^racetiil  b 
anadomed  simplicity,  is  mendoDed  in  Ftetcher'i  i 
iteur  Thomat,  (Act.iii.  Sc.  S,}  by  the  name  of  Jfauflw 
lAe  Merchant's  Daughltr.  Two  early  udilionB  of  it 
are  known :  one  without  printei's  name,  (clearij  much 
older  than  the  othur,)  is  that  which  we  have  used ;  we 
'  may  conclude  that  it  waa  written  conaderably  before 
James  I.  came  to  the  throne.  It  was  last  reprinted  in 
173S,  but  in  that  impreaaion  it  was  muvh  modenustd 
and  corrupted.'  ^ 


Bbhold  the  touchstone  of  true  love, 

Maudlin  the  Merchant's  Daughter  of  Bristow  towm^V 

Whose  firme  affection  nothing  could  mote; 

This  favour  beares  (he  lovely  browne. 

A  gallant  youth  was  dwelling  by. 

Which  many  yeares  had  borne  this  liuJy  great  good  w 

Shee  loved  him  bo  f^thfully, 

But  all  her  friends  withstood  it  still. 


■         TIiH  vmin. 
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e  young  iaa.a  noir,  perceiving  well 
He  could  not  get  nor  nin  the  faxoMr  of  her  friendi, 
The  force  of  wrro*  to  expeil 
To  vi«w  strange  countreys  hee  intends. 

And  now,  lo  tsko  hia  last  farewell 

Of  hia  true  love,  hia  faire  and  constant  Maudlea, 

With  muaicke  Bweete  that  did  excell 

Heo  plaiea  under  her  window  iJien. 

"  Farewell,"  quoth  he,  "  mine  owne  true  love. 
Farewell,  my  deare,  and  I'hiefest  treasureof  my  hearti 
Through  fortune'*  apight,  thai  false  did  prove, 
I  am  ioforcVl  from  thee  to  part, 

"  Into  tlie  land  of  Italy ; 

There  wil  I  waile,  and  weary  out  my  dayea  in  wo; 

Seeing  my  true  love  is  kept  from  mee, 

I  hold  niy  life  a  mortal  fo. 

"Faire  Brislow  towno,  therefore,  adieu, 
For  Padua  shall  bee  my  habitation  now; 
Although  my  love  doth  lodge  in  thee, 
To  whom  alone  my  heart  I  vow." 

With  trickling  tearea  this  hee  did  sing, 

With  aighs  and  sobs  descending  from  his  heart  flill  sc 

Hee  s^d,  when  he  his  hands  did  wring, 

"  Farewell,  sweet  love,  f 


Fair  Maudlin,  from  a  window  high 

Beholding  her  true  lo*e  with  musieke  where  bee  stood, 

Btit  not  a  word  she  durst  reply, 

Fearing  her  parents  angry  mood. 
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In  (earea  she  spent  tiua  dolefull  night, 
Wishing  (though  oaked)  with  her  raithfiill  friend: 
She  bkmes  her  friends,  aad  fortune's  spnght, 
Thai  wrought  their  lovea  such  lucklene  end. 

And  iu  her  heart  shee  made  a  TOtr 

CIcane  to  forsake  her  country  and  her  kiustblkes  al 

And  for  to  follow  her  true  love, 

To  bide  all  chance  that  might  befiill. 

Tile  night  JB  gone,  and  the  daj  is  come. 
And  in  the  morning  very  early  shee  did  rise: 
Bbe  gets  her  do  wee  in  a  lower  roome, 
Where  sundrie  seomcu  she  espies. 

A  gallant  master  amongst  them  all, 

(The  master  oTa  faire  and  goodlie  ship  was  be) 

Who  there  stood  waiting  in  the  hall, 

To  speake  with  her  father,  if  it  might  be. 

She  kindly  takes  hun  by  the  hand:      i 

"  Good  sir,"  said  shee,  "  would  yon  speake  intti  a 

Quolh  he,  "  Faire  maid,  therefore  I  stand : " 
"  Then,  gentle  sir,  I  pray  you  draw  neere." 

Into  a  pleasant  parlour  by. 

With  hand  in  hand  she  brings  the  seaman  all 

Sighing  to  him  most  piteously. 

She  thus  lo  him  did  make  her  moone. 

Shee  falls  upon  her  tender  knee : 

"  Good  air,"  she  said,  ■'  now  pittie  von  a  woma 

And  prove  a  faiihfuU  friend  to  me, 

Thai  I  my  griefu  to  you  may  shew." 
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"  Sith  you  repose  your  trust,"  be  said, 

"  To  me  tbat  am  onknowne,  and  eko  a  stranger  hoere, 

Be  you  assur'd,  most  proper  maid, 

Most  faitlifulf  still  I  will  appeare." 

'■  I  have  a  brother,  then,"  quoth  abee, 

"  Whom  as  my  life  I  love  and  &Tour  tenderlie: 

In  Pitdua,  alas!  is  he, 

Full  sicke,  God  wot,  and  like  to  die. 

"  And  foine  1  would  my  brolher  see. 

But  tbat  my  father  vrill  not  yeeUl  lo  let  me  goe ; 

Wherefore,  good  sir,  be  good  to  meo, 

And  unto  me  thb  favour  shew. 

"  Some  ihip-boye'a  garment  bring  to  mee. 

That  I  dtsgms'd  may  goe  away  from  hence  onknowne; 

And  unto  ««a  He  goe  with  thee, 

If  thus  much  favour  may  be  sbowoe.'* 

"  Foirc  maid,"  quoth  he,  "  take  heere  my  hand : 
I  will  fuISll  each  thing  that  you  desire. 
And  set  you  safe  in  that  same  land, 
And  in  that  place  tbat  you  recjuire." 

She  gave  him  then  a  tender  kisse. 
And  laith,  "  Your  servant,  gallant  master,  will ' 
And  prove  your  fnithfull  friend  for  this ; 
Sweet  master,  then,  forget  not  me." 

This  done,  as  they  had  both  decreed, 
Soone  after  (early)  before  the  breaks  of  ilajt 
lie  brings  her  garments  then  with  speed, 
Wherein  she  doth  ber  selfe  array: 
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Tliiu  to  the  »ea  fuire  Maudlin  is  gone 

Wilh  her  gentle  masWr;  God  aouii  Ihein  amcrr)-  wind; 

Where  wee  a  while  must  let  them  alone. 

Till  yao  the  second  part  doe  find. 


I 


"  Welcomk.  sweetu  Maudlin,  from  the  sea. 
Where  bitter  Btormes  and  tempests  doe  arise : 
The  piesant  bankea  of  Italy 
Wee  may  behold  with  mortal  eyes." 

"  Thankes,  gentle  master,"  then  quoth  shee ; 
"  A  faithful!  friend  in  (orrow  hait  thou  beene  ; 
If  fortune  once  doth  smile  on  mee. 
My  tliaiikfull  heart  shall  well  bee  Beenu. 

"  Blert  be  the  land  that  feedes  my  love  1 

Bleat  be  the  place  where  as  his  person  doth  abide  I 

No  triall  will  1  stiike  lo  prOTc, 

Whereby  my  true  loTe  may  be  In'de. 

"  Nowe  will  1  waike  with  joyful  heart, 

To  viewe  the  lowne  where  as  my  darlinge  doth  n 

And  seeke  him  out  in  every  part, 
Until!  I  doc  hja  sight  attoine." 

"  And  I,"  quotli  he,  "  will  not  forsake 
Sweele  Maudlin  in  her  sorrow  up  am!  downe: 
In  wealth  and  woe  thy  part  lie  take. 
hnd  bring  ihee  safe  lo  Padua  towns." 
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And  aAr:r  man^  <T<?nrie  steps 
In  Padua  l.hey  safely  .loo  arrive  at  iMt : 
For  very  joy  her  henrl  it  leape*  j 
She  thiakea  not  of  her  sorrDirra  paot. 


Condemned  to  dye  bee  vaSi  alaa  I 
Except  he  wouhl  from  his  religion  tame; 
But  rather  then  hee  would  to  niMae, 
In  fiery  Hamcs  he  voVd  to  bume. 

Now  doth  Maudlin  weepe  and  wwle: 
Her  joy  is  ching'd  to  weeping,  Mnow,  griefe  aj 
But  nothing  could  her  plaints  prevails, 
For  death  alone  must  be  his  share. 

iihee  walkes  under  the  prison  waIU, 
Whoro  her  truB  love  cloth  lye  and  languish  ii 
Most  wofully  for  fooile  he  Gills, 
When  hunger  did  his  heart  opprease. 

He  sighs  and  sobs  and  makes  great  nnoane : 
"  Farewell,"  hee  said.  "  aweete  England,  aon 

And  all  my  friends  that  have  me  knowne 
In  Bristow  towne  with  wealth  and  store. 

"  But  most  of  all  farewell,"  quoth  hee, 

"  My  owne  true  love,   sweet  Mandlin,   wlioiii    I  | 

behind  ; 
For  never  mor«  shall  I  see  thee. 
Woe  to  thy  father  most  unkind  I 

"  How  well  were  I,  if  thou  wert  here, 

With  thy  faire  hands  to  close  these  wretched  eyeail 


H      Uf  tormeni 
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tlf  torments  easie  would  appeare; 
M;  soule  wiib  Joj  iluill  scale  the  skiea.' 

When  Maudlin  htard  her  lover's  fooane, 
Her  ej-es  with  teare?,  her  heart  with  nm 

To  speake  with  him  no  meanes  Is  knowne, 
Euch  grievous  doome  o 


Then  she  east  off"  her  lad'a  attire  ; 

A  uutidun's  wecile  upon  lier  bock  she  leeineljt  mI 

To  the  jndge  s  house  shee  did  enquire, 

And  there  ahee  did  a  lervice  get. 

Bhee  did  her  duly  there  no  well. 

And  eke  so  prudently  she  did  her  selfe  behaTe. 

With  her  in  love  her  master  Ml; 

His  servant's  favour  heo  doth  crave. 

•*  Maudlin,"  i[UOth  hee,  "  mj-  heart's  deliaht, 
To  whom  my  heart  is  in  alTection  lied, 
Breed  not  my  death  through  thy  despight ; 
A  faithftill  friend  I  will  be  tryed. 


"  Grant 


le  thy  loi 


'  And  at  my  bands  require 


,  faire  maid,"  qnolh  hee, 

.  _..-...  ^1^^  fjigu  canst  devise, 


And  I  will  grant  it  uulu  i 
Whereby  thy  eredit  may 

"  I  have  a  brother,  sir,"  she  said, 

"  For  his  religion  is  now  condemned  to  dye  i 

In  loattMome  prison  hee  is  layd, 

Oppreat  with  griefe  and  luiserj. 
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"  Grant  me  m;  brotlier's  life,"  shee  raid, 
"  And  to  you  my  love  and  liking  I  will  gise.' 
"  That  may  not  be,"  quoth  hee,  "  faire  ttuud ; 
Except  he  tunie,  he  tannot  live," 

"  An  Englisb  Frier  there  is,"  shee  said, 
"  Ol'  learning  great  and  poasing  pure  of  life, 
i«C  him  to  my  brother  be  sent, 
And  he  will  finish  soooe  the  strife." 

flor  master  hearing  thii  request, 

The  marriner  in  frier's  iveed  she  did  arrajr. 

And  to  her  love,  that  lay  disirest, 

Shee  did  a  letter  straight  convey. 

When  hee  had  read  these  gentle  lines, 
His  heart  was  ravished  -with  sudden  joy; 
Where  now  ahee  was  full  well  bee  knew ; 
The  frier  Ukowise  wua  not  coy ; 

But  did  declare  to  bim  at  large 
Tlie  enterprise  for  bim  his  love  bad  Uken 
The  young  man  did  the  frier  charge, 
Uis  love  should  str^ght  deport  the  land. 

"  Here  is  no  place  for  her,"  hee  said, 

"  But  vracfull  death  and  danger  of  her  harraleMO  ]| 

Profe^ing  truth  I  vras  betraid. 

And  fearful!  dames  must  end  my  strife. 

"  For,  ere  I  will  my  fwth  deny. 

And  sweare  my  selfe  to  follow  damneil  AntiubrisCi'J 

lie  yccld  my  body  for  to  die, 

To  live  ill  huaven  with  the  highest," 
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»ir  "  tlio  gentle  frier  »ai<i, 
"  Vor  ycHir  Bwcet  love  rei'iint,  anii  save  your  wisbod  life. 
A  wofiill  match,"  quoth  hee,  "  la  aiiule 
Where  ChiisI  a  lost  to  win  a  wife." 

WhcD  she  had  vrought  all  mcaiieti  that  might 

To  save  her  friend,  and  that  she  saw  it  would  not  bee, 

Tlien  of  (he  judge  shoe  claimed  her  right. 

To  did  the  death  as  well  as  hee. 

When  no  perswasion  could  prevaile, 

Nur  change  her  mind  in  any  thing  that  bIicd  bod  Mill, 

She  was  with  him  eotidemned  to  die, 

And  for  them  both  one  fire  was  made. 


And  anne 

in  &nne  a 

lost  joy  fill  ly 

These  lov. 

it3  iwaine 

unto  the  fire  they 

did 

goe; 

The  marri 

ner  rooat  fnilhfully 

Was  like" 

rise  partnei 

:  of  their  woe. 

But  when  the  judges  understood 
The  faithfull  frieniUliip  did  in  thorn  remains, 
They  saved  their  brcs ;  and  aderward 
To  England  sent  Ihi/m  home  againe. 

Now  waa  their  sorrow  turned  to  joy, 

And  faithfull  lovers  had  now  their  heart's  desir 

Their  paines  so  well  they  did  imploy, 

(iod  granted  that  they  did  re(]uirc. 

And  when  thcr  were  lo  England  eome, 

And  in  merry  Bristow  arrived  at  the  last, 
Great  joy  there  was  to  all  and  some 
That  heard  the  dangers  they  had  past. 


-raz  xsncaxinfi  OAVOurtat. 


r.  «nd  at  Ihi-  ohurcli  to  give  Ikt  U 


Unto  ihe  joy  of  all  eood  m 


n 


I  -1 

I  ■ 

it; 


!   •    > 

I.    '    * 
I 

I 


ii  i: 


;    » 

1 

t 

1. 

1 

t 

^1   i 

li 


